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ARIADNÉ. 



OHAPTEBL 

" It Í8 an Ariadné, of oonrse it is an Ariadné. A Baochns ? — 
pooh ! *' I said oyer and oyer again to myself , sitiáng before it* in 
the drowsy noon, all by myself in the warm summer weather; 
for the porter in the hall yonder was a ñriend of mine, and often 
let me in when the place was closed to the public, knowing that 
I was more likely to worship the marbles than to harm them. 

It was intensely stilL 

Oatside, the sim was broad and bright npon the oíd moss- 
grown terraoes and steps, and not a bongh was stirring in the 
Boffc gloom of drooping cedar and of spreading pine. There was 
ene of the lattice casements open. I could see the long Insh 
grass foll of flowers, the heayy ilez shadows crossíng one another, 
and the white shapes of the cattle asleep in that fragrance and 
darknesfl of green leayes. The birds had ceased to sing, and 
eyen the lizards were qniet in these deep mossy Fannns-hannted 
ways of beantifol Borghese, where BaSíEielle nsed to wander at 
snnrise, coming out ñrom his little bedchamber that he had 
paínted so prettily with his playing gleefol Loyes, and flower. 
hidden gods, and nymphs with their yases of roses, and the 
medallions of his Fomarina. 

''It is an Ariadné," I said, sitting in the Gsesars* Gallery-* 
that long, light, most loyely chamber, with its wide grated case- 
ments open to the woodland greenness, and the gleam of the 
brown weed-laden waters, and the leaf-tempered glory of the 
golden snnlight. 

Do yon know the bnst I mean ? — the one in bronze on a 
plinth of flowered alabaster, with a crown of thickly woyen iyy 
leayes on its dnstered hair ? It is not callad an Ariadné here in 
Villa Borghese; it is called a yonng Bacchns; bnt that it 
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2 ARIADNE. 

absnrcL It might be Persephone or Libera^ bnt to my thinking 
it is an Ariadné. 

It has a likeness to that Ariadné of the Capítol, whie^ has 
been called a Bacchns and a Leucothea ; and it has something 
of extreme youth, of foith, of hopa, of inspiration, which is yery 
beautiful, and is all its own. 6o yon, traveller, and see it where 
it stands, with all the bestial, bloated, porphyry emperors aronnd 
it, and the baby Hercules in hís lion-skin hood in front of it, and 
yon wiU see that I am right : only it is an Ariadné, mind yon, 
before the abandonment on Nazos. 

There is a Bacchns here — ^nay, there are many — ^bnt there is 
one in this Gallery of the GsBsars that is perhaps the most bean- 
tifnl ideal of the Homeric Dionysos in the world, and it stands 
here, too, in this room of the Csesars. Do not confonnd hím with 
the Bacchns of the Yestibnle; that is a finer statne, maybe^ 
since more famons ; bnt a íax lower deity ; indeed no deity at aD 
for anything that his eyes say of sonl, or that bis mouth breathes 
of oreation ; bnt this Bacchns, yonnger also, is aU a god ; the 
tme Dionysos ere the Asiatic and Latín adnlterations corroded 
the Greek oonception of his person and his ofSce. He is the 
incamation of yonth, beneath whose footfall all flowers of passion 
and of fancy arise, bnt yonth with all the snrprise of genins in 
it, and all its strength : — its strength, and not its weakness, for 
he is diyine, not human ; he rejoices, bnt he reigns. Looking 
at him, one knows how far sweeter it must haye been to have 
been oíd when the world was yonng, than it is now to be young 
when the world is oíd. " Yon Greeks are for eyer boys,** said the 
Egyptian to Solón. Bnt now, " tums vieülards néa d*hier " is the 
bitterest and trnest epithet for us. 

Then there was childhood eyen in the highest godhead. 

Now the yery children are neyer yonng. 

This Bacchns and my Ariadné stand cióse to one another ; 
eyer near, yet neyer meeting, like loyers parted by irreyocable 
wrong. 

I sat and looked at them for the hundredth time ; and I 
thought, if only the oíd myths conld bnt haye been kept puré, 
they had neyer been bettered since Fan's pipe was broken. One 
could wish Euhemerus had neyer been bom : it was he who 
spoilt them first. 

" It is an Ariadné — certainly an Ariadné," I said to myself. 
Maryx, the great Sculptor, had laughed at me for saying so, bnt 
he had gone into some other of the chambers, and had left me of 
the same opinión stílL 
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The wannth was great; the stiUnefls perfect; the air was 
sweei with ihe smell of the woods and of the cattle's breath. I 
had alepi bnt little that night^haTíng fonnd afragment of abook 
whioh I thonghi bore marks of the press of Aldus, and, sitting 
nntfl near dawn over my treasure in effort to yeiify it with a 
dear and leamed monk I knew, I had been still np when, with 
the first lighi on the earth, the nightingales oeased a little^ and 
the thmsheB and merles took np the story and bagan a ríot of 
song áboTa me in the woods on the hill of Janns. So now I was 
diowQy as the day was. 

Noon is the midnight of the South. Deep dreams and peaoe 
fiEdl upon áll creatíon. The restless lizard pauses and basks, and 
eyen that noisiest denizen of summer sunshine, the cicala, is 
ashamed to máke such an endless solf-glorifícation with tiíat 
odd rattle whioh he carnes in his stomach, and is ahnost quiet 
in the trees^only cieaking a little now and then to assnremankind 
that he has not forgotten them ; for every oicala, like eaoh of us, 
báüeres himsélf the piyot of the world. 

It was all so still ; so wárm and yei so cool; so full of sweet 
smells and of bahny qnietude, here in Borgheee, that a sort of 
slumber overtook me, and yet I was consdous in it all the while, 
as the mind in daynsleep often is, of the pleasant passage of the 
west wind thiough the opened lattice, and of the noisy chimes 
that were linging in the city, and only echoed feúntly and softíy 
here throngh all the woodland thiokness of green leayes. 

Through half-closed eyes I saw the open window and the iron 
grating, and the bronze of the ilez boughs dark almost to black- 
ness, and the high grass wherein the cattle were lying, and the 
broad bine skies that BafbeUe loyed ; and before me I saw the 
white god and the iyy-crowned head of my Aiiadné. 

" Yes, yes, snrely it is an Ariadné," I muttered to myself, for 
there is great pleasnre in one's own opinions. " Of course an 
Ariadné— how can they be so blind ? There is dawning woman- 
hood in eyery line. But she knows nothing about Naxos." 

And as I looked she seemed to ohange and hear ; the bronze 
lips parted awhile, and seemed to smile and answer me : *' Tes* 
I am Ariadné. But how do you know? Yon, an oíd man 
sitting all day long at a street comer, far from all oonyerse with 
fhegods?*' 

And then a great chango passed oyer all the bust, and a 
quiyer and glow of life seemed to me to run through all the 
l^ronze and alabaster ; the Egyptian stone of the column seemed 
to mdt, and fold and unfold as a flower unfolds itself, and 
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became delicate and transparent laünent throngh whioh one saw 
ihe roey flesh and the ronnded linos of a girPa limbs and body; 
the metal in which the Bculptor had imprifloned his thonghte 
seemed to dissolve, and grow wann and living, and beoome 
fleBh, till breast and thioat and oheek and farow blnahed into 
sndden life. 

The eyes grew liqnid and lustróos like lake watero in stas 
light; the iyy leaves grew green and fresh with dew; fht 
clnstered cnrls took brighter hoes of gold and stirred as with 
the breeze; she grew aliye and looked on áll these white and 
silent gods. 



"I am Aríadné/' she said sadly. "Tes. I knew Nazos. 
What woman escapes it that loves well ? I am on earth once 
more, to my great woe. I prayed to Aidoneus to remain, lost in 
the dark, and with Persephone. But she said : ' Nay, go npward 
into light, though into pain. Wept not Achilles here, and 
wished to be the meanest thing that liyed and laboured apon 
earth rather than king amongst immortal abades? For better 
is it to see the sun, thongh toiling in the dost ; and sweeter is it 
to be kissed on the month, thongh stabbed to the heart, than to 
abide in endless night and windless quiet : — go.' What did she 
mean ? She said the gods would tell me. Tell me now. For 
of life I have forgotten as the dead forgei Only I forget not 
Naxos." 

The gods were silent 

The lewd GsBsars hnng their heads, and dared not lift their 
impnre glance on hers. 

Her own betrayer spoke fírst, and smiled with a smile that was 
at once pitifol yet cmeL What was Naxos to him, save as a dnll 
spot that he had left gladly, leaving the dead behind him, to pass 
Across the snmmer seas in his flower-garlanded yesseL 

" Theseus and I gaye yon passion, dear : without it yon conld 
not see the san ñor feel the knife. £e thankfal to os." 

Then he toached the marble floor with his thyrsas,and on its 
barren whiteness a parple passion-flower bloomed, and an asp 
ate its starry heart. 

The child Hercales, cast fromhis head downward at her feet 
the lion's skin. 

" The strong alone know passion. Perhaps their pain is better 
than the peace of the feeble." 

And his coryed and rosy moath grew sorrowfal ; he seemed 
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lo be foreBeGing his own shame when he should sit and spin, and 
think a woman's lightest langh of scom, more worth ihan smile 
of Zens, or Olympns' praise. 

The white cow lying sleeping beneath the ilex bonghs rose 
fram her bed in the gzaeses, and carne and looked with lustróos 
weary eyes throngh the iron bars of the casement 

" Once men called me lo/' she said, with wistfol gaze. '' Bnt 
the gadfly in my flesh left me no peace till I sank oontent into 
the beast It will be so with her when the pnrple passion-flower 
íades. The sditude of Naxos kills— if not the body then the 
sonL* 

Bnt Apollo^ heaiing^ where he stood in all his white glory in 
the halls within, carne with the sim's rays abont his perfeot head, 
and answered for her : 

''No. Had yon had ears for my songs^ lo, neyer conid you 
haye been ohanged into the bmte, to browse and graze. The 
sonls my Sibyls keep are strong." 

Daphne— whom her loyer had left alone in her agony— 
Daphne foUowed, with the bonghs of the bay springing from her 
slender feet and from her beating bosom, and her floating hair 
becoming twisted leayes of bay. 

"Tonr Sibyls are too strong for mortals, and there is no 
wisdom I see bnt Loye 1 " she cried in her torment. " Gods and 
men begmdge ns the lanrel, bnt when the laurel grows &om the 
breast of a woman — ^ah, heayen 1 — it hnrts 1 " 
Apollo smiled. 

'' Of Loye yon wonld haye nothing. Tonr wisdom comes too 
late. Is the bay bitter ? That is not my fanlt." 

Artemis came and looked : she who ever slew the too anda- 
dons or too forgetñü mortal, with her slender and onerring 
shaft. 

'' My sister Persephone has been more cmel than I," she said, 
with a smile. ** Does she send yon back to your isles of Día 
again? And where was yonr f&ther in that darksome world 
where he jndges, that he lets yon come hither to braye me 
once more? Oh, fedr fool of too mnch loye and too mnch 
wisdom 1 Why haye lifted the sword ? Why haye fonnd the 
cine? The gods eyer punish the mortal too daring and too 
exoelling.^ 

''Eros is more cmel than yon or Persephone, oh, my soye- 
xeign of the Silyer £ow 1 " said Dionysos, and smiled. He knew, 
had he not betrayed, not eyen the sacred Hnntress coiüd haye 
slaínher. 
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Anaenaa and Aloceiis cama bom tlie central chambers and 
Mood hy: tbey hnd berome immortala alsa 

They munvnired low oca to another: 

" When gods and raen fipeak of Love thej wrong him: it ia 
eeldom he that leigEiB: ít is onl; Fhilot^, who takea hia 



Amonget the deitiea fiom tbe npper chamber a mortal come ; 
the light lewd woman who had bared íier chumis to Uve for ever 
hore in marhle, in conntorfeit of tho Venus Pandemos. 

" There is no Nasos for women who love Love, and not one 
loTer," ahe aaid, with a wanton laugh. "Gods and men alike 
are fáithfnl only to Ihe faithleaB, She who worships the beantj 
of her own bod; and iU jojs. is Btrong; ahe ouly; Aphrodite 
wto made me taught me that." 

Bacchna tonelied her in reproof, and the imperial barlot fled. 

" Aphrodite's boad ts hard," he eaid. " My sister Halen 
- knew : Berring her once, ehe eerved for ever ; and day and night 
sha drank Lethe and drank in vain." 

The Román woman lyiug in a farther cbamber on her marWe 
bier, with Üie poppy flowers of etemal sleep in her folded banda, 
EÜded as a ahade güdes from Iha aephodel meadowa of the 
dead. 

"If not the temple of Lubentina— tben Death," abe said, 
" There is no middie path between the twg, Betura to Orous 
and Dia-Pator." 

And she held ont to Ariadné the poppiea red as war, whioh 
jet are symbols of tho solé snre Pence. 

Bnl Payoha, playing with Eros in a niche where the motea of 
tbe Bun veré dancing to the sound of a aatyr's syrinx, flew ia on 
her toay winga that are like the leaves of a pomegiaaate 
bloosom, and canght tho butturfly that aiwajB hoTers aboTe her 
own hoad, and woald havc given with it immortal lifo. 

Bnt Love ooming after her, tho dancing eunbeama in bis 
cnrlB stayed hei band. 

" Nay — if th¡H bo AriadnS, sho knowa full woll if / abide nol 
with her abe necds death, not Ufa." 

" Ihen Btay," said Arladu^'s traitor, witli his sweet and ornel 
smüe. 

Jjove shoofc hia hoad and sighed. 

"Ton and men after yoa have forbidden me reet The 
paaaion-flower blossoms but a single day and night, and I can 
lie no longer in one breast" 

Anacreon aaid: 
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'* Oí oíd you had no wings, Eros. Yon weie worihier of 
^orship then. I know that^ ihongh I was only a dninken^ lewd 
táBuBoc, who meríted not my ioonortality." 

AlcsBiissaíd: 

''The laniol grew eren as a high wall betwizt me and 
8appho^, bnt it was no &nce betwixt her and ihe graye in tbe 



M 



Lore langhed, for he is often cmeL 

'' I am sixonger ihan áll the gods, for^ eyen being dead, yon 
eannot foiget me. Anacreon, all yonr songs were stnpid as fhe 
domb beside ihe eloqnence of one mnrmnr of mine. Alcaons^ áll 
yonr Terses and all yonr valonr conld not saye yon firom one 
death-blow that I dealt.** 

Anacreon and Alcsans were silent 

They knew that Loye was stronger than men^ fiercer ihan 
flame^ and as the wayes and the winds, íaithless. 

Ariadné stood silent and irresolnte; the pnrple passknn 
flower lif ted to her bosom^ and at her feet the strong and bittor 
lanrel, and the poppies that giye death. Her hand hoyered now 
oyer one^ now aboye the other^ like a poised bird that donbis 
between the east and wesi 

Loye ohose for her, and lifted np the red flower of death. 

"Be wise. When I shall leaye yon, eat of this and sleep." 



I awoke; it had been bnt adream ; there were no godsnear; 
tnly statnes that gleamed in a faint whiteness in the dark, for 
Vie people of the place had come in to cióse the casements, and 
were shntting ont the golden snn. 

My Ariadné was bnt bronze once more. lo was lying in the 
grass withoni Psyohe and Loye and all were gone. Baochns 
still, only, seemed to smfle. 

My friend the scnlptor was coming into the gallery from his 
stndy of the frieze of the Labonrs of Hercnles, and the rüioTO 
of Ange and Telephns. 

" Stíll before yonr Ariadné ? And it is not an Ariadné/' said 
Mazyz. ''And if it be, who cares for her ? The tme Ariadné 
is in the Capitel, or the Pio-Glementino, as yon ohoose. Let ns 
go borne; it is too warm, and I am tired. I was at work at fonr 
this moming, whilst my m'ghtingales still were singing. Goma 
and haye yonr noonday wine with me.'' 

We went away ont of the Emperors' room into the dnsky 
dreamfal glades, where all artísts loye to wander and think oí 
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Rafiaelle Corning ont tbrough the monimg dewe, nnder the 
everlasting ooks. 

" One Íb always glad to como here," eaid Marji ¡ " no habit 
dulla the charm of thaae oíd gardens; and no length of time 
dnlls oce'e regrot for RafFaelle'a paviUon — destroyed íq out own 
generatíon, ;et we speak otíI of the Huns and Vísígotlia, (ud 
feTÍle the Greeka for cafiting down the etatues of the Mausoletim I 
These vooda must have soited Bafifaelle Bo weU; I daré exj hís 
dear ■rioliniat pkjod to him here ota spring^ay moTOiiig,where 
the Tiolets grew thickeet. It is a pit; theie was no better nymph 
for him than the Pornarina; thoae little hard, leering, cunning 
oyes of hers never oould have oared for the violeta, or for any- 
thÍDg except the hraoeleffi on hei arma and the ducata in hcr 
purse. Are you dreaming of yoor Ariadué etill ? It is not of 
mnoh valae, and it ia no Ariadné. I went hy elianoe info the 
room of the Panline Venus : my laoath will taste bitter all day. 
How venal, and gaudy, and rile ehe ia with her gilded upholstery ! 
It is the most hateful thiug that ever wasted marblo. It is not 
even Bensual ; for Eensuality may have ite foice to bum, ita 
imagery to madden, but Conovo'a Venos saya nothing — onlesa, 
indeed, it sa;a what fools men are, and what artiflciaJ wantons 
they have cared for ever aince the Koman matrons bought Talse 
hftir and paint in the Sacred Way. How ona leves Canova, tile 
man, and how one esecratea Oanova, the artist 1 Suiely never 
waa a gieat repnte aoliieved by so false a tolent, and so perfeat 
B cbaracter I One would think be bad been bom and bred in 
Teisailles insteod of Treviso. He is called a natnralist ! Look 
at bis GracesI He is always Oojsevox and Couahiu at heart 
Never purely classic, never frankly modem. Louia XIV. would 
have loved him better than Bemini" 

We went out oí the gatea ínto the broad blazo of light ¡ then 
away across the whito piazza, where acaree a sotil waa atírring, 
and there was not a sound save of the rushing of the water &om 
the lions" moaths at the base of the sun-pillar of Heliopolis that 
was rising like a sword of flame agoinst tho dazzling ladianoe ol 
theair. 

I loved and honourcd Maj-yx ; he waa a great man, and good« 
and lived the life of the men of oíd, where bis nightingalea gong 
nuder his studio windowa, amongst bis myrtles and hia marble^ 
on tile side of the Sabine hill. 

But I refused to go on acrosa the water, and make my noou- 
day meal with him ; I waa too fnll of dreanis, and atupid still 
witli slcep ; I let hitn eo home alone, and stopped at my own 
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place by the comer of ihe stieet that leads to ihe brídge of 
fiíxtiis, where the water goshes from the wall in the fountam 
that Fontana made for Pope PanL 



CHAPTER n. 

A Faüv lives in this Ponte Sisto water. Offcen in those days I 
heard him laughing^ and nnder the splaahing of the spouts 
canght the tinkle of his pipe. 

In eyery one of the fonntains of my Borne a naiad, or a 
saiyr, a god^ or a genios^ has taken refago, and in its depths 
dreams of the mined temples and the levelled woods, and hides 
in its oool, green, moss-grown nest áll day long, and when the 
night falls, wákes and calis aloud. 

Water is the liying joy of Borne. 

When the sky is yellow as brass, and the air sickly with the 
foyer mists, and the &oes of men are all liyid and seared, and 
all the beasts lie fednt with the dronght, it is the song of the 
water that keeps oor life in ns, sonnding all throngh the day- 
light and the darkness, across the desert of brick and stone. 
Men here in Borne haye ''written their ñames in water/' and it 
has kept them longer than bronze or marble. That has been 
well said by a westem wanderer who wrote of the Eann of the 
OapitoL 

When one is fax away across the monntains, and can no 
more see the golden wings of the Archangel against the setting- 
snn» it is not of statnes or palaces, not of Cffisars, or senators, 
not eyen of the statnes that yon think with wistfol longing 
remembrance and desire : it is of the water that is eyerywhere 
in Borne, floating, &lling, shining, splashing, with the donds 
núrrored on its snrface, and the swallows skimming its foam. 

I wonder to hear tíiem say that Bome is sad, with all that 
mirth and mnsic of its water langhing throngh all its streets, till 
the steepest and stoniest ways are mnrmnrons with it as any 
brook-fed forest depths. Here water is Protean ; soyereign and 
slaye, sorcerer and servant, slaking the mnle's thirst, and shining 
in porphyry on the prince's terrace, fílling the well in the 
cabbage garden, and leaping alofb agamst the Pope's palace- 
fírst caUed to ñH the baths of the Agrippines, and serye the 
Nanmachia of Angnstns, it bnbbles from a grifiSn's jaws or a 
wolf s teeth, or any other of the thonsand qnaint things set in 



I 



10 ASIADNE. 

the masonry at the etrcet coinete, and waehee the people'a herbé 
and carrotH, and is lapped by the tongnes oí d(^, and thrashed 
bj ibe haré brown arma of washing woman; firat bronght from 
ihe hiila lo flood the grcen Nnmidian morfale of the themue, and 
lave the limbe of the patriciana between the oool moEaic walla of 
tLe tepidarium, it contentedly becomea a hanaehotd thing, 
twinkL'ng lika a star at the bottom of deep oíd wella in dnsk; 
coiirts, jta rest broken a dnzen times a day hy the clash of the 
cbuii) on tho coppeí pail, above ít the camatione of the kátcbeo 
balcooy and the ec^ed blackbird of the oook. 

One grows to Iotb the Itoman fountains aa eea-born men the 
sea. Go where joa will there is the water ; whethor it foama by 
Trevi whore tho green moBS grows in ¡t like occan weed about 
ihe feet of the oceaa god, or wbether it mBhea, toddened by the 
eTening light, from the mouth of an oíd lion that onoe Baw 
Cleopatro; whether it leaps high in air, trying to reacb the 
gold cross on St. Feter's, or poara ite triple cascada orer the 
Paulino granite ; whether it apouta oat of a great barrel in a 
wall in cid Traetevere, or tlirows np into the air b. gossamer as 
fine as Arachne'a web in a green garden way where the lizards 
ron, or in a crowded córner where tho froit^ellers sit against 
the wall i — in all ita ahapee one grows to Ioto the water that &1Ib 
Borne with an nnchanging melody all throogh the year. 

And best of them all, I love my own torreitt that tombles 
out of the masonry here cióse to the bridge of Sixtos, and has 
its two Btreams croasing one another like sabrea gleaming bright 
ogaínst the daik, damp, moes-grown atonee. There are so 
man; Ibnntains íu onr Borne, gjoñona, beautifnl, and apringing 
to high hesTeu, that nobodj notices thia one much, as, coming 
down throngh tke Via Ginlia, Ihe throngs hurry on over tha 
bridge, few, I fear praying for tho sonl of the man that boilt ti 
—as líie iosoríption aske of yon to do, with a hnmility that ia 
toiiohing in a pontiff. 

I wonld not go over the bridge with Maryx that momjng, 
bnt sat down ondemeath tny fonntoin that was go freab and 
weloome in the warm Juno noon, where tweníy jeara before I 
had rajeed my stall and dedicatcd it to Apollo Sasdaliarine and 
the good Saints Crispin and Criepian in that jnmbling of the 
pagan and tbe eccleaiastic, whiob ia of all Boman things most 
Boman. 

M7 fann waa einging, eheltered safe nnder the mossy wall. 
The fanns are nowbere dead. They only hide in the water or 
Ule learea ; laughíng and weeping like cbildren ; — tben you soy, 
" tbe foanfainB filay," or soa sav " Ibe leaves qolTer." 
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Birds may not sing ai ncxm. They are afndd to wake gieat 
Pan who sleeps all mid-day, as yon know, and will haye sflenoe 
The faims in the water do not heed Pan's pleasore or displeasoie ; 
he íb driyen oat of áll dtíes, and they know the grand god has 
small pleasnie in a world that fólls áll his sacred woods. The 
Inrds are more fEdthfol, being led by the woodpecker, who once 
was the friend of Mars, and the íather of Fannns, and made all 
the kings of the earth meet together in his palace that Yirgil has 
painted for ns. 

Bnt all this is nonsense^ yon say ; — ^yery well ; if it be non- 
sense to yon, be snre to yon Borne is dead, and yon walk oyer its 
stones, blindfold and deaf. 

'' It is an Áxiadné," said I to the Fann in the water, for to 
keep one's opinión is a sweet pleasnre and a cheap one ; and as 
Winckehnann was certain that the Capitoline Ariadné was a 
Lenoothea, so was I certain that the Borghese Bacchns was an 
Ariadné. Of conrse I know little of art, I only ¡oye it greatly, 
ínst as the men who most loye women are those who know their 
moods and minds the leasi 

'' It is an Ariadné," I said to my dog Palés, leñ on gnard on 
a little straw nnder my stool; a white, fox-faced, female thing, 
with a shrewish temper, and many original yiews of her own. 

There was not a sonl abont, and not a body astir. The 
broad snnshine lay on the Tibeór, making it look all of a hot 
brazen yellow ; many martyrs nsed to be thrown into it jnst 
here, so Ensebins says, and it is not yery tea off that the boatman 
liyed, in the Borgian time, who being asked why he had not 
given alarm when he saw a corpse thrown in, replied, that he 
saw so many eyery night, that he natnrally thonght nothing 
ofit 

There was no one moying, and no shadows on the hot, white 
stones ; oyer the bridge and down the Yia Ginlia all was still 
and empty, and all the shntters of the honses were closed. Only 
at the honse at the comer where I liyed, my Mend Pippo, the 
cook, stepped ont one moment into the balcony oyer the bridge, 
and, with one of his pet pigeons perched on his forehead, halloaed 
ont that he had a stew ready, fnll of onions and peppercoms. 

Bnt a stew on a noonday in mid-snmmer was an abomination 
to the senses and the reason, and I took no notioe of him, and he 
went in ont of the sxm, pigeon and all, and the place was qnite 
qniet, except for the splashing and the foaming of the water in 
the wall, which sounded so cool and babbled so of forest leayoa 
and brook-fed rnshes, that no one oonld be hot within an ear- 
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Bhot of it. I scaroely envied Maryi in hia marblo oourt npoi 
tbe hill, aboTO Tosso'e cypreeses, nud andar Qalba'a oaks. 

There was a cabbage-leaf nice and wet npon my head, anA 
above that a squara of untanned leather, stretched upon foar 
sticks, and wet, too, witli sprinkled woter, and on t¿e board 
before me, amongst the toóla and tbe oíd leatber, wero a bandfu] 
of Tine-leaves, and tha half of a water melón, and a flaek o( 
wine : who coald be hol with all that ? 

There waa nothing that neoded hoete ; only tbe butcher^ bíg 
otó boota that ha had brougbt over that monu7ig from bis shop 
oy St Crispian's chnrch ; and I let tbem lie with tbe pair ot 
little emart scarlet shoes that I had tacked np for handsome 
Dea at the soed ahop yocder, who dearly loved a etudente' ball, 
and had a father as eharp of eye and hard of heart as Shylock ; 
I took a little wine, and stretched mysulf, as Palés waa doing at 
her eaae ; and the fatin in the foontaín was singing and piping 
bis loudest of the days when men were wise and woishjpped 
SyWanoa npon Aventine, and in the green gardens and the 
meadows and tho foreaís ínvuked bim as Sanotiis Saiutaris. 

And with the mudo of their song and the bubbling of the 
wat«r into the great stone basin in the wa!l, my naRnísbed sleep 
carne ovet me ^ain, and I dreamt that I was in the Gallery o! 
tbe CseaFB again, and tliat again I heard tbe gods, and the 
poeta, and the wanton, dispute lound Ariadné. 

Aiiadné stretched her hand and tonched mine. 

I awoke. Palés was barking; the drewny snnshíne was 
white and wide about me, and between it and mu a figure stood. 

WasitAríadng's? 

I stumbled to my foet. 

" My dear, do not take the poppy," I mnttered, stnpidly. 
" Lore was cruel ; tbat he always ia." 

ThOT I got fuller awakened, and was only more bewildered ; 
I conld not etir, the sun blinded me, and tbe noise of Faiés, and 
of the fonntain, deafened me ; I could only blink my eyes and 
store as an oíd gray owl may do, startled oat of sleep in the day- 
time.and seeing something fair and strange light on the branohes 
of bis hollow, ÍTy-mantled tree. Tbe %nre between me and the 
Via Gitilia was bo liko the Ariadné of Borghese that 1 coald only 
gaze at it idiotioally, and wiah that I were indoora with Pippo 
and hia pepperoorns. For there are o!d weird legeuds here and 
tiiere in Eome of statnes that have come to life and given little 
|>eace ia thoee that ronsed tbem. 

The figure between me and the golden ligbt and the dark 
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walls had poppieB in her hand and a pnrple pasdon-flower ; the 
etnfGs she wore looked to me like ihe yariegated álabaster; áhe 
had the small head, the olusteied hair, the youthfal eyes, tbf 
look as of one whom Aidonens had sent np to seek for light and 
life and whom Loye claimed. 

" Do not take the poppies ; they mean death 1 ** I stammered, 
blinking like an owl ; and then I saw that it was not the bronze 
of the Borghese made aliye, bnt a mere natnrally liying oreatare, 
a girl^ trayel-stained and tired^ and holding gathered flowers 
that were drooping in the heai 

She carne a little nearer^ and leaned her two hands npon my 
board, and Palés ceased to yell, and smelt at her almost tenderly. 

" The poppies are no harm/' she said, with a little wonder. 
" Wül yon tell me where the Ghetto is ? I want the Pórtico of 
Octayia." 

When I heard her yoice speaking, then I knew that it was 
not my Ariadné with her robes of gold and rose, and her crown 
of imperíshable iyy, bnt only a mere human thing standing 
between me and the snnshine. 

Her skirts were white indeed, bnt of the ronghest Unen spnn 
on yillage distafEs^ and what I had taken for the hnes of the 
álabaster was an oíd Boman scarf of many colonrs snoh as onr 
Trasteyerine women wear. Her small and slender feet were 
disfígored in coarse shoes coyered oyer with gray powder firom 
the highways and the streets. The poppies were common fíeld 
flowers snch as grow eyerywhere by millions^ when the com 
is high^ and the pasdon-flower, no donbt, she had pnlled down 
from any one of the garden walls or the Campagna hedges. But 
in her &ce — ^thongh the skin was golden with snn-tan, and the 
eyes were heayy with fatigue, and the dustering hair was tumbled 
and dull from heat and dust— in the &ce I saw my Ariadné. 

I had not been whoUy dreaming this time. 

" I haye come from the sea," she said, with her hands leaning 
on the plank of my board. "I haye lost my way. I do not 
know where to go. You look good ; would you tell me where 
the Pórtico of Octayia is ? That is what I want." 

She was a beautiful girl, a child almost. I stumbled to my 
feet on a sort of instinct of deferenoe to her sex and youth. 
Though she was yery poor, as one could see, there was a strange 
grace about her as she stood with all the hot sun beating down 
on her bronze-hued head, that should haye had the crown of iyy 
on it She looked tired, but not timid in any way ; and there 
was a look of eager and joyous expectation on her face. Just so 
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miglit Olaadia Quinta havo looked when witli hot owc unaided 
btuids Bfae drew tlie etranded vesGel of the Magtm Mater ofF tha 
banka of Tiber, in triumph and vindicatiofl of her innocencií. 

" The Pórtico of Octavia ? " I echoed, Btupidly. " Do yon 
know what it is, now, my deai ? " 

" Yes, I baTe read of it in oíd Latda boots." 

pn Latin bookK— good heavena !) 

"And yon want togo to tha Ghetto?" 

"Yes, that is the ñame." 

" Do yon know what that ia ? " 

"Ko." 

" Wby do yon go thrn ? " 

" Theie uves an oíd man there that was my mother'e father ; 
I waa to go to him." 

An oíd man in the Ghetto, and ehe my AriadnS ! — the two 
went ill together. Not that I have any prejudices. Though a 
Boman bom, I have hved in too many lanJs, and, in my owa 
way, with too many dead men'a minds in books, to have any 
hoatiüty against class or country. Only for thia girl whom all 
the goda had connscllcd, and who had Love's poppy-flowers in 
her hands, to go to that foul qimrter that Lad once tlie gi!ded 
vileneas of the Subuira, and has now the dingy vileness of the 
Ghetto! She eaw the astonishment and reluctance in me, and 
the foolish impulse of displeasnxe that I felt niust have shown 
ítseU on my featurea, for ehe looked disappointed. 

"I con BSk some one else," she said, a little sadly. " Yon 
nave yonr stail to leave, and perhape it is far away. I beg your 
pnrdun," 

Bnt I did Qot like to let her go. It seemed chorlish, and 1 
might never see her ogain. Borne is lorge, and the Ghetto foul 
air foi body and spirit. 

" No, co," I cried to her, for she waa already turning away. 
" It ¡8 not that It íb not far off, and if it were, the stall is safe 
with the dog, but in the heat, and to that pigsty— not but what 
1 will go with yon, my dear— oh yes, only wait a Uttie lili the 
noon snn paasea." 

" I would rather not wait," she said ; and paneed, but looked 
at me doubtingiy, as though my hesitatíon had enggested to her 
Bome misgiving of horself oí me, and that I did not like. 

I wondered what the Fann on the founfain thonght of it ; he 
and I often gossiped together ; bat I had no time to toko counsel 
of him, for she was moviiig away towarda the bridge and tbe 
nightingale-haantcd slope of Janos' hül. 
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"That i8 the wzong xoad/' I oiied to her. ''7oa haye no 
need to cioasi fhe liver. My dear, if I seemed to hesitate I most 
hftTe Boemed a farate. I had been aáleepin this hot air, and got 
as empty-pated as a Boooped-ont melón that the boye haye 
emptíed in the min. Jnst wait haré till this great noon glare 
passee— it is shady here, and not a sonl will come— then I wül 
go with yon, for the stroets are pnzzling when one does not know 
them ; not that there eyer was a time that they were strange to 
me, the gods be pndsed ! " 

8he look at me quickly with confídence. 

"YonloyeBome?" 

** Who loyes not his mother ? And our mother is the mother 
of the warld.** 

8he looked glad, and as if pleased with me, and took the 
stool I pnshed to her, where the shadow of the leather coold 
shelter her from the snn. 

Palés licked her hand ; Palés, who hated strangers, especially 
those whose hands were empty. 

She gaye a short sigh as of &tigne, once seated ; bnt her eyes 
went to the water sprínging from the wall, and to tíie domes and 
temples that she could see afar ofL Á&l happened to haye a 
íittle rnsh basket foll of the first figs nnder my yine leayes, (I 
had meant them for handsome Dea, but Dea wonld haye the 
scarkt dioes,) I gaye them to this girl, and she thanked me with 
a smfle, and slaked her thirst with one of them, which comforted 
me, for it seemed to make her more thoroughly human. I was 
stOl a Íittle a&aid of her, as one is of the creatnres of one's 
dreams. 

''Yon spoke of the sea; yon come ñrom the Maremma? " I 
asked her ; for no one who sits áll his life long at a street comer 
ean bear to dt in silenoe as she was willing to do. 

''Tes; from the ooasi" 

'* Bnt yon seem to remember Bome? ** 

"My £ftther was a Boman." 

She spoke with a flash of prida 

" Is he deady my dear ? " 

^He died a year ago/' she answered; and her beantífol 
onryed month grew palé and trembled. " He told me, when the 
Bioney wonld not last any more,I must try and fínd the oíd man 
by the Porticoof Octayia ; and the money was done-H90 lóame." 

" What was yonr &ther ? " 

" A Sculptor, and he caryed wood toa** 
And this oíd man?'' 
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" I do not knuw. I believe lio wBs cruel to mj mother. But 
I am not eure. I nover heard very nmob. Ocly, when he waa 
dying he gnve me BOme pBpers, and told me to come to Btmie, 
And I would taave come to Rome if he had not told me, becanse 
there was no place on earth he loved so well, and only to eee it 
and die, he said, that was enough " 
" He lived very ucar to die withont seeing it." 
" He was very poor alwajs iind tn ill-hcaith," aha said, nnder 
her breath. TLe words rebuked my tbooghtlcsa and cfiuoal 
remark. 
"And this oíd man who is in Ghetto, is he all jaa have to 
look to." 
" T©H. I think he wil! be glad to bco me, do not yon ? " 
"Surely, if he haye ejes," I Eoid. end felt a littla chokíng in 
my throat, there was Bomething so aolitary and asUay ín her, yet 
I nothing afraid. 

I " And what Í8 yoar ñame, my deor í " 

^^^ "They called me Giojü." 

^^^L " Oiojá. And wby that ? " 

^^^H " I EoppoBe becauíjo my motber thonght me a joy to hei 

^^^^H when I carne. I do not know. It was her foncy " 

^^^H " A pretty one, bnt stlll heathenish as a ñame, as a baptismal 

^^^1 ñame, yon kno^r ; it is not in the Saints' Calendar." 
^^^1 "No. I have no eaint. I do not know much abont tha 

^^^r saints. I have read St. Jerome's vritings, and tho City of Qod. 
^^^ and Chrysostom ; but I do not care for them ; they were hard 
mcn and cruel, and they derided the bcautiful gods, and broke 
I their Gtatues. It waa Julián that was right, not they ; only he 

I kiUed so many beautiful birde. I would not have done that." 

I waa of her way of thioking myself ; but in Eome, wíth tha 
monks and the priests evcrywhere at tbat time, as many ae anta 
that swarm in midsnmmor dust aeróse a roadway, one had to be 
guarded how one saíd snob tbings, or one got no eoolesinstiaal 
fiandals or sacerdotal shoon to stitcb, and fell into bad odour. 

"No, there ia no Saint foi me," abe said, a little sadly again, 
and looked up at the bine aky, as though conscioua that other 
girls bad celestial goardiana yonder in the golden shrinea, and 
npward in the azure heaTens, but she was all alone. 

" It doea not matter," I said heathenishly, like the pagan 
that I was, as Fatber Trillo, who was a hoavy man, and trod 
hearily, and wore out many a pair of shoes, would often tel! me 
witb a twinkie in bis merry eyes. 

" It is no matter. Let na bope the gods of joy are witb yon 



L 



ARIADNE. 17 

that the Ghristians Idlled. Maybe they wiU seno as good a 
purpose as the saínts. They are not really dead. Yon may see 
them eyerywhere here in Bome« if you haye faith. Only wait 
tUl the night íbXíb.** 

She sat silently, not eating her figs^ but watching ihe water 
gosh out from the wall. She had dipped her poppies in it to 
refresh them^ the passiflora was abeady dead. There was a 
perplexed expectant look in her dreamy eyes^ as thongh indeed 
Persephone had really sent her np to earth. 

" Haye you come all the way from the sea to-day ? and from 
what part of the ooast? " I a^ed her^ to keep her there in the 
shade a little. 

" From below Qrbetello/' she answered. " I haye walked a 
part of the way ; the other part boats brought me that were 
coasting. The físher people are always kind ; and many know 
me." 

" Were yon not sorry to leaye the sea ? " 

" I shonld haye been, only I came to Borne. Where we liyed 
it was loyely ; great rocks and those rocks all thyme-coyered, and 
the sheep and the goats grazíng ; farther in the marshes it is 
terrible, you know; all reeds, and roshes, and swampe, and salt- 
water pools, and birds that cry strangely, and the black buf&ilo. 
Bnt eyen there, there are all the dead cities, and the Etroscan 
kings' tombs. I did not lose sight of the sea till the day before 
yesterday, when they told me I mnst tnm inland, and indeed I 
knew it by the maps, but I could not fínd the birds and the 
thickets that Yirgil writes of, ñor the woods along the riyer, it is 
all sand now. There was a barge coming up the riyer with pines 
that had been felled, and I paid the men in it a little, and they 
let me come up the Tiber with them, for I was tired. We were 
all the two nights and yesterday on the water. I was not duil. 
I was looking always for Bome. But the riyer is dreary ; it is 
not at all like what Yirgil says." 

" Yirgil wrote two thousand years ago. Did that neyer occur 
toyou?" 

" I thought it would be all the same," she said, with a little 
sigh. ''Why should it chango? They haye not bettered it 
The foresta and the roses must haye been loyelier than the sand. 
Last night it rained, and there was thunder. I got yery wet, and I 
grew a little a&aid. The pines looked so helpless, great strong 
things that had used to stand so straight by the side of the 
wayes, thrown down there and bound, and going to be built into 
Walls for scafifolding, and bum up in oyens and furnaces, and 
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oerer going to see the sea and tbe seagulls and the coral fishing 
any more ! But nothing really hurt me yon see, and when the 
rain passed oíf it was snnrise, and thongh we were leagnes away 
I saw a gold cross shining where the clouds had broken, and 
iDñ of the bargemen said to me/Theie — that is Si Peter's;' 
md I thonght my heart would haye broken with happineBB, 
and when at last we landed at the wharf where the liona' heads 
vte, I Bprang on to the landing-place, and I knelt down and 
kissed the earth, and thanked God becanse at last I saw Borne.** 
I listened, and felt my eyes wet, and my heart warmed to her, 
oecanse Borne is to me — as to all who loye her tmly — as mother 
Mid as brethren, and as the world and the temple of the world. 
'* I thank Thee who hast led me ont of darkness into light/* 
I mnrmnred, as the Hebrew singar does. " That is what Maryz 
said when first his foot touchcd Borne. It is a pity Maryx should 
be gone across the bridge to his nightingales." 
" Who is Maryx?" 
^'Agreatman." 
"And yon?" 

'< A small one — ^as yon see." 
" And why have you Apollo there ? ** 
She was looking at a little statne, a foot high aboye my stall, 
that Maryx had made for me many years before, when he was a 
yonth stndying at the Villa Medici. 

"That is Apollo Sandaliarins. The shoemakers had their 
share of the snn-god in Borne ; to be snre it was not till Borne 
became oormpt, which takes from the glory of it ; but in his 
statnes he is always sandalled, you know. And nnderneath 
there are Grispin and Crispianus, who haye their chnrch hard 
by ; the brother-saints who made shoes for the poor for nothing, 
and the angels bronght them the leather : that pietnre of them 
is on stained glass ; look at their palm leayes and their awls ; 
they are always represented like that." 
" Yon are a Boman ? " 

" Oh yes. Yon may haye heard of that cobbler whom Pliny 
tells ns of who had his stall in the midst of the Fornm, and 
who had a crow that talked to the Bomans from the rosknm, 
and was beloyed by them^ and which crow he slew in a fít of rage 
becanse it tore np a new bit of leather, as if the poor bird oonld 
help destroying something.haying consorted with lawgiyers and 
■tatesmen ! That man they slew, and the crow they buried with 
diyine hononrs in the Appian Way. I am the ghost of that 
mofit nnlncky man. I haye always told the people so, and they 
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will beÜBfe aaything if oiily yon tell it them often enongh and 
loodly enongh. Have they not believed in the Tirhies of kings, 
and are th^ DOt jnst b^^inmng to beliere in the TÍrinea of 
rqmUics? The sun is off one side of Via Ginlia ; now do yon 
wíah to be gomg? Will yon not break a pieoe of l»read with 
yonrfigafiíst?" 

She wonld not, and we took the way along the rirer towaida 
theGhetta 

As we walked she told me a little more abont herself , and it 
was eagy to snimise the resi Her father, when little more than 
a stodent, had been ordered ont of the city in exile for some 
real or imagined insnlt to the chnrch, and mined in his art and 
fortunes, had gone, a broken-hearted man at fiye-and-twenty, to 
a dnll yillage on the Ligurian Sea» taking with him the danghter 
of a Syrian Jew, Ben Snlim, whom he had wedded there, she 
changii^ her fiútii for his. What manner of man he might haye 
been was not very olear, becaose she loyed him, and where 
women love they lie so innocently and nnwittíngly of the object 
which they praise ; bnt I gathráed that he had had, probably, 
talent, and a dassic foncy, rather than genios, and had been 
weak and qnieUy beaten, finding it simpler to lie in the sun and 
sorrow for his íáte, than to arise and fíght against it : there are 
manysach. 

She saíd he had nsed to carye bnsts and friezes and panela in 
the hard arbatns wood, and sometimes in the marble that lies 
strewn ábont that ooast, and wonld model also in terra-cotta and 
day, and send his things by hncksters to the towns for sale, and 
so get a little money for the simple life they led. 

Life oosts bat little on these sunny, silent shores ; fonr walls 
of loóse stones, a loof of forze and brambles, a fsure of físh and 
froit and millet-bread, a fíre of driftwood easily gathered— and 
áll is told. For a feast pluck the yiolet cactus ; for a holiday 
pnsh the oíd red boat to sea, and set the brown sail sqnare 
against the snn— nothing can be cheaper, perhaps few things can 
bebetter. 

To feel the westem breezes blow oyer that sapphire sea, 
laden with the fragrance of a score of bloesoming islas. To lie 
nnder the hollow rooks, where centones before the físher folk 
pnt np that painted tablet to the dear Madonna, for all poor 
sfaipwzecked sonls. To climb the high hills throogh the tangle 
of myrtle and tamarisk, and the tofted rosemary, with the kids 
btoatíng above npon some nnseen heighi To watch the son 
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night cloee íd, and the warniug ligbts shíne oat over shoals and 
Eunken rocks, oad tbe moon Lang low und goldtín in the bine 
diisk at the end tbeie onder tbe orcb of the bout;;hs. To epend 
I.oug bonrs in tbe cool, fresh, break of day, drifting witb the 
tídü, and leaping witli bare free limbs into tho waves, and Ijiug 
oulstretohed upon them, glaccing down lo the depths below, 
nhere aOver; fish are gliding and cotal brancbes are growing, 
and pink ehelU are floatiag like loseleaTes, flve fatbomg low and 
more. Obi a good Ufe, and nona better, abroad in the winda 
and weather, aa Natura meant that eTcry livüjg thiiig should be, 
only, alas, tbe dovil put ít into the raiud of man to build cities! 
Agood Ufe for the Boul and the bod; : and frou it tbis Gea-boni 
Jo; carne to Beak the Ghetto I 

We vent through tbe crooked Gtreete whilst tlie ehodow of 
tbe boTises waa stiU acaree wider than a knife'a edge, throngb 
the dusty and Bunowfnl wafs once threaded b; ths ailken 
IJtterB witb tbeit olosed ourtaina and fringas of gold, and their 
omoTouB secrets and thaír running Blavea, of tbe beaatiful 
woinatL who ana» gave faahíon and fame to the quartat of tbe 
Velabinm. She lookcd os if ench a littcr shonld be bearing faer 
to feost the sight of Oo»ar, and lean on auGhions in that casement 
" whenca the women coold see tbe play of the fountaina as they 
enpped." 

Bnt that window ia now oal; a lina of ehattarcd brick apon 
the FaJatine, and this my Ariadné waa going to the Ghetto 1 

Wbat a buxi ebe hadl I tbonght if ons could only bave 
plaited an ivy wreath, and set it on faer curia, inataod of tha hood 
sbe had pulled oTer them, the Borghese bronza would have been 
her very Ukeneea. She aeemed to me Ariadné, caressed b; the 
sea, and made sweot and strong by it, and with fair yonng 
limbs, and youug breasta like seasfaellfi — but no Iotct, mortal or 
immortal, bod touchod bar yet. 

She want through tbe streets with happy dreaming eyea, aa 
of one who goes to a beloved friend long nnaeen. 

" Tou knew Boma before ? " I oaked her. 

"I never saw it with my eyea, ñor walkad in it," she 
anewered me. " But I know it walI. My íatber had Pliny and 
Pausanifla and Strabo and aU the oíd books, and pictures, 
drawinga, aud modela, he had moda i and would bríng them out 
and talk of them half tbe day and night. Wben I wos qnite 
littla I aet off to walk to Boma. 1 waa three yeara oíd, I think ; 
and they fouud me oslcep among tbe myrtles on tha bilis three 
miles &om borne. My father woiild eit ou the ehore and loob 
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oTor ihe huís eastwara so ofton, with saoh a htmger in his eyes. 
'The moon íb lookmg on her now/ he woold say; 'if only I 
ootQd see ihe bronze Axirelius black against the sky before I die ! ' 
Bnt he never did. It must be so with any Boman. It woold 
be 80 with yon." 

" It was so with me. Only I— retnmed.** 

** Ah, he had not the strength! Bnt he loved Borne always. 
Better than my mother, or than me." 

Then her month shnt dose, and she looked yexed to have 
seemed to pass any reproach on him. 

We went nnder the Arch of Janns and past the bríght spring 
of the Aigentine water. 

"That ÍB the spnng of the Dioscnri^ I think?" she saíd, and 
looked ai me eagerly. 

Who oonld have the heart to tell her it was an oft-dispnted 
point? 

"Yes; they say so/' I said to her. " Ton see, my dear, we 
mnst be difíerent men in Bome to any other man ; the Tery cattle- 
driyers can water their bnllocks £rom where the divine Tyndarids 
iet their chargers drink." 

'' Yon believe in the Dioscnri ? " she said, with seríons eyes 
on mine, and I saw that nnless I shonid say I did, I shonid 
neyer win a step &rther in her confídenca 

" Of conrse/' I answered ; " who wonld lose them, the brethren 
of Light by the lake side?" 

And indeed I do belieye áll things and all traditions. History 
is like that oíd stag that Charles of Franco fonnd ont hnnting in 
the woods once, with the bronze collar ronnd its neck on which 
was written, " OsBsar mihi hoc donavit." How one's fancy loyes 
to linger abont that oíd stag, and what a crowd of mighty shadcs 
come throngin^ at the yery thonght of him ! How wonderfal it 
is to think of— that qniet grey beast leading his loyely life nnder 
the shadowB of the woods, with his hinds and their &wns abont 
him, whilst OsBsar after Gsosar fell and generation on generation 
passed away and perished! Bnt the sciolist taps yon on the 
arm. " Deer ayerage fífty years of life ; it was some mere conrt 
trick of conrse — ^how easy to haye snch a collar made ! " Well, 
what have we gained ? The stag was better than the sciolist. 

She smiled and lingered there, with the look always on her 
&ce as of one who sees his natiye land at length añer long 
absence. 

For the saints she cared little more than they did for her. I 
■aw abe seldom looked at the frescoed yirgins, and the chin» 
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martjTB behind theii iroc gratings at the tamingH of the etroeta 
bnt wherever an oíd flated oolamn was built into the dingj 
briok, or where a broad Bemi-circle sprang across n pasanga-way 
ííith green weeda i'n ita cnimbled carvings, there her ga^e reef«d, 
aiid a certam shadow of disapjiointmect snd of wonder began to 
rüplace tho eager eipeotatíoa on her faca 

"I have sean Borne in mj druama evory tiight," abe said at 
" Only I tbooght tiíat it was all of marble ; marble, and 
gold, and ivorf , and tho lanrols and the palma growing ereí;- 
where, and tho coarta in the temples opea to tha sky ; and it li 
a)1 dust— ali dust and dírt." 

" 11 íb not dufit in Rome, ñor dirt," said I. " It is dead men'a 
asbes. Tou forgat, my dear, Virgil'B birds are all Btlent, and tho 
roses of Ofitia are all faded. Nothirg blooina two tboiuand 
years, eicept now and then a woman's fcce ia the marble." 

She sighed a littlo, lieavily. 

" What do yon eipect the Ghetto to be like ! " I asked her, 
for it eeonied terrible to me tbat abe sbonid haré been allowsd to 
grow up in tbis sort of illoeion. 

" Oh, I know wbat tbat is," she anHwered quiokly. " At 
leaat my fatbor lina told me eo often, wben I aakod bim, becanse 
it wos my motber's birtb-place, and mnst be beautifal I tbonght, 
and I wna so Httie wben she died. He always ehowed tns the 
drawings of the Pórtico of Octavia, and of tbat I conld rcad 
mnch, and the books all Baid tbat there were few places loveliei 
in Bonie, and tbat Prasiteles' Oupid and other statutw were 
there, and tbe Theatre of Marcellns and Juno's temple were 
cióse by, and so I have always seen it in my foncy, white aa 
snow, and witb many foiintains, and above head, in tbe open 
domes, tbe Bwallowe flying, and now and tben an eagle going 
aoroBS hke a great cloud. Toll me — am I not ri^t ? Is it lika 
tbat? TeUme?" 

I tnrned my head away and felt sick at hentt for bcr— fed on 
tbese fair, cmel visions, and going to the ñltb of Feschería and 
Fitunara! 

" My dcar ! yon will alwajB forget the roses by Ostia," I said 
to ber. " Itome is cbanged. Yon remember the siegee ehe has 
borne, and she baa bad masters more cmel to her arts and ber 
antiqnity tban any enemies. That great black pilo yon saw 
yonder (oíd to na — it is the Fameae), waa bnilt oat of the ruine 
of the riavian ampbitheatre. Tbe Home yon tlunk of is no 
longer onrs. OctaTÍa would know no place where her foot fell 
oonld she come back and walk by daylight tbrough tbe city : by 
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moonügbt one may cheat oneselfl Bnt it is the nrbs stíll, thv 
caput mnndi— the capital of the world. Tes, still there is n* 
city npon eartii like Borne. Why will you hasten ? Stay here 
by the spring of your Dioscnri and eat yonr figs. The min ia 
wann.** 

" No, let me seo it— all— quickly/' she said, with a veatlesa 
8i£^ ; a great tronbled fear had come npon her. 

If I had been a prinoe or cardinal now— or eTenMaiyxor my 
friend Hilari(m — ^bnt I was only Grispin the cobbler, with no 
more than was needed for myself and Palés, and only one room 
in a honse hanging over Tiber, and shaied with half a hondred 
other tenants. I conld do nothing — ^nothing — except plod after 
her in the heat throngh the empty ways of the qnarter of my 
friends the tanners. 

Was I asleep again, and only dreaming after all ? I b^an to 
thinkso. 

She kept walMng onward throngh the thick whíte dnst, with 
a firee swiñ motion, tired thongh she was, that might have 
trodden grass at daydawn and scarce bmshed the dew. 

In silence we approached the Doric píllars of the lower 
arcades of the Thealxe of Marcellns, and where once the oonrt of 
Angnstns, shuddering, saw the evil ornen of the broken enrole 
ohair, there weie only now the mnles mnnching their fodder or 
straining nnder the whip and knife, and their monntain driyers 
langhing and swearing, qnarrelling and shrieking, and the 
peasant women suckling their rongh, brown, clamorons babes, 
and the Jew pedlars fllinking from stall to stall, hnngry and 
lynz-^yed for safe bargain and barter. The great nnoonth 
Qrsini walls leant oyer the pillars and jammed them down into 
the gronnd ; lattices yaricolonred with moltitudinons flnttering 
rags gaped between the higher lonian colnmns ; black yawning 
entrances showed piles of Inmber and of mde merchandise, oíd 
oopper, tattered clothes, pots and pans, cabbages and canldrons, 
msty iron and smoking stews : — ^the tu Marcdlus erts seemed to 
sigh throngh the riot of screams and oaths and mirth and fory, 
and shonted songs and yendors' cnrses. 

She pansed in the midst of the dirt, the sqnalor, the poshing 
people ; and a yagne terror came into her eyes that looked np 
into mine with a yagne distmst 

"Do yon lead me right? Are yon snre?" 

I wonld haye giyen my right hand to haye been able to answer 
ber that I led her wrong. 

Bnt what oonld I do? I oonld not build np for her ont of 
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my oíd leftther the marble and golden diy of her scholars' 
fancies. 

I answered her almost ronghly : men are often rough when 
they are themselyes in pain. 

" Tes, ibis is right enough. Borne has seen two thonsand 
years of sack and sí^e, and fire and sword, and robbery and 
min, since the days yon dream of^ child. I tell yon Angnstns 
would not know one stone of áll the many that he laid. His own 
mighty tnmulns is only a propped-np ruin; and the people 
chackle there on snmmer-nights oyer Httle comedies ; yon may 
langh at Harleqnin where Liyia sat, disbeyelled and distranghi 
Hadrian conld slay Apollodorus for daring to disagree with him 
abont the height of a temple, but he conld not ensure his own 
graye from desecration and destruction ; it is a fortress yonder 
for the fisherman of Galilee; he has a little better fftte than 
Angnstns, bnt not much. Pass through the market — ^take care, 
those crawfísh bite. Yon see the Gorinthian colnmns all oracked 
and scorched ? The flames did that in Titus' time. Yes, those 
bnilt into that ngly chnrch, I mean, and jammed np amongst 
those hoyéis. Well, that is all that yon or I or any one will eyer 
see of the Pórtico of Octayla ; the one good woman of imperial 
Borne." 

I said it ronghly and brutally ; I knew that as I spoke, yet I 
said it Men use mde words and harsh, sometimos, by reason of 
the yery gentleness and pity that are in their souls. 

We were in the middle of the Pescheria. 

It was Friday, and there was a large supply of físh still nn- 
ezhansted ; rogy mnllets, white soles, hnge cnttlefísh, big spigole, 
sweet omlñíni, black lobsters — all the físh of the Tyrrhene seas 
were swarming eyerywhere and fílling áll the place with salt 
strong pnngent odonrs. Fish by the thonsands and tens of 
thonsands, liying and dying, were crowded on the stone slabs 
and in the stone tanks, and on the iron hooks which jutted out 
between corbels and architrayes and pülars and headstones, 
massiye with the might of Csesarian Bome, and which in their 
day had seen Titns roU by in his chariot behind his milk-white 
horses, with the trumpets of the Jubileo and the yeil of the 
Temple bome before him by his Syrian captiyes. 

She stood in the midst of the narrow way with the acrid 
smeUs and the writhing físh and the screaming people round 
her, and in the air the high arch restored by Septimius Seyerus, 
now danbed with bruised and peeling frescoes of the Ghristian 
Ohuroh; at her sido was a fílthy hole where a woman crimped 
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a liriiig quÍTering eel; above her head was a dnsky nnglazed 
window where an oíd Jew was tuming oyer rosty locks and bars. 

She stood and looked : she who carne to seo the Yenns of 
Pheidias and Praxiteles' Loto. 

Then a deathlike palonees overspread her foce, an nnspeak- 
able horror took the light ont of her eyes; she dropped her 
head and shivered as with cold in the hot Boman snnshine. 

I waíted silently. What conld I say ? 

With a visible and physical ill one can deal ; one can thmst 
a knife into a man at need, one can giye a woman money for 
jread or masses, one can ron for medidne or a priesi But for 
a creatnre with a &ce líke Ariadné's, who had believed in the 
oíd gods and fonnd them fables, who had songht for the oíd 
altars and fonnd them roins, who had dreamed of Imperial 
Bome and fonnd the Ghetto— for saoh a sorrow as this, what 
oonldonedo? 
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I WAiTEB for some passionate outbreak from her añer the 
manner of women, but none carne ; one might have said she had 
been frozen there, so silently she stood. 

After a little while she tumed her face to me. 

So one wonld fimcy any creatnre wonld look that fínds itself 
adrift npon a wide and ni^own sea, and has been dreaming of 
land and home, and wakes and finds only the salt water and the 
nnfamiliar stars. 

I tried to comfort her, blnnderingly ; a man so offcen does hi9 
worst when he means the best. 

" Take conrage, my dear," I said, " and do not look like that. 
They are áll that are left, it is tme, those columns in the wall 
and fhat arch, and a few lintels and capitals and such like, here 
and there, like this egg-and-cup comice just aboye our heads 
where that woman crimps her fish — and where the Venus and 
the Loye are gone, who knows ? The losses of the world are 
many— -th^ may be nnder our yery feet beneath the soil, that 
is quite possibla And the place is fílthy and the people are 
cmel, and yon may well be startled. But do not think that it 
is all as bad as this. Oh no, Bome is still beautiful ; so yon will 
say when yon know it well ; and the past is all about you in it 
—only yon must haye patience. It is like an intaglio that has 
been lying in the sand for a score of centnries. You must nib 
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tbe dnst nwsj — then the fine and noble Unes of tho olaasie fáoe 
show clcorl; stLll. Yoa tbought to sce AuguBton Borne? J 
knowl And your heart oches bccBíise of the sqnalor ftsd the 
decay and the endletiH losa everywhere that never will be made 
ap to the world, let the ages come and go as they roAf, and 
cities rise and fall. Bat yon mnst have patience. Borne will 
not give her secrets Dp at the ñret glnnca Onl; wait & little 
white and see the moon ehine on it all a njght or two, oud yon 
will leam to lore her («tter in her colossal ruin than eveii yon 
hnve loved the maible and ivory city of yoor dreama. For there 
íb soUting mean or siutow bere: the Tanlts, the domes, the 
stairs, the coarta, the watera, the hills, the plains, the Bcnlpture, 
the very hght itself, they are all nide and vast and noble, and 
man Lúnself dilates in them, gaíns stnture and Gonl aa it were, 
one Gcaroe knova hov, and somewaj looks nearer God in Borne 
than ever he looks oleewhere. But I talk foolishly— ejid thÍB is 
Ghetto." 

I had hardly known very well what I did say ; I wanted to 
solace her, and knew ill how to do it She stood with wide- 
opened doapairing eyes, iooking down the niirrow linee of atink- 
ing Pescheria to the eharred and ctnmhled columna builded into 
the ehorch wall of Our Lady of the Fishes. She had not heard 
a single word that I had said. 

"Tbia ia Borne !"slie mumiured afler a moment, and was 
etül again; hor voice had changed stiangoly, and all the hope 
was dead in it ; the hope that a little while before bad rang as 
Bweet and clear as rings the iinnet's Bocg at daybreak in ths 
priory garden npon Aventine. 

" Thia is the Hebrew quarter of Borne — yes,'' I answored her. 
It seemed to me aa if I said " Yes— this is hcll.' and led her 
there. She went forward without any othei n'ord, and eni^red 
the Place of Weeping. 

" Is thore ono Bcn Sulim here — an oíd man ? " she aaked of a 
youth beatíng a wom Persian carpet, red and whito, npon the 
Btonos. Tbe lad nodded, tossing his dnaky cuila out of bis 
iewel-hright eyes to Btore at her. 

"Ton want him?"he said; "go to the left there — on the 
fifth floorjnst underneath tlie roof; there, where that bit of gold 
brocade is hanging out to scare the moths away with tlie son. 
Do yon briug any good íhings to sell 7 or come to buy ? " 

"Is he poor?" sho askod, dreamily, watching ths oliye- 
Bkinned bables that were rolling in the dirt. The lad grinned 
from end to esd of his moufh. like a tulip flower. 
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** Ve «M án poor here," be answeied her^ and fell again to 
ttie thraáhing of his earpet, while the bables loUed in the dnst 
wiih calióos delight ín its fílih and their own nákedness. 8he 
moved on towards the place that be had pointed ont, wheie tbe 
biocade tiíat migbt one day bave senred Yittoría Oolonna iras 
catcbing on its tamisbed gold sacb nanow glints of snnshine as 
ooold come between the dose-packed Toofii. She seemed to baye 
forgotten me. 

I canght ber skirts and tzied to hold ber back. " Stay— my 
dear, stayl" I saíd to ber, not knowing yery well wbat woids I 
nsed. " Let me go first and ask : this is no place for yon. Stay 
000 I am poor too, and oíd, and of little acconnt, bnt my 
home is better than ibis reeking desolatíon, than this stew of 
tbieyes and nsorers and necromancers, and fonl women who 
blend vile pbiltres to tbe bnrt of maidens* sonls. Gome, yon 
who belong to áll the goda of Joy, yon mnst not be bnríed there ; 
— ^yon, my Ariadné, yon will grow síck and blind with sorrow, 
and die like a caged nightingale of never seeing any glimpse oí 
beayen, and bow will Love, who loyes yon, eyer find yon ¿ere ? 
Gome back ** 

She looked at me wonderingly, thinking me mad no donbt, 
for wbat conld she know of my dream before the Borghese 
bronze? Bnt the pain in bar was too deep for any lesser 
emotion to preyail mucb with ber. She drew berself firom my 
grasp, and moyed onward towards the deep dark doorway like a 
pifs month that was nndemeatii the gold brocado. 

Two bags were sittíng at the doorstep, fat and yellow, pick- 
ing oyer rags, mbies of glass and chains of gilt beads shaking in 
their ears and on their breasts. Tbey leered npon ber as she 
approached. 

She tnmed and stretched ber band to me. 
Ton bayo been good and I am tbankfol,'' she said fidntly. 
Bnt let me go alone. The oíd man is poor, that is a reason the 
more ; perhaps be wants me. Let me go. If I haye need of 
anytfajng I will come to yon by yon fonntain — ^let me go.'' 

Then the month of the pit seemed to swallow ber ; the dark- 
ness seemed to engnlf ber, and the red glow of the dying poppies 
in ber band was lost to me. 

The two bags, who had been all ^es and ears^ chnckled and 
nodded at me. 

" A fidr morsel thatl Does she go to Ben Snlim? She has 
a look of Zonrah. Oh, yes, she has a look of Zonrah ; it is only 
tbe other day-HEK>me sixteen years (mt so— the bandsomest maid 
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in al! the Ghetto, and with a toícs !~lika » rain of diamoads the 
notee were when ahe aang. She nsed to BÍng on lu'gh tben^ 
where the gold stuS hangB, and b.11 the coarte were etill as death 
to lÍBten. Ben Sulim had jnst Eold bar to a man of Milán for the 
publio stage, when one mom the bird vas missing, and he 
Eoarched ail Borne in voin ; some eoíd ehe had gone wíth a 
Btudeut, a TtoBteverino, who worked in marble, who had been 
banisbed for Gome irrererenae to hia own chnrch, the ohnrch of 
the Christiana. Bnt no one ever rightly knew. la thig her 
daughter — a comely maiden. £ut Bhe will get no welcome there. 
Well, thero are priuoea and cardinala 1 " 

And with a leer again and iaughter in their thiek qnaking 
Toicea tliey tamed to their oíd raga. I aought to get firom them 
what manner of man thia Syrian Jew waa who dweit there, bat 
tbef were cautioua or else tongue-tíed bj the comradcahip of a 
common faith with bim. They would (ell me notiiing more, 
eicept that he was poor.and bad come to Romo manj long jeara 
before from Smyrna. 

I leftthem with a abudder, and took m; homoward waf. 

There were the butcher's boote waitíiig, and Pudre Trillo'a 
ehoea to go to him, and tliat fragment from the A]diue presa to 
pore Dver, and masf things to iutcrest me, Euch as, the goda 
be praised I I always found in life ¡ BDch as any one may find 
indeed if they wil! seek for them. 

It onr beloved Leopardi, instead of beraoaning hia tato in hÍB 
deepair and sickemng of bis norrow home, had tríed to aee hov 
man; &ir Btrango tbingB there la; at hia house door, had tried 
to care for the tronbleB of the men that hung the nets on the 
treea, and the innooent woea of the giil that carried tbe grasa to 
the cow, and the ohaeure martyrdom of malürnity and widow- 
hood that tbe oíd womaa bad gone throngh who aat epinning on 
the top of the ataíra, he would have fonnd that bis littJe borgo 
that be hated ao for ita duhiess had all the comedies and tragedies 
of Hfe lying onder the Bonnd of ita tolling bella. He wonid not 
have been lesa aorrowful, for the greater the aoul the saddar it ia 
for the unntterable waate, the nnending pain of life. But he 
would nerer have been duÜ : be would never have despised, and 
doapising miseed, the Etories and tbe poems that weie round 
bim íu the millet flelds and the olive orchards. There íb only 
one lamp which we can carry in onr bapd, and which will burn 
thiongh the darkeat níght, and mako the light of a home for ns 
in a deaert place : it Íb sjmpathy with cverjthing that breathea^ 

My beart waa hearj aB 1 left the Plaee of Weeping and 
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pasaed into the (srooked spot where ihe Bohools gather and the 
Hebrew children leam the lex talionis as a yirtue; just there^ 
theie toweis, as all the world knows, a dnsky, vast, irr^olar 
mass of stone and mbble that frowns on the streets beneath like 
a leaden storm-hned dond. 

So black it looked and hatefol, frowning against the bine sky 
of the sweet aftemoon, that for a moment I forgot what it was ; 
one moment only, then I knew the shapeless monnd was once 
the Theatre of fialbus; the mass boilt on to it and out of it was 
the palace of the OencL 

On high are the grated casements whenoe the eyes of Beatríoe 
once looked to see if there were any light on earth or hope in 
heaven, since she had been bom in hell, and in hell mnst peñsh. 

Behínd, íathoms deep, as in sea depths, lie the shamefol and 
secret^cayems where imperial crimes were done, and death-cries 
stifed, and dead bodies dragged oat by the hook to the riyer, 
and nameless infamies wrought on hapless innocence that never 
yengeanoe reached ñor any judgment foUowed. 

Those two hang together oyer the Ghetto, the sin of the 
Empire, the honor of the Genci : in their shaáow I left her. 



CHAPTER IV. 

As I drew near my stall I heard the people taUdng, ooming oat 
a little from their doors as the noon heat passed. 

"Grispin has been gone all the moming," said Tistic, the 
barber, who will shaye a hnman head so well that no one shall 
know it from a pnmpkin. 

" And my boota not touched/' growled Mássimo, the bntcher. 
" That's what comes of beiog so yery deyer— a fool sticks to his 
last** 

*' He is always poring oyer a book.** 
Or mooning with the monks.'' 
Or fooling with the painters.'' 
Or standing nooonstruck, staring at oíd stones.** 

" But when he does work, it is the best work in Bome« and 
lasts ! Why, a meaded «hoe of Crispinas has triple the wear oi 
a brand-new one firom any other stall. And he is honest," eu 
said Lillo^ the meló i-seller, who is a good sonl, and partial to 
me. 
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" Tes, he is haneet," most of them edghed, as thong^ sadlj 
owning a defect. 

'* Yes/' said oíd Melnccio, who sells oíd books a few yards oñ, 
"The other day he bonght a book of me, an oíd rotten thing; 
bnt someihing that delighted him. I neyer know the titles; I 
boy them by the weight. And back he comes at nightfall to 
faring me a paper note he had fonnd between the pagee, a note 
good for twenty florins í What do yon say to that ? " 

" I álways thonght his pate was cracked, for my part/' said 
Bimbo, the tinker, whose own head I had cracked some years 
b^ore with a handy bit of wood, for ill treating a poor pony. 

" He is as good as gold. I offcen think he is the precióos Si 
Giispin himself come back on earth. Look what he is when 
any one of ns has the ferer, or cannot pay np to time with rent ! ** 
said poor hard-working Serafina, the wai^erwoman, giving kisses 
to her big brown boy, whose two-year-old feet were dancing on 
the top of a wine-barrel. 

I, of whom my good neighbonrs talked so kindly, am a 
Boman bom. I was son of oíd Beredino Quintilio, the king of 
the beggars, who reigned on the Spanish Steps, in good oíd 
times, when the whole City agreed with yon, that yon wonld be 
a fool to bend yonr back and stick a spade in the gronnd, when 
yon conld get plenty by merely stretching yonr hand out, where 
yon lay at yonr ease, in the snnshine. 

Of conrse, the world is of the same opinión stíll, in point of 
&ct; but it only allows the practico of this philosophy to 
beggars in good broaddoth and purple phylacteries. The b^gar 
in rags goes to prison now, in Bome as elsewhere. 

We lived very snngly in Trastevere, that is, we always had 
good wine, and ñries of all &shions, and in carnival time never 
missed money to prank forth with the gayest of them : for 
Beredino had a noble head, fít for Abraham or Agamemnon, and 
a really withered leg, that, rightly managed, was a fortune in 
itsell 

We came of the Gens Qnintilii, aocozding to onr traditions ; 
and, indeed, why not?— and, of oonrse, my father being so 
noble, and of snch ancient lineage, never could work. 

"Beg too, little wretch,** said he to me, when I was big 
enoogh to trot ont aoross the river to the Spanish Sqnare, and I 
begged aooordingly, till I was seven. I never made very mnch, 
I was TXgly ; and I conld neyer bring myself to whine. 

When I got to be seven years oíd, I asked a little girl, not 
mnóh older, for a coin. She was a yery pretty little foreign 
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thiDg, jnst oomisg down the steps of the Trinitá de MontL She 
looked liko a little ángel, for she had a cloud. of light hair, and 
some roses in her handfi. She gaye me the roses. 

" Toa can sell them/' she said to me ; ^ but why do yon beg ? 
^only thieyes and oowards do that." 

And th^i she ran away to her people. 

That night Beredino beat me with a stont ash stick, because 
i hronght home nothing. My body was sore for thiée days; 
but I did not care. I kept tíie roses. When the strípes wero 
heáled, I went to an oíd fellow I knew, who cobbled boots and 
shoes in Trasteyere. 

" Will yon teaoh me to do that ? " I asked him. " I am tired 
of the Spanish Stepe, and I will not beg any more." 

The oíd fellow shoved his spectades on to the crown of his 
head in amazement. 

''Little BofOk yon are mad! What are yon thinking of ? I 
do not make so mnoh in a week as yon do in an hour." 

I hnng my head. 

"But I am ugly ; and I get nothing by begging/' I said to 
him, for I was ashiuned, as young things are, of being ashamod 
of wrong-4oing. 

"That is another afiair then/' said the cobbler. "If yon 
cannot make frand sacoeed, it is jnst as well to be honest. lí 
yon oannot get this world, yon may as well haye a try for the 
next Here and there are a few people who cannot get a lie ont 
of their months— jost as there are folks coloor-blind, who 
cannot see the red in an apple. When one is defíoient like that, 
one mnst tell the tmth, and oobble leather or break stones^ foi 
one wül neyer make a figure amongst men. It is a misfortime — 
like being bom dumb or a cripple ; but there is no help for it 
I was one of them. Tonr íather drinks wine eyery night, and 
has his stomachfall of broad beans and good goat's meai I 
tasto flesh once a year, on Fat Thursday, and neyer know what 
a kid tastos like. If yon want to work for yoor liying I wiU 
teach yon ; but I wam yon what it will cost" 

€t rj^^ifi^ me," aaid I ; and I squatted behind his board, and 
píeroed and bored and sewed the oíd leather day after day, at 
the oíd street-comer, where one coold see the ángel on Hadrian's 
tomb, and the people ooming and going oyer the St. Angelo bridge, 
and the Tiber tnmbling away, bilious-looking and sallen, as though 
angry always, beoaose the days of Sallost were done, and the 
g^rd en ^t, and the yillas, and the pleasare places of Horace's 
hymning had passed away into dalness and darkness, and only 
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i banks the Bongh of the wind ín the sedgea 
aad the ruslle of the fox in the thickots. 

I huBted oíten for the faJi-headed rose-child ; bat I never 
Mtw her any more. 

Only I used to eay te mjfelf, " Cowarda heg," whea Bome- 
timea in the drouth of the duety ¿ay I was tempted to drop tool 
and leather, and ait atitching there no more, hnt mo ont into the 
bioad bright sunsbine, and get bed and bread by jnst stretohing 
ont a dirty hand and whining for alms. 

" Oovards beg," I saíd to myself, and stajed by the oobbler'a 
BtoU, Bceing day come and go behind the ángel with the sword, 
there npon Uadrían'G tomb. Littleworda etrike deep sometímes 
— acoms, which grow to timbera, and bear safe to ahore, or wreck 
fot instant death, a thoneand Bools. 

'Whcnever mj fathcr met me in the atreets he strnck at me 
with hia cmtcb, and cursed me for letting dowu the famil; 
greatness, and ahaming the Godr Quintiha. ítalo— who waa 
beautiful aa a cherub, and knew how to look atarvcd and woe- 
begone after eating half a kid, stnSed with pmnea—Italo waa a 
son after hia own hcart, nnd mada a dozen orowns a day b; 
weeping, in the BWeetoBt foshion, in the annsbine. 

líalo would run to me of a night, having put off his raga and 
dirt, and sorrowfal woiinds, and drossed himself in gay ahirt and 
HÍUcon eaBh, to go and dance the tarsntala all m'ght with girla at 
a wine shop. ítalo, who loved me all the same, though I 
disgraced them so, woiild plead with all his might, aud beg me 
to go back to the Spanish Stepa and the oíd waya of líving, and 
jest at me with aU a Hotaan's wit, for sittiug stitching there at 
gaping bootB. and gnawing leather with my teoth, and eaming 
Bcarcely, all tho while, enough to keep body and aoul together. 
Bnt neithcr ItaJo's kissea nor Beredino'a blows got me tmck (o 
be^ng. I leamed the eobbler'a trade, and atnck to it — only 
running oÍF from the stall evcry sajnt'e day and holyday, to caper, 
and dance, and sing, and eat melons, outaide the wallB, as every 
Román will, be he ais or Bisty, 

So Criapin, the eobbler, I am — nothing more whatever. 

I am a foot. too, of cotirae. Borne always sa^ ao. But I icaa 
neTer a dullard. A good oTd monk taaght me reading, and the 
like. He was a mendicant Triar, bnt knew more than moat of 
them, and was, in a hiuuble, rambling faahion, a. acholar, 
iQOoning hÍB daya away with a Latin book ou the green hillockg 
that tamble, Uke waves, aboat the leaguea of tnins beyond tba 
Lateran Gate. 



ARIADNE. 83 

From him I got fhe little that I know, and a likmg fe» qiider 
re&ding, and a passion for onr Borne. Of oonrse, I was an 
ignorant youth always; my scraps of learning were jumbled 
piecemeal in my brain, like the sciaps of cloth in a tailor's bag, 
which will only, at best, make a suit of motley; bnt they 
seorved to begnile me as I sat and tinkered a boot, and I leamed 
io pick my way in my dty, by the lightB of Dion Oassias and 

Liyy. 

So I grew np in Bome ; a oobbler, when I wanted to pay for 
bed and board; a jomble of merrymaker, and masqner, and 
atudenty and improTisatore, and antíquary, and fool, when I 
conld make holyday about the place — ^which, thanks to the 
chnrch calendar, was a hnndred and fífty days ont of the year 

always. 

And all the time, by dint of dreaming oyer dead Bome, and 
getting my head fiill of repnblics and their glories, I nsed to 
talk in high-flown strains, sometímes, atop of a búrel in the 
wine-shops and fair-booths, and by the time I was twenty years 
cid, the Papal Guard had their eyes on me as perilons matter ; 
indeed, I shonld have íared worse, had it not been that I 
hannted the chnrches often from a real love of them, and had 
good friends in two or three jovial monks, who loved me, and 
for whom I did willing work without payment, any day that the 
hot stones of Bome scorched their sandals into holes. 

But one year, when I was stíll a youth, there came a breath 
of fire npon Bome. Beyolution thnndered at the gates like 
Attila. The oíd cobbler was dead, and my father too. I threw 
my leather apron to the winds ; kicked my stall into the gutter ; 
shoTÜdered a mnsket, and mshed into the fray. As all the 
world knows, it came to nothing. There were dead man in the 
streets— that was alL The Pope reigned still^ and £ree Bome 
wasadream. 

I had to mn for my life, by night, nnder the thickets, along 
the conrse of the Anio, and oyer the oíd Nomentana bridge. I 
had a bnllet in my shoulder; my feet were blistered. I had 
two oopper pieces in my pocket, that was alL I looked np at 
the Mons Sacer, and tried to tell myself that it was great and 
glorions to soffer thns ; but I feU into a ditch, and a herd of 
buffidoes trampled me where I lay, and patriotism seemed a 
dreary thing, eyen in Mons Sacer's shadow. 

A peasant of the Gampagna, whose hut stood where Hannibal 
had encamped, dragged me indoors, and tended me through 
inontha of ackness and exhaustion. He was a poor creatnre 

D 
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himBelf, B lOBsa of dieease and weakne&s, and he 0DI7 Bcraped 
a, bare Babaistence bj tending eattie ; but he was Tery good to 
me, a poor lad, wounded, and frieudlesa, who would líave been 
Bhot down fot a rebel withottt hia succour and shelter, 

The woild is bad, yoa know ; hxuuan nature is a Tile tblng 
— half apo, half fox, most ofteu ; but here and tbere one fiada 
these golden gleams ; and the; look the brightet foi Uie dark- 
neSB round, as lampa do in the catocombs. 

Wall, when I rose npon my feot agoin, I fcnew the gatea oí 
Itome were closed againat me. To go back thore, thea, waa lo 
be shot or thrown into tha caseinatos of 8t. Aagelo. So there 
was nothiiig for it bnt to set the Anio batveen niTself and 
Rome, and creep acrosa the plaina to the sea-ahore, and thera 
hide away on a fiahing sloop, and crosa to other laiíds. For the 
reat, I waa not nnhandy at other thinga as well as leather, and, 
being etrong and well again, and yonng, had not mnah fea^- 
only a great nnending sorrow, becauso tho hills hid Rome. 

For, wandor whera one wiil, you know, one's boart ia Eick 
foi Bome — for the fall of the fouutains; for the width of the 
ploioa; for tlio Tost BÍlent courts; for the grass-grown palaces; 
for the moonlight falling on the mined altara; for the niglitín- 
galos singing in the empty temples. 

1 got ont of my conutry by the way that Dante díd, looking 
back, eTor and ever, throBgh blind eyes of pain, aa he did, aad 
Bo travelled oti foot, aa poor men do, acroee into the Tirolean oud 
the Grerman lacds. 

At first I eettled down in Nuriiberg, where I fell Eink, and 
fbnnd friends, and was not ill-oontent, I waa a very yoni^ man 
even then, and, aa I sewod leathor at my little leafy window, on 
the Btreot that waa Aibrecht Diirer's birth-plaoe, I got frienda 
with the BtudeBta and pMlosophers, and read many a deep oíd 
yoliims that they lent to me, and 60 picked up such Bcrapa of 
knowlúdge as beat I conid, as a magpie picka np shreds and 
strawB, and ailver spoona, and shoTes them all away together, 

Some said I might have been a learncd man, bad I taken 
more paina. But I think it waa only their kindneaa. I have 
that twist in my brain, whiúh ia the curGe oE my conntryraea — 
a sort of deTiliah quicfcneea at doiag well, that preTonte us erer 
doii]gl»Bt¡ jnst the same Bott of thing that mafcea aar goat- 
herde rhyme perCeet sonnets, and keepa them dimces before tha 
alphabei 

AU that beautiíul Tentonio world coald not consolé mo for 
*ii9 I06S of Italy. It ifl beautiful, that wide, green, cooi, silent 
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ooimtry, with its endlesa lealms of fimstSy and its perpetaal 
mdody of ziTer waters. 

The yast seas of toesíng fbliage; the broad plains^ wüh their 
great streams winding throngh them in the san; the intense 
silenoe of the aisles of pine; the blue-black woods that stretched, 
seemingly limitless^ away on erery side; the hillnñdes, dnsky 
with the thickness of the leayes^ and thiilled with the whisper 
of a thonsand legends; the little bnrghs^ TÍne-hidden^ dnstered 
roond their ohapd-beífrieB^ and nestled at the foot of towering 
oak-olad monntains, or zent red rocks all fragrant with the larch 
and fir and bay tree; the oíd giey bridges^ with the yellow 
cnirent fbwing nndemeath ; the ronnd watoh-towers« set in the 
middle of the swirling streams; the blaok and white hooses, 
gaUed and peaked and carved^ till they were like so many 
illnminations of the miniatnrists' missals and mannsoripts; the 
qnaint» peacefol, antiqne homes^ where the people dwelt^ firom 
birth to death^ spinning their flaz and shaping their ivory and 
wooden toys^ in green nests^ nnder grey hills, that the world 
knew not« aiid that knew not the world ; — ^they were all beantí- 
ftd^ these qniet, noble« shadowy things^ that made np the oíd 
Tentonic kingdoms; and I knew them well to be so. But, 
amidst them^ I was in exile always. 

Who can once haye laughed in the li^t of the snn of Italy, 
and not fisel the world dark elsewhere eyer afterwards ? And it 
is only in Italy that the eyes of the people> always, thongh they 
know it not« speak to men of God. 

Bnty ere yery long, the spirit of onrest possessed me, and 
I went hither and thither, tiying all manner of trades, and eyen 
some arts, danbing on pottery — ^not ül, they told me— only I 
oonld not stand the confined life of any factory-room, and play- 
ing, some seasons, with trayelling actors — ^with no bad snccess, 
sinoe I conld always máke the people langh or cry, according as 
my own mood was; indeed, I might haye remained in that 
oaieer» perhaps, only I neyer conld constrain myself £rom alter- 
ing the part with my own imagination, and improyisation, which 
put ont the others, so they said ; and then, again, thongh I am 
a yery peaoeable man, I stnck a knife into my chief, about a 
woman, and had some tronble that way, thongh it was all 
honest jealon^y and £ur fíght, and the mere rights of man, let 
them say whateyer they will to the contrary. 

Into other lands I wandered, then, and songht foll half the 
world. When one wants bnt little, and has a nseful tongne, 
and knows how to be merry with the yonng folk, and sorrowfol 
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nith tbe oíd, and can t&ke the &ir weathtor nith tlie fonl, and 
wear one's phüosophy lito an easy boot, trcading witli it on no 
raau'B toe, and no dog's tnil; wbjr, if one bo of thú Bort, I aej, 
one is, in a great monner, inilepeadent of fortune; and the verj 
little that one necde one can nsually obtain. Many years I 
Btrayed abont, seoing man; cities and many minds, like Od;B- 
eens; being no soint, bnt, at the same timo, being no thiof and 
no liar. 

I wandered so, I eay, for a great many yeoiB, and waB happy 
enongh — the gods or t}ie eaints be praised (one nevor knowa 
which to Bay in Eome), and ahould never have wietied my lot 
bettered or chauged, oely— I was ín esila Thero were times 
nhen only to hear the twang of a Inte, and see a red melón 
gape, nnder a larap, at a Btreet-cornor ahrine in oíd dark Traa- 
tevere, I wcnld have given my soul away, We aro made bo^ 
the foola of onr fancisB ; and yet thoso, oor foolislinessea, are eo 
mncb tbe best port of na. 

One dny, in a little oíd dnll Frencb village, grey and vhite 
witb snmmer dost, in the midst of champagne vineyarda, I met 
a Bonian image-aeller — a boy of ton or twelve, witb bis tray full 
of plaater casta. 

I saw acores of snob lads, of conrse, and alwaya spoke to 
them, and gave them a oruat ot a coin, for sake of the common 
country. Bnt this little fellow bapyffined to thruet, straight np 
in my eyes, smiling, a cast of that fairest Madonna of oíd UinD*a, 
whidt I had alirays loTed the best; she wbo etands in the 
chapler-room of St. María in Traatevere, witb folded hands and 
traJling robes — snow-white, and Geemiug to walk fortb to one 
from ont ber goldea tabernacle. 

Do yon not know ber ? I daré say not — hardly anybody eveí 
comea into tbe sacristy. Go, moke a pilgrimage for hei sake 
alone. 

By so mncb aa ecnlptnre ia above a!l oolonr, bo is ebe far 
above in pnrity and dignity any virgin that was ever painted, 
even by onr Baffaoüo himseif. For, somehow, on hia high, wind- 
Bwept, olÍTe-wooded slope. Mino of Fíeselo did reacb an imagi- 
nation of the Mother of Cbrist that for innocence, chaatity, 
vomanbood, and Bwect, dreaming thonghtfulneaa has nerer an 
eqaal anywhere. Olothed in pnrity, aecmB no metaphor, bnt 
Bimpleet fact, bofore those snow-white and eiquisite forma that 
IÍTe after him in so many silent baptiateries and sun-pierced, 
dnaky, jewellod chapela of the dead. 

And at tbe BÍght of ber a very tortore of home'Sicknesa carne 
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opon me. All snddenly^ as it will do^ yon know^ with the 
Btrongest men at the note of a bird, or the sight of a little 
flower^ or the song of a child going down the hedgerows to meet 
its mother. 

That little white image of the Madonna which I had loyed so 
well^ smote me with a Tery angnish of longing for Borne. 

I seemed to hear the fonntains falling throngh the radiant 
air, and the ten thonsand Toices of the swinging bella giying 
them answer, as the snn sank down behind the bine peaks of 
Soracte. 

I saw the bridge I stood on^ and the green straight lines of 
poplars on the bank^ and the face of the little wanderíng boy 
throngh a msh of tears; things come on one sometimes Uke 
thai 

That Tery night I tnmed my face to Eome, takíng the boy 
with me> for he was ill-treated and nnhappy. 

" If they remember, and I die for it/' thonght I, " it will be 
better to die there than to liye elsewhere/' 

Bnt so many years had gone by, and I had been so yonng 
then^ and was still so poor and lowly, I managed to escape all 
recQgnition, and by a little cnnning and a little care, I got into 
Bome nnpersecnted ; and calling myself^ as I had been called in 
Gennany and Franco, no one recognised me. I was an ngly^ 
homely, brown-tiEkced man, forty years oíd then, and already a 
little grey. My father was dead ; my brother had been stabbed 
long, long before, in a brawl, so they said; and the oíd cobbler, 
as I said, had been fonnd dead one noonday at his stall. 

Of conspiracy and combat I had had enongh. I loved the 
sonnd of the fonntains, and I set my board np within earshot of 
this one which gnshes from the grey monsters' months here by 
oíd Ponte Sisto. 

The people fonnd me at my stall one daybreak, as they carne 
oyer the bridge with their mnles from the Janicnlan farms and 
gardens, with their ponltry and goats, and wines and fmits ; and 
I had not forgotten how to play with the Boman hnmonr, and 
how to hold my own between a rongh jest and a ready steeL I 
kept a still tongne in my head as to whence I carne, and the 
folk of the Bione had a throng of odd fáncies conceming me — so 
best It amnsed them ; and many liked to bring their shoes to 
me to mend that they might say they had a chatter with that 
droll chatterbox at the comer of the Via di Fettinari. 

Maryz, then a stndent at the Villa Medioi, made for me my 
loyely Apollo Sandaliarins; and another stndent~-now a great 
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muí, too — gave me the oM stained gloea with SS. Crispin uid 
Crispiaii, Bo that eme niigbt please all tastee aud ooiidliAte tbe 
%ooA. duiib and inonks wbo weiit to and fro in saob numbers, uid 
ffore oat bo man; sboes npon tboír skine and mosaic floon. 

I never told anybody, except aome cbürcbmeo, tbat 1 was 
that Etifo Qointilio.whobad firat disgraced tbeGens byworking 
íor my lÍTing, I re-baptiaed myseif Crispino, after the patrón 
saint of all ahoemakere, whose chnrcb was cióse by ; and the 
poople had tbat vague idea of some mjBtery conuected with me, 
wbicb is to the public as sugared wine to fllce. 

Tbat tbere iras really nono wae all the bctt«i, becanse vhere 
there ia no fonndation whateTor íd fact, thcre is notbing to stop 
tbe fancy from wandering b>s far, and digging as deep, aa CTer it 
may like to do, 

I had a friend at Ooart, too. 

It bad chaDced to me in my wanderings to be once of n'gnal 
Bervice to a ntonaignore travelling on myetic misBÍoos of tbo 
Ghnrch. I happened to be near at hand wben he fell into a 
deep, rapid, mipleasant littlo nver ot TnmsylTauia ; and I 
pnlled him ont of it, wbiist hia attendanta Boreamed, and his 
horseB floundered and Buok. And m retom be bad bídden me 
claim his aid, if ever I wanted it, in onr nativa city. Teara had 
paBBed; I fonnd bim poweifnl, and be waa not nngrateful; and 
be proanied for me oosdonation of my yontbfnl nota, and leftTe 
to prosecnte my Eimple calling at thia comer of the bñdge of 
Siitna, 'where the foontain íb made in tbe wall, oppoaile to tbe 
Via Gínlia ; and here I became peacefiíl and happy eaongh, for 
I had Bome little money laid by (we are a frugal peopls), and I 
conld eew leatber tbree daye out of tbe week, aad all tbe reet of 
tlie time read oíd booka, acd peer aboxit oíd placea, and dream 
oíd dreama, and sauator in and ont of tbe studios. Tbe artista, 
grcat and small, wore all fond of me, and llked to bear my 
opiniona :— of conrae, only as Apelles likod to bear my fellow- 
craftsman's ¡ but atill it mado life pleasant, for Art íb, after 
Natnre, tbo only consolation that one has at all for living. 

They nsed to tell mo that I had Bome little judgmeut, uid 
<faat I migbt make a fortune if I wonld take to collecüng and to 
felling oncient and artdatic things. But that I wouid never do. 
To me, vhocver can hay a woik of tme art to aell it again (save 
from Bome audden preasure of poveitj and hononi), can have no 
love of art in him ; or, thiuking of it with acy tbought soeveí 
of barter, can have no tmo fceling for it, but is a huckster al 
•onl, and defiorves no hettai God than tbe base Mercurios of tbe 



ABJADNÉ. 8d 

mart and chango^ whom ídñ Bomans prayed to when they wished 
topilfer. 

Art Teas dear to me. Wanderíng throngh mauj lands, I had 
come to know the charm of quiet doisters ; the delight of a 
Btrange^ xare yolnme; the interest of a qnaint bit of pottery; 
the mmtterable loYeliness of Bome perfect painter'a yisioii, 
makuig a glory in some diisky, world-forgotten charch : and so 
my life was fall of gladness here in Bome, where the asa's hoof 
linging on a stone may áhow yon that YitraYins was light, 
where yon had donbted him ; or the snn shining down npon a 
cabbage garden, or a coppersmith's shreds of metal, may gleam 
on a signet ring of the Flayian women, or a broken Tase that 
may haye served vüe Tnlüa f or drink. 

Of conrse I was an ignorant man always— beside scholars; 
bnt what I did know shed a light npon my path, and made me 
cease to enyy lich men — ^for was not all Bome mine ? 

Theie are worse things than to sit under Apollo Sandaliarins 
and Grispin.and Grispianj and hear the merry Boman tongnes 
wag ronnd yon all day long ; for the epigrams of Fasqnin and 
Marforío are bnt a few rípples ont of many of the eyer-mnning 
cnrrent of the Boman wit. And who is it that has said so 
wisely, " If yon haye nothing left in life, come to Bome"? 

Here at least yon shall leam yonr own littleness, and that of 
gods and men ; here in Bome, which has seen 2iens and Aidonens 
pass away, and come to be words npon the months of men; 
Bome, which has beheld Olympns f ade like a dream of the ni^t, 
and the glory depart fix)m Ida ; Bome, which killed the Naza- 
rene, and set Borgia and Aldobrandini np in his likeness to 
reign oyer earth and heayen; Bome, which has seen nations 
perish leaying no sign, and deities die like moths— yet liyes 
herself, and still conjures the world with the soroery of an 
inesístible and impexishable ñame. 
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So I liyed ; — ^what they said of me at the bridge comer was fair 
enongh ; only that silly sonl, Serafina, thonght too miich of a 
tmmpery pair of litüe red boots for her baby, only big enongh 
for a grasshopper, and costing one nothing bnt a pabn's li:eadth 
of kid[ Bnt women are so ; they haye no médium ; either they 
drink the sea dry and are thankless, and if they got the stars 
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down ont of heaven, wonid Etamp them in the dost — or else 
they are like the poor waaher-woman, and give aH their loyal 
BOül'a big gratitudu for tho broken crust of a careles» gift. 

So I livod, I eay; ood bod done nearly twonty yeare, ía 
Rome, In the summers somotimoa I went np oiiiongst the 
little Tiliagea on the aides of the Sabine and Volsdan arountaina, 
under tbe cork and ch^tnut woods, wbete the women £x)t it 
morrüj in front of the wineshop, and the pipe and mandolino 
chirp all throngh the roay evening. But I never waodered bo 
far away that I conld not beg the gold crosa oa St Poter's; and 
many a Bnnuner day, when all in Eome woe lifeless aa a graverard, 
and only a few chaunting friora bore a deod man tlirough the 
Btreete, I and Palés stayod in the citj for love'a sake, and taüed 
only to tlie goda that haont the fountains. 

I vas cont«nt wlth my Ufe, whíoli ís more than most great 
men can Eay. I bod a love of droning and dreaming, and was 
vell aatisfíed if I had enongh to got me a píate of beons and a 
flask of thin red wine; and I liad aU my daya tbrongb bccn 
onTsed or blessed with tliat aort of brain whioh makea a man 
understand a grent many thinga, but cever enablea him to 
aohieTe any one tliing. 

It íb not an müiappy way of being conatituted— at least, 
when tme boaka under the Román aun, and asks no other good 
of the goda. All the twenty odd years aince I had come back 
into Borne I had been happy enougii m a whúusical — and I dore 
aay foobsb— fasbion, here in my noofc by the Ponte Sisto, olose 
on to Tiber, where tlie aoít hjaciatliine billa curve fold on fold 
beyond tho yellow water; and nuder the ileí ehadows on Uie 
other bank the women hang out tbe linón of Romo to blow and 
to bleaob in the breeze &om the sea. 

I had got with time to be a featnre of the place, and to 
belong to it aa much as tlio stone Iíoub did ; and the people, with 
that power of eternal tongue-wagging with wbich heavon has 
eadowed my country-people beyond any other folk of the earth, 
had made aa many traditiona for me aa thougb I were a hcadleas 
eaint, ¡Bstead of a brainleaa Binnor; and there I liad stayed 
beside my atalt, without any choüge, ezcept iu dogB that died in 
the courae of nature. 

My friend the ferryman, goiog to and fro the Ripetta Wharf, 
ÍD his little brown boat ahapod like NoaU'a Ark, passed not 
more regulatly than tho courso of my own daya went and came 
— till I dteamed my dream ín tbe droway noon. 

I was alwaya drearoíng, indeed: o-ver oíd coina thrown np by 
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Che plongh ; orer some beantifal marble limb, nnooyered as tbe) 
dng for a nnne-oellar ; before some dim shrine nnder an archwa^ 
wheie a fading frescoed Ghrist child smiled on a rained, moss' 
grown torso of Hercules; on any and eTory thing of the millioL 
of wonders and of memories that are abont ns here thiok aa 
golden tnlips in the grass in April. But this noonday dream 
was different : it kept with me all the hot slmnbrons aftemoon 
when eren Palés was too sonnd asleep to get np and kill a fly o: 
smell a cat. And my conscience was ill at ease ; I seemed te 
myself to haye behaved ül, yet how I did not yery well know. 

It seemed to me that I onght^ against her will, to have gone 
with her to see that Syrian Jew. Her face haunted me — that 
pale> sad &ce^ of nnspeakable sorrow, as she had looked down 
the Pescheria. So mnst haye looked Beatrice, gazing from the 
grated casement in the palace there. 

How mnch one cares for Beatrice I If I owned Barberíni, her 
poirtraít shonld hang no longer in that shabby chamber, where 
the Tery snnbeams look like cobwebs, companioned by vile 
Fomarina^ and that yet yiler wife of Sarto's ; it shonld hang all 
oy itself in a little chapel, draped with black, with a lamp 
always bnming before it^ in emblem of the soiil^ that all the 
bmtes encompassing her had no x>ower to destroy. 

Only fífteen^ yet strong as women are not, Beatrice had the 
strength of passíon : the strength to daré and to endure. There 
is no passion in yonr modem liyes^ or barely any. Ton haye 
lewdness and hypocrisy. They are yonr twin darlings, most 
worshipped on the highest heights. But passion yon haye not, 
60 yon fear it. 

I was thinking of Beatrice, and of this other girl, gone after 
Beatrice down into the shadow of the oíd walls of Balbus ; and 
was listening to the music of a Inte and a fíddle chiming together 
somewhere on the bridge, and watching two mites of children 
dandng outsíde a doorway, with tangled curls aflying, and little 
oaked rosy feet twinkling on the stones. 

Sitting at a stall may be dull work — ^Palés thinks so some- 
times; but when it is a stall in the open air, and cióse against 
a fbuntain and a bridge, it has its pleasures. 

I haye been all my Ufe blown on by all sorts of weather, and 
I know there is nothing so good as the sun and the wind for 
driying ill-nature and selfíshness out of one. 

Any thing in the open air is always well ; it is because men 
nowadays shut themselyes so mnch in rooms, and pen them- 
sélyes in stifling styes, where neyer the wind comes or the clouds 
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%re looked at, that pnliog diacoEtent and plagne-Btnick ecry are 
iho note of all modern política and philoaophieB, The open air 
breeda Leónidas, the factory room Fálii Pyat, 

If I irorkod in ílq attic, and eaw nonght bnt tbe elioe that I 
i^ew, no doabt I shonld tal) tMnking wliere that shoe hod been, 
L wliftt Htealth it had etolen to, what intrigue it had st«pped softly 

^^^_ to amother, hownumy tímea it had crosBed a chnrch doorway, how 
^^^L tí\&ny timea it hod Btumbled over a wineahop threshold, — all 
^^^B taamier of speculstíQa and Bpite, ín a word, of my neighhoar 
^^^V n'ho wore it, becanse I should eee nothíng bat the ehoe, and it 
^^^^ wonld fill my atmosphere, and dwell on my retina, a black sput 
obscnring all creation. But here the ehoe ia only a ehoe to me, 
becaiiBB I eeo the wide hloe ekies, and the splaaliing water, and 
the broad snnslmie, and the changing crowda, and ttie Uttle 
children'B flying hair, and the ailver wings of the wheeliiig 
pigeons. I work at the eboe, bat ít is only a Ehoe to me. 

When one thinka of the Greeks playing, praying, labouring, 
lectnring, dreaming, BCiilptvuing, training, living, everlaatingly 
in the free wind, and nndor tbe puré heavens, and then thinks 
that the chief iasne of civilization ia to pack human beitiga iu 
rooma like solt fiah iu a barrol, wíth never a síght of leaf or 
cloud, noTor a whiaper of breeze ot bird; oh! tbe bleaaed blind 
tnen wbo talk of Progresa ! 

Progresa! that givee fonr cnbit feet of air apieoe to ita 
I children, and calis the meaaurement Public Health I 

^^^H But I am only Crispin of the Poute Sisto, stitohing for my 

^^^M hreod { thcse aro foal's faucice — let them pasa. 
^^^H We of Italy koop something of the oíd claaaio love of air, wo 

^^^F li<re no time indoors that we can Uve out; and though ProgrcB? 
^^^^ ia pufihing our chaira off the pavements, and doing itB best to 
hnddle na sheep-like into our pous, we reeiet tota cords, and we 
etill Bit, and smoke, and eaunter, and oat and driuk, and purene 
(HIT trade and our talk with no roaf but the bright, broad, 
kindly sky. 

Aa I sat «t my atall in the warm emiling aftemoon, getting 
<irowEy, tapping at wom eolca, and stupídly wondering how 
those üttle things could flnd the fire in them to dance so in tho 
heat, I could not in any woy get my Ariadné out of my head 
were it ever so, aa I tinkored split leathei ia the BUnHhin& 

It was aa if one had seen a yellow-winged oriola, that has 
been fed on flower-dew and pomegranate bada, shat down into 
the low wooden trapa that the boys go bird-hnnting with in the 
thicketA along Tibcr. 
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The day lengthened; the shadows deepened; the aír oooM; 
íbe Tentiqnatiro lang fróm xnany docks and bella; people began 
lo wander out into the alxeet. 

HandBome Dea carne smiling for her scarlet shoes; big 
Massimo swore at me good-temperedly becanse his batoher- 
boots were not ready; Padre Sylvio grombled becanae hi£> 
eandals lay nntonched ; Marietta> the yintner's wife, told me of k 
fine marriage that Fippo had made np for her eldest danghter 
with a tailor of Yelletri ; Maryz, my Sculptor^ came and talked 
to me of a portfolio fnll of designa of Bramante^ that he had 
discovered^ and got for a song in an oíd áhop in Trasteyere; 
eren Hilarión going by with his swift horses, leaped ont in his 
easy, gracions íashion, and hade me come np to his yilla^ and 
drink his oíd French nnnes there, whilst he shonld idle amongst 
his roses^ and scrawl half a sonnet, and lie half asleep with his 
head in a woman's lap, nnder the awning on his marble terrace. 

Bnt I even let Hilarión go on his way, with that black- 
browed sínger whom he &Tonred for the moment; and I did 
not care for Bramante's beantifal porticoes^ and dornas^ and 
bridges ; and heard nothing that Marietta was telling me of the 
fine trade receipts of that yonng tailor of Yelletri, becanse I 
kept thinMng of that sea-bom Joy with the fiuse of the Borghese 
bronze, who had gone down into the darkness of the Ghetto. 

''Giojál Giojál they shonld hsave called her Ariadné,'' I 
mnttered, tossing the oíd bits of leather together on the boaid, 
and thinking of her likeness to that bronze and of my dream. 
And Marietta, and all the rest of tbem coming ont into the 
cooling air as the Ave María rang, grew yery cross with me 
becanse I did not listen to them ; and Padre SyMo came again 
and gmmbled for fnll ten minutes abont his nnmended sandala 

He gone, there came a físherfellow that I knew, with emply 
baskets on his head, and loitered by my stall a minute, a red 
caznation in his mouth; as big black-browed and lusiy a 
Boman as yon could want to see» who led a pleasant Ufe enough, 
knee deep, for the most part of it, in the tawny Tiber water, 
dredging for small físh, with half the spoils of Judea, and half 
fhe gloríes of Nero's house, for anything he knew, nnder the 
sands that he waded on, unthinking. 

He tossed me a bríght little pair of shining mullets on the 
board as a gifL 

" What were yon doing inFiumara this moming? " he asked 
me. *' I saw yon there, as I sold my fish. It was a girl yon 
ihowedtheway to?— yes. Ispiedherskirtflutter— andasked; 
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she went to oM Ben Sulim, eh ? I conld IisTe told yon what he 
wonld do, the mcancst, saUcíüGt Jew-dog ío Ghetto. It tras sot 
pretty of yon, Crispin— not pretty to leave her tbcre. I would 
have brouglit ber home myself, only my Caudída has a jeoloua 
eye, and wonld welcomo her with tho big cbopping-adze for 
certain." 

" Wbat happened? Whaldidtbe mando?" lBskedhim,my 
conacienee prícking sharply, for I had had no Candida with a 
clioppfng-adze to fear. 

" Curaed her, and drovo her down tbe etoim What else 
conld sho look for— nnless ehe went to buy, or took hím a 
bargain? The rascal ia bo poorl I do not know her errand 
rigbtly. Bnt so I hcard. Fray, what was she ? " 

" She said that she wos ths daught«r of his danghter. ¿ud 
he has dricen bei away ? " 

" So they said ín Fjnmara. I did not seo myself. But if ahe 
be of tha oíd Syrían blood, she will do well enough ; the baga 
there will show her fifty ronde to fortune. All those singing- 
wenchoe whose throata get choked with gold and lüamonda, are 
all of that BCcuraed race ; great eyea, and a thrneh'a Toice, and 
a shark's maw — that is youi Jewess all the wotld otot. Make 
yonr mind easy, Crispín. She will do." 

And he went on bis way with hia empty baskets, singing 
Instily, to poní aome crawfleh into bis &ir Candida's pot at 
home. 

Qieat eyea, and a thmsh's Toice, and a shark's maw. Well, 
Bay it were a Jewess the worid oYor ; say it were Wonian — very 
often — everywhere ; yet that did not make my conacienee qnieter, 
for the fate of that sea-born Joy swallowed up in Ghetto. 

Of conrse it wns no biisineea of mine ; of oourse it mattered 
notbicg to me ; still it harassed rao, and mada me ül at ei 
ill at eaae that 1 etripped off my apron once again, and pnt 
Palés again on gnaid, and left the stall, just as the pleaaant, 
obattoring, gossiping, populace'a hour of sunset drow near at 
hond, and went my way muoh fnster than at noonday, down 
towatda the black ^dows of the Cenci pila 

"I am an asa," I said to myself; thore was a nic« little hy 
cookÍDg on Pippo's stove formyeating; thore waa a barrel of fina 
Veü wine that had besa given me because I had found a Venna 
in the vinejards that had bronght a million of scudi to the 
owner of tbe soil ; there waa a game at zeechinetto with my 
neighbonrs, whicli we playea so regularly after dork whenever I 
not roamin^ ; there was a strango little blaok-lctter oopy of 
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an annoiated Satyrícon ihat I had pícked np the day before^and 
had bardy had time to lejoice in ; theze were all these thinga 
and a dozen more to pasa the time agreeably^ for we always werc 
merry in the Quarter of the Tanners^ where the latea twanged 
all night long ; and y et I tnmed my back on them bM, and went 
after what conld be no concern of mine down into the Ghetto. 

I enyy the people who are occnpied only with their own 
fortunes, and never tnm adde to follow the &teB of others. 
Selfishness is the spinal marrow of comfort As for me, I 
neyer conld help troubling myself abont the troubles of other 
folk ; I snpix)6e when one is always mending the holes that 
others haye trodden their leather into along the highway stones 
and dnst, one gets a habit of sympathy with the pilgrims that 
break down— perhape. 

" I am an ass/' I saíd to myself ; and yet I went on and on 
towards the palaoe prison of poor dead Beatrice. 

I made my way qnickly into the Feschena, and fonnd the 
same two hags pickíng at the same oíd rags; they looked up and 
grinned. 

"Are yon come for that pretty maiden of yonrs?" they said 
to me. " Well, we know nothing of her ; she came down the 
stairs as she went np them ; she was barely a second aboyehead. 
We wonld haye kept her, for she is one of those morsels that 
yonr great chnrchmen love ; but she wonld not listen, she looked 
stnpid, — she went away yonder/' 

They pointed to the north-west ; perhaps, I thonght, she had 
been coming to me; my first impulse was to go and see the 
Syrian miser in his den ; my next, to leaye him for a while until 
I found her, for it was sunset, and night was near at hand. 

I searched about the surrounding streets, asking hither and 
thither, but it was not easy to describe her, for in the streets 
she had drawn her hood oyer her head, and there were other 
girls in linen dresses. But I lighted on one or two who had 
Doticed such a figure pass, and by these mere threads of guidance, 
I traced her to the Forum Bomanum, and the Capítol, and the 
little dusky church that coyers the depths of dread oíd TuUianum. 

You think of Feter and of Faul wheneyer yon pass there; I 
fhink of Jugurtha and Yercingetorix ; tJiey »perished without 
hope. It had been better for CsBsar to haye sayed that noblest 
foe, than to haye gone on his knees up yonder staízs of Júpiter 
Feretrius. 

But for once I thought not of Caasar, not eyen of Yercingetorix 
ihis Bommer eyening, as the shadows deepened, and the bellsfor 
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vespurs tolled ; fiír on those Bteps of Ara Cceli I saw her, sitting 
wearCy, her whole frame drooped together with tiie UstlessneGa 
of bodilf fatígne and moral abandonment. 

There were the bríck srches that artists ¡oto, andtlie mosaio 
of the Madonna above her head ; there waa a d'"' roae flash m 
ths gloom from the set snn; within the chnrch choristers wers 
channting their leBsous; the soieum atraina and the dístoDt 
Toices sotmded Ead and mjrBtícdl. 

8he was not crjing, as most girls 'Would have been, bnt her 
head waa drooped, and her arma fell wearily over her kneee, in 
au attitado whích had a despairing desolatioiL iu it, mute and 
very deep. Sho must have beeu ver; tired too ; and as I drew 
neai to her I aaw — for a cobblor looka flrst at the foet — that o)te 
of hers had bled a httle, where a stone had pierced through the 
leather of her poor woin shoe. 

Sontehow — becanse it moved me profesBÍonally, I euppose — 
that little stain of blood upon the stonea toucbed me moro thau 
the moat violent eorrow and weeping would have done. 

8he was alone on the stops. 

The place waa deserted; with the glad Bummer night at 
hand, Bonums had othei sport than to roam under tho well- 
known pile of the Capítol; there were bünd-cat, and man; 
onother game, to play in the wide aqnarefl, gossip to hear by the 
oool-Bonnding íountiün edge ; figs and fish to be eaten in great 
piles at all atreet corners ; jaiinta out to be made in rattiing pony 
carte along the blosaoming Campogna to the wine-house; a 
thousand, and ten thoiisand tilinga to do, rathcr than to como 
to veepers in thiB sad oíd church, ot go yondei to St. Joseph of 
the Carpenters. 

1 wont up to her, and tonched her gently; Bhe raised hei 
bead with a bewildered look. 

Is it trne ? " I asked her. " Is it trae that your mother'a 
bthei has driven ;oa out bo cruolly ? " 

" He does not beUeve I " ahe said, simply. 

"BeUeve! Bat jou have papera?" 

" He would not íook at them," 

" But he could be made, forced, ohügod," I eaid, hotly ; not 

nre of the law as of my own temper, and of my fierce fury 
Bgainst this wretohed Syrian in tho Qhetto. 

" I would not wish it," sho said, with a sort of ^udder of 
dtsgnst. " I wonid rathor think that ha ia right — that I &m 
nothing to him— there is Bome mis ke. Xhese are tlie eteps 
where Oracchua was struck dovni ? " 
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" Yes ; and añer him Bienzi,'' I answered her^ not wonderiiig 
mndi ai her thinking of snch things at sach a momento becanse 
I always think of them myself in season and ont of it '* Bnt 
whatdidhedo? What did hesay? Was he indeed brutal to 
yon? Tell me more/' 

'' It does not matter/' she said wearfly. " Ybb, he waa nnkind. 
Bnt then he did not beÚeTe^ yon know-Hso it i¥as natnraL'* 

" Bnt why did yon not come to me ? " 

" I went to see the Fann in the Gapitol.'' 

" The Fann ! He oonld not help yon.** 

''Yes. It is help— it giyes conrage — to see those things that 
one has dreamt of always. How he smiles — ^he does not care 
that Praziteles is dead 1 " 

There was a dreamy &intness in her Toice^ like the yoioe of 
one light-headed £rom feyer or from want of food. 

She was so calm and so dry-eyed, she frightened me. She 
was all alone on earth, and sixteen years old« and without a loof 
to cover her in all the width of Bome ; and yet conld talk of 
Gracchns and of Praxitelesl 

" What will yon do, my dear ? '' I said to her, trylng to draw 
her back to the perils of her present place. " Shall I go see this 
Syrian, and try to soften him? If he be yoor mother's father, 
he mnst haye some sort of feeling, and some ríght " 

She shnddered, and looked at me with sad, strained oyes. 
''No. He called my mother eyil ñames. I wonld not go to him 
^not if he b^ged me. And it was so yile there, so yile, and I 
was 80 happy— thinking I came to Bomel" 

Then at last she broke down into a passion of tears, her head 
bowed npon her knees; I think her gnef was still mnch more 
for Bome than for herself. Men hate the tears of women ; so do 
I; yet I felt more at ease to see them then. 

I tonched, and tried to raise her. 

The singing of the chorísters echoed &om the chnrch within : 
the warm glow died; the night fell qnite; there were only a 
stray dog and the solitary figure of a monk — here, — where the 
conqnerors had nsed to come, with clash of arms, and loud 
lejoidngs, whilst their captiyes passed downward into the etemal 
darkness of the Pelasgic prisons. 

*' Ck)me with me, my dear," I said to her, for she was so help- 
less now, and so young that she seemed nothing more than a 
child, and I lost my awe of her as of the awakened Ariadné. 
^' Gome with me,** I said. " Yon are sorely tired, and must be 
wantmg food too. I will do yon no harm, and I haye a little 
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clean place, tbongh poor; and we can. Bpeak ahout yoiir trouMe 
bett^ tliere than in Uie strcet her& I am Crif^pin tlie oobbleí 
— nothiiLg else. But yon may ímst me. Come." 

It was fiome time bcfore she stilled herself, nnd fnllj nnder- 
le, for Ehe woa stupcücd with fatigue and pain, and 
fuUowed me vhen her possianate low weepiíig ceased, with the 
eiliauBted docility of a pooi animal tbat has beon oTerdriTsn. 

She was ouly eizteen yonra oíd — and ahe had thought to 
come to tJiB Borne of OotaTial 

I led her almost in silence to my home. 

As yon come firom Janicnlan, aoross the bridge of Pope 
BixtuB, yon inaj eee on yonr left hand, high up in the last houae 
wall, a window, with pots of caraationa on a wooden baloony, 
and bean-flowers running up their strings across it, and ít hangs 
brightiyrjgbt aboTe thewateijandanyonesittingatit canlook 
right away up and down the grand curres of Tibar upon either 
«de, with the tumble-down honsea and the anoient teroplea 
jnmbled ti^ether npon the yellow edgea of the shoteB, 

It is the window of my room ; of conree I waa moBt at home 
in the open air, but I had to sleep Gomewhere, and the oíd 
marblee and the oíd bookH that I had got together conld not he 
ont in the rain of nighls ; eo t3iÍB is my home, and PippOj who 
lives on the eame landing, cooka fot* me ¡ and Ersilia, who Iítbb 
below, looks after it for me ; and oíd blind PipÍBtreUo, who livea 
above, and fiddlea so swoetlj that all the goldfinchee and nightin- 
galea high above in the wooda that were Oalba'a gardens, Btroin 
their throatB foi en^y, uaed to come and fiddie there Bometimee, 
with hia blind eyes turaed to the yellow water, and the Temple 
of Veeta, and the Sacred Island, aud tbe mine of the Temple ot 
Healing, 

To thia one room of mine I took my Borgheae Ariadné, who 
had gained human limbs, and dragged them very wearily ¡jong. 
Wliat elae could I do ? One could not leave a girl like that to 
go to her death, or to worse tban death, in the Btreets of a dty 
quite strange to her, whore she had not a &iend, and ouly aongÜ 
goda that were dead. 

I talked on to her as we went, rombling nonsense no deruht, 
and I do not think sbe heard a word ot it — at least she never 
answered ; she moved dully and BÜently, her head drooping, her 
feet Beeming boav; aa lead. As I tumed to her on the threshold 
oí the house upon the bridge, she gtew paler and palor, stumbled 
a little, put out her hands with a feeble gesture.and would have 
folien but for me. She bad grown giddy,and lost conscioaaneae 
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írom exhatustion and loDg fasting, and being in the sim all 
fhrongh the honis of the day. Oíd Ersilia was spinning in the 
doorway ; she críed out and carne to help— a good sonl always, 
thongh of direfol hot temper ; between ns we bore her within 
into Ersilia's bed^ and then I left her for a little to the woman's 
care^ and stood tronbled in the street withont 

I lit my pipe. A pipe is a x)ocket philosopher, a tmer one 
than Sócrates^ for it never asks qnestions. Sócrates mxist have 
been Tery tiresome^ when one thinks of it. 

With the help of the pipe I made up my mind, and went 
npstairs into my chamber. 

It wonld have looked a poor^ bare place enongh to rich 
people^ no donbt; bnt yet it looked fine to the people of my 
qnarter — ^mnch too fine for a vagabond cobbler^ even when he 
sat qniet and respectable at his stall, and might be almost callad 
a shoemaker. For in twenty years* living^ with odd tastes and 
many persons kind to me^ and ideas of a dwelling-place different 
to my conntryfolks — ^firom haying travelled &r and lived with 
man sometimes very &r aboye me in position of life, — I had 
coUectad things in it that took off for me its desolataness and 
homaliness, and made it nnlike any other room in that Hione. 

There were some oíd Glerman pipes, with mediseval potters* 
painting on their bowls, relies of my oíd days in Dürer's city ; 
there were little bits of delicate French china, little caps and 
figures and milkbowls, that women had giyen me in those good 
times of my yonth and my wandarings; there were three 
massive oíd qnattrocento chairs, with seats of gildad leather; 
there were a few oíd mazzotint prints, and soma of Stefano dalla 
Balla's animáis, that artists had giyen me; there was a grand 
cid tarsia cassone, too, that Hilarión had sent there ona day to 
be kept for him, and never had taken away again ; and there 
were many pieces of agate and cameo, of bronze and of marble, 
that I had fonnd mysalf in the teeming soil of the Agro Bomano, 
as the wooden plongh of some peasant tnmed them npward, or 
fhe browsing month of some ox cropped the herbage that had 
hidden them. 

And, aboye all, I had my armless Mercnry, really and tmly 
Greek, and almost as well preseryed as the Mercnry of the 
Tatican ; a yery thonghtfnl, donbting Hermes, mine, as thongh 
he had jnst made woman, and in his yonng, cold heart was 
Borry for her, as thongh foraseeing that the fair and dark 
brothers, Eros and Anteros, wonld one or other always conqner 
and bind her, so that the wiles and ways, the &cile tongne and 
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le unerring sight, with which be himaeif dowered her, wonld 
úe powerless to keep iier from skvcrj and from kieging tbe stoel 
of her chains, and from moat worshíppbig tbo one wbo locked 
them fastoet and mude tbcir fettere surGst with a blow. 

That ia, I used to fancj what my Greek Hermea thought o! 
wbere he stcKid, a faii, maimed thiug, ín the pen1«ha maible. 
Sume Baid that Oophiaodorua mado him and Gome eaíd Scopas ; 
for mjself, I loved to go jet "lighci, and bolieTed that one 
migktier even thao thej did so. An^rhow, it was too good for 
my little, Ghabby, dusky, stono chnmber, wbore it had to be 
companioned with oñ flaaks and wine flasks, and melons and 
cabbagoB, and loathot and oíd shirts, and tbe straw of Fal^' 
bedding. But when the Gnu came in red OTor tbo led beau 
floweia on the balconj, and toucbed bis delicato and noble bead, 
I loved him ver; dearly, and be gare a tender grace, of &n 
eailier and gladder age than onTs,to the oíd bare room npon the 
rÍTer,Bnd seemed to sbeda light about it that did uot come fimn 
the bioad blue aky of Bome. 

I had a few otber little thisgs: — carved arme, wbosa beantj 
mada one Bee the nhole womau that is loet; on oíd Etrurian 
braoelet, bronze, and green as the niould that grows over the 
toml» of peasants and of kinga ; a lamp with a mouso npon it, 
that might have shed light npon the brow of S. Agnese herself, 
kneeliag in the bowoLs of tbe earth, wbere never daylight or 
moonlight carne; a colossal head of Greek eculpture, slmttored 
from the thn>at on eome day of eiege wben the marble temples 
fell Uke oxe-hewn eaplings ; blackened and bruised, and ciacked 
by fire, but with the orown of flowora and of fruit Btill fresh, aa 
thougli Glycera had juat plncked them to be mimicked in the 
Parían 1} her loTor's chisel. These things I had, and tbey leiit 
a grace to mj attic; and now and then tbey offered me gold for 
them, and I ate my bit of black bread and refuBed. It waa 
pleasant to feel tliat I, onlj Crispía the cobbler, had Gometbing 
the world woald Uke to haré and could not, unlees I ohose. 

Fossessíon is the mnrderer of haman lore; but of artistie 
love it is the very crows and chaplet, nnfading aad life leqewiug. 

Still, thongh I would not sell my Uetmes, I was a Tery poor 
man; foi in all tiades — irom statecraft to shoemaking — ít ia he 
who makea boles, not he wbo mendfi thom, that piospers. 

" Sea bow well I íare," said oíd Li'ppo Fede, wlio is a cobbler, 
too, in anothor Rione, and wbo one day got warmed with wine, 
uid Gpoke incautiousiy. " Look yon, Crispin, whenever I eew 
np a hole I slit anotjer, Juet a snick with a knlfi: — blacked oveí 
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uid never seen when tíie slioes go hame. Eh, pndse fhe saints ! 
ihe selÍHBaxne pair is baok npon my stáll within a fortnight^ and 
I make my moan oyer the rottenness of leaiher. Bnt yon^ my 
dear^ yon mend the hole, yon seo, and noTer pierce a new one. 
Wáll yotí may be poor ! Beddes, it is not fíEdr to the ciaft ; not 
fiar in any way. What ríght have yon to mend shoes so that 
peqple, seeing how yonrs wear, may get to think the reet of ns a 
set of cheats and rascáis ? There is no good fellowship in that, 
ñor common sense^ ñor brotherhood." 

ThnsFede. 

Yon greater ones, who are not shoemakers or shoemenders, 
bnt lawgiverB, book-writers, poUticians, philosophers, logicians, 
reformers^ and all the rest, do yon not find Hnmanity yonr Lippo 
Fede ? " Do not spoil trade/' yonr brethren cry, when yon wonld 
íSun be honest 

Bnt I do not drill holes, despite good Fede's gmmbling and 
reproaches; and so I am poor. 

Yet I thonght to myself : — 

** A girl cannot cost mnch to keep, not mnch more than a 
oonple of thmshes^ I snppose ; at least, to be snre^ the thmshes 
wear no garments ; still, just for a week or two^ till she can look 
ronnd her^ one wonld not be mined. Into the streets she cannot 
go, and the convents wonld not do for her. Instead of entering 
Ara Cceli, she went to see the Fann." 

8o I üionght to myself, and set to work clearing away Palés* 
strawnest and the oíd flasks, and the general litter, and smelling 
all the while with hnngry nostrils the fi^ that Pippo was fryiog 
for me, and which I never shonld taste— at least, if she conld 
manage to eat it. 

When I had made my room neat, which was easy to me, 
becanse I can tnm my hand to most Idnds of work, and see no 
shame in any of it, when I had done it — ^feeling glad, I 
remember, to see those scarlet beans at the casement all so 
brayely flowering np their strings, becanse they might please her 
with the snnset-gilded water shining throngh their leaves,— I 
went down again to Ersilia. 

'' Is she better ? *' I asked, and heard that she was so. 

" Then, like a good sonl, take the linen off my bed np there,* 
I said to her ; '' and pnt fresh linen on, and let her have that 
luom of mine for to-night, at any rate ; and let her feíncy it an 
empty room we haye here doing nothing." 

" Yon know nothing of her ? " said the oíd sonl, snsplcions 
of me. 
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" On my word, nothing ; bnt I am not afraicL And yon^ 
Ersilia^ my dear^ yon wonld not have wished yonr danghter, had 
filie lived^ to want a roof between her and the shame or the 
fitarvatíon of the streets ? " 

"No," said Ersilia, with her bright, fierce eyee dinuning. 
She had had an only child^ and lost her at sixteen years oíd of 
cholera. "No; and yon have a trne tongne, Grispino, and are 
an honest man. Bnt if I do what yon want, where will yon 
sleep?" 

" Oh, anywhere. Palés and I can always find a bed together. 
Go np and get the Unen now, and take her there ; and do not 
frighten her, and I will bring her something she can eat" 
" Bnt she is of fonl Jew spawn." 

" No more than yon or I, or Palés. The Jew disowns her. 
Anyhow, she is a girl ; and the streets are vile." 
She is handsome," said Ersilia, still snspicions. 
So mnch the worse for her. Go np and get the bed ready, 
dear Ersilia," said L 

And then I went ont and gossiped a little with the people, so 
as to tnm their hearts towards her ; becanse, did they thínk her 
of Jewish blood, I knew they wonld hoot at her, to say the least, 
and very likely drive her ont with stones, or acense her of 
poisoning the bright waters of onr fonntain. 

Bnt I have had some skill in managing the minds of crowds ; 
it is a mere knack, like any other ; it belongs to no particular 
character or cnltnre. Amold of Brescia had it, and so had 
Masaniello. Lamartine had it, and so had Jack Cade. 

They were all ready to hear, or rather to scream qnestions, 
which is a crowd's favonrite way of hearing, especially when 
that crowd is three parts female. The mere sight of the tired, 
drooping figure foUowing me across my threshold had been 
enongh to set them all aflame with cnriosity ; — so small a thing 
is enongh for ns to chatter of, ten honrs long, in Bome. 

I set their sympathies for, and not against her ; and told a lie 
flatly, and said there was nothing of Jewish blood in her, and 
had no time to do more, bnt ran in and got the fry from Pippo's 
kitchen. Brown and golden it was, lovely as a fry conld be, hot 
as hot, and seething and smoking in the sweetest manner — all 
its little bnbbles singing lond ; bnt I covered it np, and pnt a 
nioe little roU of white bread and a little fmit beside it, and 
put it all into Ersilia's hand, with a glass of Lachryma Cristi 
from the little dark hole in the stairs where I keep my wína. 
I did not like to go np to her myselíl 
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** Is 8he in my loom ? '' I asked. 

Ersilia nodded She was crofis ; she went np into the dark- 
11668 of the stairway. 

I smoked my pipe in Pippo's kitchen, to esoape the qnestions 
of the people ; for that córner by the fonntain, and the bridge 
itself, were growing foll and resonant with yoioes as the eyening 
coolness carne. 

j?ippo, who was always deaf, and was then bnsy getting 
ready a snpper to go across ^ a tin dish to a plmnp priest, had 
heard nothing^ and so asked nothing. I was not williDg that he 
shonld hear. Fippo was the best of sonls, but a devont 
belieyer^ to whom Jews and heretics were lower than the 
garbagCHseeking swine. Pippo £ned his cutlets by the saínts' 
grace^and kept nigh two hnndred days out of each year holy^by 
snoríng throngh them^ and drinking a little more than ordinary. 

In half an honr's time^ Ersilia carne down the stairs again : 
the píate was emptied. 

'' That looks well/' said I, cheerfolly. '' She has got back her 
appetite^ at least" 

*' Nay^ not a bit did she tonch. She ate the froit ; I ate the 
fritter. It were a shame to waste good food the good saints 
giye!'' said Ersilia, and expected me to be pleased. I! — who 
was hnngry as a peasant's donkey, and conld not for shame's 
sake ask Fippo for another snpper. Besides, his charcoal was 
gone ont, all its liye ashes being shoyelled into the tin box to 
keep his reyerence's platter warm. 

''She ate nothing 1 ** I said, mefolly And, indeed, it was 
hard npon me. 

'* The saints will remember it to yon, jost as well as thongh 
she had eaten it/' said Ersilia, with a gleam of hnmonr in her 
«yea ** It was more fít for ma She picked a little of the froit, 
bird-like, being thirsty. I think she has got feyer." 

'' Yon will not leaye her alone ? " I begged ; and felt that the 
sharp, honest sonl was worth a hnndred fries and fritters. 

Ersilia nodded. 

'' Oh, for the matter oi that, they want nothing in feyer ; 
tb^ líe like stocks and stones. Bnt I will see to her. Where 
do yon sleep to-night yonrself ? " 

''I shall do well any where— with Palés! " I answered; and 
waiked ont, knowing they wonld only laugh at me for being so 
anxions abont a stray strange girl — ^í, an oíd man, and past all 
foUies of the heart and fancy. 

Palés was dtting, bolt upright, and with a shrewd and 
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Biutioca face, beside tho stall, for it ñas past faer hQur to be 
ileased ¡ at Bucset Ehe and I troio al 1^073 driuking aitd eating 
cosily in Bome nook if it were bad weatLer, or off rambling 
bejocd the gales along Ihe broad green lerol if it wera fair. 
Palés detestad changa of an; kicd : tlieio ia na more conserva- 
tire politicían than a dog. 

But to-night I oul; gave her leaye to go avay and hnnt her 
«atB or meet ber lovers, as she chose, within the length of the 
Blreet and bridge, and sat down mjself to my board. 

" I ninst finiah Padre Trillo'a shoes," I said to my neighbours, 
and Btitchod away at tbem, and kept my pipe in my month to 
escape gossiping, vith the little oil lomp Gwiuging to and fro on 
its GOrd Tmdei my &wning, and the people coming a&d goin». 
with its light apon their lacea. 

"Heisinoneof bis qiioer mQodB,"they aaid to one aaotbor, 
pasEÍug me. 

It is of nso to have & repntation for quoemess; it gaics one 
nuiny solitary moments of p«a¡?e. 

Meanwliile the night drew on, and the bean-flowera beíbre 
my window up on Uigh lost their colour in the mooulight. 

I nondercd what my Hermes tbought of the new fuim tbat 
he gaj^ed upon — he who made woman. 

Have jou neyer known wbat it ia to beliere in the thonghts 
of a statne? You have neyor lived with roarble, then ; — marbie 
that epeaka to yon like a lÍTÍng thing, only tiat ia go muoh 
greator than any living thing ever vas ! 

I worked haJf the night at Fadie Trillo'a ahoes. He wsa a 
heavy man, who trod heavily; and there was much to be dona 
to Ihem. The people clearod away one by one, little fay little, 
tul all the gay, mirthful, dancing, love-making, wine-drinking 
little gioupa were broken op and gone; and one began to hear 
in the Btillness the ainging of tbe níglilíugales up on high, 
where tbe woods and gardons weie, and tbe boughs etül ntstled 
ihftt saw Taaso dia 

Wben 1 hud driven in the laat brasa nail, ü-.ere waa no sonnd 
at all bnt of their distant ainging, and of the falling of the 
fountain near at hand. It was an liour past midniglit, the honr, 
yon know, when the buried and forgotfen gods arise, they aay, 
and pasa througb Eome, weeping, bonnd together by tettars of 
dead leaTee. 

I laid myBclf down upon my plank, with Palea cnrled 
beneath ít, and full osleep ; I riroaraud of othor lives than thia, 
kiid in my druams the uightingaloe eorrowing for Itya, aad tbe 
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firan in the fountaiii water piping of dead days, miogled them 
«elves together^ and told me many th¡iig& 

Bnt who cores what they said^ or would believo ? Theee are 
only browB birds and perished AUes— so yon say 1 And I am 
only CSrispino the oobbler^ stítohing ai oíd leather ñ>r oíd Borne. 
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Wakiho^ the Faim was sflent, and the nightíngales, if they wero 
not sflent, had all their Toices drowned in the lond choms of all 
the other birds, which had been sonnd asleep all night, and now 
flnttered into joyonsness and movement, with the coming <rf the 
day, amongst the myrüe and the ilex leayes in the monastio 
gardens np ycnoder npon the Gk)]den Hill. 

Wáking, I woke cramped, of conree, and cold, and with the 
smeU of the dying lampwick in my nostrils, and the broad rosy 
flnsh íA the sky like the gloiy of the last judgment aboye my 
head. 

Wáidng, I wondered a moment, then looked np at my own 
window, where the bean-flowers were, and remembered why I 
was there^and thns, with Fftlés cronching in her straw and 
yawning, and the fonntain so near to ns both. 

Waküig, I yawned like Palés, and shook myself, and dipped 
my head in a pailfol of the fonntain-water, and looked, as I 
always look at daybreak, down the beantífol golden snrfiíce of 
the riyer, where it is all so calm and stirless, and the great 
bladk shadows lie so stfll^ and the sails of the boats droop idle, 
and the mined temples shine golden in the moming lighi 

Eyery one stfll was sleeping. It was not yet fíye l^ the 
docks. Sweet dear-toned bells were pealing from the chnrches 
down the shores ; and th^ and the cali of a fisherman setting 
his gireUa in the sweep of the cnrrent, and the mnrmurs of the 
water rippling and fiílling, a&d the song of the thmshes and the 
woodlarks in the thiokets, were the only sonnds there weie. 

The day was still so yonng that no eme was astír ; I sat down 
and stitched at those big boots of the bntcher ; bnt yery aoon 
1 8aw Ersilia with a mop in her hand, and a paál ; she oame to 
get the fonntain water. 

'' Yonr precions waif and stray is in high feyer/' she said to 
me, with that pleasnre in bad news which yonr trae gossip 
always takes. ** Begins to say nonsense, and all that ; a heavy 
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ütnpid feyer — there ia nothing to be done ; I did not like fo send 
lier to hoRpítnl withoTit yoTir word, but " 

" I will gff find ftn apothecaiy," said I ; and went snd foniid 
one ; ecoUiig ah oíd man, as oíd as mpEsIf, whom I knew well. 

" Whftt little ahe costa shaU be niy charEe," I told Ereilia, 
when I retumed ; and put o, new little pioce or two of monoj in 
bor hacd, becaofie monej ia more eloqaent thaa all jour poete, 
preacbers, or philosopbcrs, and has the only tougne that, stranga 
to no one, seeds no dictionary to ezploiu it to the simplcst 
nnleamed soul. 

Tbe apothecary said ít was not dangeroua, bat might be long ; 
¡t waa tbe common foTer of the city ; tediona and weariBome 
rather than Tery periloua to life. ít eeemed sbe was alwnja 
talking of Borne in a faint delirioas way, and had a fanoy that 
ahe bad been brought there for martyrdom ; oaly not martyrdom 
for Chriat'a ta\Q¡ but for the eako of the oíd dead goda that 
every otie else had abondoned, whiM abe heraelf to them was 
(aithful. 

" An odd fancy," aaid the apotbooary, takicg snnff. 

To me it did not eeem eo odd; / balf lielieved in them, only 
jt did cot do to aay so with Canon Sylvio'a and Padre Trillo's 
ahoee just takoQ home, and good coins paid me for them. 

So ahe lay sick there whilst I atitched leather more ateadily 
than ever I had done in all my life ; and Fal^, wbo diBliked the 
tnm tbat things liad taken, almost apht her triangle of a black 
month with yawning, 

" Ton make a rod £or your back, Crispin," said my friend 
Pippo, the cook. 

" Yon make a olog for youi hoof, Crispin," eaíd my íHend 
Tino, the tinker. 

" Tou make a fool of yourself, Crispin," said all tny neigh- 
bonTs of the Ponto Sisto comer, and the fishera watcbing their 
nets in the stream ; and what was worse, the curred mouth of 
mj Ilermea said ít likewise. Only the fann in the fountaia 
water said, " Whea men are foola, then only are they wise ; " and 
that little Toioe that livea in na, and must be destincd to live 
afler na, I think, said very clüarly to me, " What matter beiog a 
fool— in othar'a eyes— if only thou dost right ? " 

I might be doing foolishly. 1 couJd not well be doing wrong. 
As for the rod and aa for the clog, he has them both wbo ouoa 
admita ínto bim any hnman affection. Bnt without the rod we 
are bard and aelSsh, and wítbout the clog we are idle aa feathers \ 

• OH Ihe wir(L I 
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Still a fiK>l I was ; that all people aronnd the Ponte Sisto, 
aad in the Qaarter of the Taiméis, and all the físherfolk down 
both banks of the Tiber, were agreed ; bnt they liked me the 
moie becanse they coold laugh at me. To be loweied in yonx 
neíghboor's eetimation is to be heightened in bis love. 

Such a fool 1 to tum ont of a good chamber, and eat sparsely, 
and sleep with the dog, and pay a doctor's fees, and stitch, stitch, 
stitch, to boy ice and froit, and so forth, all for a stray girl, 
come from the Lord knows where, and of no more kin to me (if 
I were to be believed), than the human dnst of the Appían Way, 
or the long-fleeced goats coming tinkling at dawn throngh the 
Bisreets! ''Eh, such a fool!'' said the men and the women 
standing abont the honse doors, and nnder the wine-sellers' 
withered green bonghs, and beside the bright water splashing 
out of fhe lions' mouths at onr own fonntain. 

I let them say thebr say, and sat at my stall ; and the girl on 
high, with Hermes and the bean-flowers, meanwhile was ill, as 
was only to be looked for affcer her fatigue, and the hot sun, and 
the pain that had met her at the cióse of her weary trayeL 
*' There was the hospital/' they said. 
Yes^ there was, no donbt ; and I wonld speak reyerently oí 
all such places ; bnt one wonld not wish to die in one all the 
same ; and beside— I had loved women, and lost them ; I knew 
what their fancies are, and how they shrink from things ; quite 
little thÍDgs, that men would laugh at, or would altogether 
disregard, bnt which to them are as torments of Antinora. 

So I sat on at my stall through the sweet summer weather ; 
and she lay Hl np yonder behind the scarlet blossoms of my 
bean-flowers. 

It wonld be foolish to say that it did not cost me a good 
deaL Everything costs to the poor, and costs twice what the 
rioh wonld give for it. But I had a little money put away in 
an oíd stocking, in that cupboard in the wall where the wine 
was; and then after all no man need spend mnch on himself 
nnless he chooses. 

Whose business was it if I smoked but once a day at sunset ? 
or if I troubled Pippo no more to fry for me? Smoking is dry 
work for the throat in warm weather; and a hunch of bread 
with a little wine may suffice for any mortal whose paunch is 
nothisgod. 

Anyhow she lay ill np there, and I did what I could for her, 
stitohing down below. Ersilia was a good soul, and full oí 
kindliness; but charity is a flower not naturally of earthly 
growth, and it needs manuring with a promise ot profít 
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I do not think Ereilia left to hersalf wonld have beea at all 
onkind, but sbe would have been perfeclly certaín oí the esc«l- 
lecce of hospitals, and the superior chancea of tife in thom, and 
woTild have aoted on her certaintj with perfeet honeaty of intent : 
for people are alwaya moet honsEt wben they are in any sinoere 
fear for theroselTea. 

The fever wae very tediona, and the city grew very hot witb 
tbe heavy, diowgy, eíckly beat of the midsummer time ; and the 
poor obild la? tbero, parching and weary, and sleepiog very 
Uttie, tbe; told me, witb tbe glaring sun beating all da; long at 
the cloBod Bhntters of tbe room, and getting tbrough tbe creyioes, 
and buming in npon her. 

Once, aa I thought was mj dutj, I betook myself doíra to 
the Ghetto, and saw the oíd man— Ben Stilim. He was a talf, 
gaont, Serce-eyed man, wbo had been hsndsome most líkely in 
hÍ8 yoath, but wae hnngry-laokiog bb any Taltore, and aarage- 
looking as any wolf. He was in a miserable attic strenn witb 
rusty diisty odds and ende of thinga that he had bougbt from 
mg-pickerB áind beggors ; they eaid that was bis trade. 

I told her tale and mise witb snch eloqnenco, in hapd to 
niove him — tbongh be looked a brute — aa I could command to 
ay osage. He heacd in silence, mbbíng np an oíd iron look red 
with met ; tben showed bis teetb aa wolves do. 

"Mj danghter was a wanton," be said. "Her danghter — it 
tbere be one — may go and be the like for me. Get yon gone, 
whoeTer yon are. I ara poor, very poor, os yon eee ; bnt were 
I rioh with all the nches of Solomon, the maiden — if she be ona 
— sbould starve for me, I have spoken." 

Tben be glowered upon me with bis impenetrable eyes, and 
turned bis bock, atiU rubbing at hi§ rusty lock. Brutalíty, 
poTerty, wretchednees ; who wonld not deem her best eaved 
from Eiiob a triad? I hnrled a íew aneaToury wocda at him, 
and told bim bis Uireshold wae acciirsed, and departid ; bis 
mercy wonld have been more cmel than bis cmelty. 

I went and bathed in tbe open batba of the Tíber to be 
pnrified after all that beaatlineaa ; come what might to her, 
anylbii^ wonld be better than Ufe witb Buch an one os be. 

It was a hot erening ; I spbshed and plnnged. Palés with 
me; the water waa yeUow, and soaroely cool ; etill it was water, 
and BO allnred me; the moon was up when I retumed to m; 
comer by the Pont« Sieto. Uy window above tbe bridge stood 
opsn of conrGe ; Eisilia pnt her head ont of it : " She ía mnoh 1 

k better, she is safe to IÍTe," she cried to me. I 
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'' What shall we do with her ?'' I said to Palés. Palés stnok 
her tail ont stiffly ; she was not inteiested ; if it had been a oat 
indeed 

Palés had been bom in a wine-cart, and had at that time a 
lover in a pnblic letter-writer's dog, and knew the world, and 
knew that yonr wise man does not bestir himself about anotiier*s 
&te— nnless to Uft its bnrden off his own. 

Bnt I haye neyer been a wise man— or I had not now been 
stttohing boots and shoes for the tíred feet of the Boman pUba. 

One day as I was working^ — it was Yeiy early moming, and 
Palés and I and the Fann in the water were all álone^ — two 
slender hands were laid apon my stall^ and looMng np^ I saw 
her, jnst as I had seen her that day when I droamed of my 
Anadné of Borghese ; ciad jtust the same, and looking jnst the 
same, only she had no íiowers in her hands, and had the pallor 
of illness on her face. 

Her ^es were wet with tears. 

" I haye come to thank yon," she said, yery low. ** Only 1 
oannot thank yon— ever. Yon have been so good. I do not 
know what to say. And I have nothing " 

"There is no need to say/' I answered, almost ronghly. 
" And Ersilia was to tell yon nothing. I mean — ^an empty room 
there doing no good to any one—and yon are not eyen well now ; 
fihoold yon be ont like this ? Yon oannot be yery strong! ** 

" I awoke at daybreak, and I could not rest longer withont 
coming to yon ; Ersilia wonld not let me leave the room before ; 
yon haye been all so good — so good— and I " 

"There has been bnt little goodness; had there been less we 
had been bmtes. Are yon snre that yon are strong enongh to 
stand? Sithere!" 

I drew my bench ont for her, and she sank down on it ; for 
me, I was stnpefied by the loyeliness of her, and her likeness to 
ihat Borghese bronze. 

" Yon shonld be with them there in that cool green place ; 
yon and Piache; only Bacchns shonld neyer come near to yon, 
Bor Thesens eitiier," I murmnred to myself. She lifted her 
head in snrprise, thinking me mad, no donbt ; or else not nnder« 
standing, probably ; for indeed how shonld she haye nnderstood ? 

She had a little tnmbled paper in her hand, which she pnt 
ont to me. 

'<This is the receipt I had giyen me; they were to send snoh 
few ihings as I had ; conld yon ask for me ? There is not mnch 
■aya some bnsts of my &ther's; they might sell, and pay what 
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ÍB owing all tbis tima How loug Is it that I have been ill? 

Ersilia woald aot sny." 

" Oh, a few veeks ; tlus is midsummer, and jfon wUl enfier 
from the heat," I answered her. " Yes, I wiU ga and ask aFtor 
yaui thlngs ; bat as for pajment — the loom waa empty, and 
EiBÍL'a, I am sure, ^ould nevet wieh— my dear, sho lost a 
daughter of yonr age." 

A certain prottd shadow atole ovor her face. 
" And I om gratefuL Do not think I want to acquit so great 
a debt as that, I only hope ío pay the money it has cost. That 
can mafce no difíerence in ono'u heart. I say it vory badly— bat 
you know what it is I mean I " 

" Oh, yes ! I know — Palés, bo silent." 

" Ihe room is yonr room ; tbat Ersilia told me ; " ehe aaid, 
with the oolonr rising np over her brow. "I cunuot boar to bo 
Bomuch tronblo; Iwish to go away. Iwill tiy and keepmyself. 

I can make littlo things in clay. I might help eculptors " 

" My dear, go back to my room, since yon will have it, ¡t ia 
mine ; and do not pain ns all by taking flight Uko tbis," I said 
to her, féeling liko a fool, not knowing wliat to Bay, and deafened 
with the jealoos noise of Palés. " I will go and get yonr things 
when I bave done this pair of boota ; and do you rest, and then 
in the oyening I will hrjog theni to you, and we will talk. Bat 
have BO fear ; the gods love yonth ; and we are all yonr frienda." 
Sha thanked me once more with the lovelieat smilo, líko 
Guniise illumining the sadncas of her face, then went, with an 
obedienco I could not bave looked for, away to the comer of the 
orídge, and into Ihe darkneaa of Ersilia's doorway. 

I had been aníions to havo her well away before all the 
young peosantB trooped in from Janioulan with their market 
fruits and greenery; and before two or three studenta who 
dwelt npon the bridge, shonld come ont on their morning stroll 
to the BCaiIemics. There wae no barm in any of these lada— bnt 
they were iads ; and she was the living ¡mago of that Aiiadná 
away in the gallorj of the Borghese, Íe the shadow of the oíd 
groen iles woods. 

I Btitched on manfnlly at the boots ; they belonged to the 
blacksmith round the córner. 

Why LB a blaokamith always a balf-heroie, and eTen ahnoat 

oetíc person, and a cobbler always moro or lesa absurd ? 

Ib it Tiler to shoe men than borses? Or ia it that the griu 

divinityof Heph^astnaandMulcibeThae given a aort of grandeur 

for OTor to the anvil and tho forgo? Or is it becanso great 
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Lydppiis "was a blacksmith ? and becanse it was a oobbler that 
eet ifae miirderers on Cicero? Yon may make a shoeing-smith 
Tery Odyssetis or Héctor in yonr poem^ and no one will langh 
at yon or yonr pictnre ; bnt yonr hnman shoemaker is always 
beneath contempt : it is yery nignai 

There was a crashing and jingling oonfdsion of sonnds, and a 
tlatter of restless horses* hoofs ni)on nneven stones. 

" I tnmed ont of my way to say farewell to yon^ Oríspin^** 
said the sweet melodions yoice of Hilarión on my ear. " No, 
there is notbing the matter, and it is neyer too warm for me; 
bnt the foncy came to ns an honr or so ago ; I shall be back— 
ah, who knows when ? When they nnearth any fresh nymph 
&om my fields. Go np to the yilla when yon will^ and how yon 
will ; go and stay there all snmmer throngh, as thongh I were 
there. Bnt yon mnst be at yonr comer when I come, or Borne 
will not be Bome. It conld better lose the fann from the Capítol 
than the fann of yonr fonntain." 

He leaned downwards and shook my hands, the horses sixrang 
forward, angry at the noise of the water; in a moment he had 
both come and gone; the black-browed singer, who was his 
latest fEuicy, was beside him ; they swept on, and left me thera 

Only a few days before he had spoken of passing all the 
snmmer in his beantifnl home nnder Soracte; had planned a 
thonsand excnrsions and excavations ; it had been ascertained, 
or imagined, that his Tilla of Daila was on the site of what had 
once been a conntry-seat of Petronins Arbiter ; he had xmder- 
taken excavations on a large scale in its yineyards ; a few days 
before they had fonnd a broken bnt yery loyely marble of the 
nymph Canens, and he was eager to lay bare the earth for more 
treasnres ; he had insisted with his charmíng imperions way that 
I shonld spend all the snmmer and yintage months with him ; 
he had meant to banish women, to be alone, to transíate the 
songs of the Greek of Gadarene, to wríte a lyric drama upon the 
necklace of Eriphyle — and now he was gona 

For myself I was sorrowfnl ; Hilarión to me was both a solace 
and delight. Looking np at the bean-flowers aboye the bridge, 
I was glad. For she, np yonder, was fairer than that nymph 
Canens whom he had nnearthed from his fields beneath Soracte; 
and he— - 

It was many years since I had fírst met Hilarión. When I 
had seen him first he had been only a most loyely boy ; beantifnl 
as any whom Mimnermns and Theognis delighted to sing of in 
their odes. 



It waa in au earlier time, just before I had oeased wanderíng 
■bont, and, boing smittcn with homeaickness at sight of the 
Modonnina oT oíd Mino, had come to aet np mj atall to Oriapia- 
OrÍBpianaa. 

It happenod thos. 

There was plagne in tbe aity of ^tíb ¡ the cholera killed ita 
thonpands and teñe of thousanda. The gay apring and mid- 
BnmmeF months trete made ghiutly by it, and in the open-air 
Iheatre, where the comedians I then belonged to were acttng and 
siiiging merrily enongh for the meagreat pittanoe, night after 
night Gome warkman or student or sewing girl woold bo eeized 
with the pangB of the diré dÍBease se the; Eat and Inughed thore, 
chevinga peach, or etnelling a knot of ja9miiio,and wero carried 
ont of the place, neithor to laugh ñor to weep any more. 

Tbere were bnrníng droughl and hideous sicknesa, and 
peopls talked wildly of poisoned wella, aad suapeclfid (onl faith 
everywhere, as they will in the fear of contngion and in the 
contagión of fear. I did wbat I could ; it waa not mnch ; tho 
silence of death made ¡tself felt everjwhere ; one usad to look in 
a Bort of infuriated despair down the Seine— that had shrank 
from ita yollow banks — and tMnk of Tiber and our Sacred 
iBland, and wonder where the oíd fair days had gone, when in 
tiue kjnd of inL°ery the Gities conld pray to Zeus, and bclíeve 
that they beheld bim bring hoalth and morcy as the goldeu 
eerpent crcpt tram aea to shore. 

One night, ín the heJght of the plagne, going along, as the 
moon had risen, where the street was solitary, I met a man 
cnrrying a woman in bis arma. 

He criad alond to me, and I went to him. 

" It seized ber a little while ago," bo eaid to me. " We wore 
in the opera honse — my horses and servanta had not come— no 
one woúld toncb her; help me to get ber borne — if you bave no 
ffftr." 

I had no fear. I beiped bi-m to carry her. She was perbaps 
twenty yeara of age ; not more. She waa already lÍTÍd and nn- 
conscious, thongb ehe wiithed and moaned. She was a very 
pretty pink and wliite thing, and the jewels on her sparkled and 
seemed to langh horribly in tbe moonlight. 

He waa a youth, not more than twenty himaelf, if ao tnnoh ; 
ta!l, and fair, and beantifnl, with eomething imperíooB and tired 
on hia bce already. 

The Htreets were empty, though a lew folts liie him were ot 
the Decamerone tem per, and wenl (o song and feast ín the midst 
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of the imiTeisal death ; yet these weie Usvr, and oamages were 
rarely met, because so many had fled out of the doomed city. 

We bore her between ns as best we might to where she lived; 
it was not yery far; a great place^ in which she had seyeral 
rooms, laxarious, and foU of scattered^ useless riches, snch as 
yonng men lavish on such women as she was. The chambeis 
were decorated in the taste of Faris, light and white^ sUyer and 
golden. 

We laid her down jxpofñ her delicate bed. I remember it was 
all cnrtained with white satín embroidered with palé roses, and 
aboye it hnng a litüe Loye— laughing. There were lampa bnm- 
ing, and a heayy sweet smell npon the air from jara of lilies and 
of hothonse flowers. 

I left him with her, and ran for aid. When I fonnd a doctor^ 
and took him np the stairs, with one glance he saw death wrítten 
there. He tried his remedies, but without any hope in their 
power. He, like all men in that season, had grown used to seeing 
hnman bodies drop like swarms of stifled bees. In less than an 
honr the girl lay dead ; grey and dosky and swollen under her 
blossoming roses and her langhing Loye. She died horribly, in 
short but mortal agony, and rather like a poisoned rat than like 
a hnman creature. 

All the while her yonng loyer watchcd her with little emotion ; 
he seemed rather cnrions than pained. He was a beantiful boy 
— ^hardly more than eighteen, but no cynic of dghty years ooold 
haye been colder before that deathbed than he was. 

There was no &rewell eyen between them in her interyals of 
conscionsness. She had only mnttered curses on her pain, and 
he had only said " Foor Lilas ! " as carelessly almost as a heart- 
less man might say a word passing a dying horse by the wayside. 

When she was qnite dead, he rose and offered me his hand. 

'' Yon haye been so good ! How can I thank yon ? Tobear 
Buch a scene, and for a stranger. In yonr place I think I should 
haye refosed. She is dead, yon sea Poor Lilas ! — an honr ago 
langhing at the theatre, and counting on haying a big emerald 
she had screamed for in the moming. It is droll, yon know— * 
no religión of any kind conld explain that, If eyer one doubted 
that death is an end of all things, one wonld know it seeing such 
women as these die. Think of heayen or hell for Lilas! it is 
making a midge a giant She was mxmching sweetmeats an 
honr ago, and teasing me for emeralds — ^and there she is now, 
' an immortal soul ' in their jargon. Look, Loye laughs — weU 
he may. Her «temity must be about as good a jest as his." 
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He BX)oke rather with indiñerenoe than leyity. A diamond 
flowerHspray had fallen ofif her bosom on the bed. He took it np 
and tossed it in his hand. 

'* That was the price of the sotd. Let it be bnríed with her 
as ihe Etrnscans boried toys with their ohildren. C!ome away. 
The snrgeon will send the women, and she has no beanty to 
show US now ** 

''Yon will leaye her here alone!** I said in disgnst at this 
wj, 80 beantifol and so brutal. 

'* Why not ? " he said, dreamily. " It is omly a dead butterfly. 
There was no harm in her, and no good. She was a pretty 
animal, with a sleek skin and an insatiable appetite. Nature 
made her— which was a pity perhaps ; and Natnre has nnmade 
her, whioh is no pity whatever, thongh yon seem to think so. 
What is she to me ? I only saw her fírst three months since 
here in París. Her own Love laughs; why should any one 
weep ? Gome away ; there are the women, and she is ngly to 
look on— -all in an honr, yon see ! ** 

He took me with him throngh varíons rooms into one which 
looked down on a garden ; we saw the stars throngh the lace- 
hnng Windows ; there was a ríoh snpper on the table, and lights 
were bnming. 

He ix>nred ont wine and pushed it to me, and sat down and 
drank himself. 

I refnsed it I thonght he gave it me becanse I seemed a 
low fellow to him, and the Mnd of man to be paid for service. 

**Why do yon not drink?" he said, impatiently. "It is 
good wine — my wine — ^if yon are donbting thai" 

** Death and wine do not go together, thongh the Etrnscans 
thonght they did," I answered him blnntly. *' And I will tak(> 
my leaye of yon. I cannot see a woman die, and langh— if yoi) 



can." 



it 



Have I langhed? I think not. As for a woman— Lilas 
was not a woman. She was a pretty oat, a little sleek beast of 
prey, a ball of soft wool with a needle hidden in it — ^anything 
yon like ; bnt not a woman. I snppose there are women some- 
where ; creatnres that love men, and bear their yonng, and are 
£BdthfaL I snppose they did not all die with Andromache and 
the resi Bnt these things we play with are not women. They 
haye as many bloodsnokers as the fish Ootopns, only they are 
pretty to look at, and snck yon softly as a cooing dove. Can 
yon read Shakespeare? Yon think Dante greater? Of 
oonrse yon do, being an Italian. Bnt yon are wrong. Dante 
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neyer got out of hiB own narrow world. He fílled the great 
blank of Hereafter with his own spites and despites. He marred 
his finest verse with false imagery to rail at a foe or flannt a 
polemíc. His Etemity was only a millpond in which he shoold 
be able to drown the dogs he hated. A great man I— oh, yes ! — 
bnt neyer by a leagne near Shakespeare. Sympathy is the hall- 
mark of the poet. Genius shonld be wide as the heayens and 
deep as the sea in infinite comprehension. To nnderstand 
intnitiyely — ^that is the breath of its Ufe. Whose understanding 
was eyer as bonndless as Shakespeare's ? From the woes of 
the mind diseased, to the coy joys of the yielding yirgin ; from 
the ambitions of tiie king and the conqneror, to the clumsy glee 
of the clown and the milkmaid; from the highest heights 
of hnman life to the lowest follies of it — ^he comprehended 
all. That is the wonder of Shakespeare. No other writer was 
ever so miracnlonsly impersonal And if one thinks of his 
manner of life it is the more ntterly snrprising. With every- 
thing in his birth, in his career, in his temper, to make him 
cynic and reyolutionist, he has neyer a taint of either pessi- 
mism or reyolt. For Shakespeare to have to bow, as a mere 
mime in Leicester's honse ! — it would have given any other man 
the gall of a thonsand Marats. With that divinity in him, tó 
sit oontent nnder the mnlberry trees, and see the Sqnires Luey 
ride by in state,— one would say it would have poisoned the 
yery soul of St. John himsel£ Yet neyer a drop of spleen or 
enyy came in him, he had only a witty smile at false digni- 
ties, and a matchless universallty of compassion that pitied 
the tyrant as well as the serf, and the loneliness of royalty as 
well as the loneliness of poyerty. That is where Shakespeare 
is nnapproachable. He is as absolutely impartial as a Greek 
Ohoms. And thinking of the manner of his life, it is maryel- 
lons that it should haye bent him to no bias, warped him to no 
prejndioe. If it were the impartiality of coidness, it would be 
easy to imitate ; but it is the impartiality of sympathy, bound- 
less and generous as the sun which ' shines upon the meanest 
thing that liyes as liberally as on the summer rose.' That is 
where Shakespeare is as far higher from your Dante as one of 
Dante's angels from the earth." 

He spoke with grace, and animation, and sinceríty ; he had a 
Bweet yoice, and a sort of eloquence which, when I came to 
know him well, I knew was a matter of natural impulse with 
him, and neither studied ñor assumed. But at that momeut, 
for a minute I thought him mad, and for another he filled me 

F 
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with disgiusi He drank more of his ligbt wine when he had 
ceased to speak; for me, I threw the glass that he had fílled me 
oat of the window into the moonlight. 

** You talk very well, no doubt," I said to him bluntly, " and 
about yonr Shakespeare you may be right The Germans always 
told me the same thing, only they say, some of them, that he 
was Lord Bacon— which, if true, npseta your theories. But 
when yonr ligbt o' love lies dead ten secondis ago, and yon heed 
her no more than if she were a poisoned rat, it is an odd time 
to take to preach in praise of sympathy, or say pretty things 
abont a poet." 

He smiled, in no wise provoked. 

'' I am a poet, too, or think so — ^that is why. We break our 
hcarts in verse." 

" Break it in solitude, then," said I ronghly. " You do not 
want me; you must have troops of friends; for you must be 
rich, or you neyer had been fovoured by that poor dead wretch. 
The lees I hear you .talk, the less bitter my mouth will taste 
for the next month. Good-night to you." 

I tumed my back on him, surlily I daré say, for he was 
nothing to me except a base-souled, cynical-tongued youth, and 
that breed I hated, haying known the true wants and woes, and 
the real mirthful joys of life, as poor men do perhaps oftener 
than the rich ; that is, if they be not peevish with their poverty, 
which spoils everything, as sour cheese spoils the best maccaroni. 
But when I had crossed the room half-way he crossed it too, 
and oyertook me. 

'* No— stay with me," he said pleadingly, as a woman might 
" I like your face, and you were kind to-night. My friends will 
not come for two hours and more. The supper was fixed for 
late, and I do not care to be alone— with that thing dead so 



noar." 



I looked at him in surprise ; there was emotíon in his Yoice 
and in his face. I wondered which was real — the leyity or the 
feeling; now I think that each was, turn by tum. 

" What is that dead thing to you VI said, echoing his own 
words. " She is so ugly to look at— just in an hour— and she 
had no soul, you know." 

He looked at me with a look of curious bewildered paín, and 
contempt, and passion, all together. 

" No ; she had no soul. She is like a dead rai That is just 
thfj horror of ii It is so with us all, of oourse; oh yes. But 
still it sickens one, in spite ot reason." 
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He threw hünself into a chair^ and a dark shadow carne npoQ 
his face, that took all its youth away, and made it weary. Ho 
oovered his eyes with his hands some minutes ; then he looked 
np, and rose and pushed more wine to me, saying, *' Drink." I 
saw on his £ur cheeks two great slow coursing tears. I drank 
his wine. 

From that night Hüaríon and I had often been together. 
We had been ñiends so far as two men could be, sundered by 
diferent age and different tempers, and most utter difference in 
all ontward circnmstances of life. I had leamed to loye him, he 
being one of those who compel yonr liking against yonr judg- 
ment; and Hüaríon, with his strange liking in tom for me, 
his fwdes, his ríches, his grace, his charming talk, his wanton 
wanderings through all the realms of all the arta and the 
philosophies, gaye me many a bright hour in my life, for which 
I was his debtor in many a year that brought him to that great 
white Tilla nnder the shadow of Soracte, which it had been his 
whim to bny, that he might as nearly as possible lead the life of 
Catnllns and of Horace in this age of prose. 

When Hilarión was not in Borne, or near it, I myself lost 
mnch; yet now I was glad that he was going ; going far away 
for any indefinite space of time that his caprice might díctate. 

** It is best so — be qtiiet," I said to Palés ; but Palés was 
howling after him, because she adored him, as did all female 
things. Tet he would strike her — when he was in the mood, or 
she was in the way. 

He killed a dog with a blow once ; a carelees blow of mere 
impatience. He gaye the dog a marble tomb amidst the flowers, 
and wrote a poem on it that made the whole wide world weep. 
Bnt that could not make the dog aliye again : — ^poor brute 1 

Palés howled after him ; she had seen the tomb, and doubt- 
less heard the story from other dogs, but that wrought no differ- 
ance in her, she being a female thing. 

For me I was glad, as I say, for Hilarión would at times 
climb up into my room upon the bridge, to gaze at the Hermés, 
and send his many dreamy fancies out oyer the bean-flowers, 
and down the reaches of the riyer with the palé rings of the 
«moke ; and he was not one whom it was easy to baffle about 
anything, or send on any false scent at any time. 

When he told me his ñame that fírst night in París it wai 
one that the world had heard of, yery young though he was. 

He was only a boy, indeed, but within the year then past he 
had leaped into that kind of sudden and lurid fame whioh is 
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the most perilous stuff that can test tlie BtroDg sense of t, man 
OT a wonian. II is a tarántula bita to most. few eaa have beeo 
bitten witli it witliout oraving fot eyer the miisic of applause, or 
losiiig their brain giddilf, and djing ía dizzy gyrationa. 

Hilanon had as mnch strong sense as lias ia a strong aoorn, 
»nd Uiia preserres the head oool, sinca nothing in all the worid 
is BO cold as íb contenipt ; bnt he had no other strength, bo his 
bme hatt him, becanse ít íncroased bis egotism, and reudcred 
effort needleBS. With different fortunes, acd toased on a sea of 
endeaTour in a dark uight of adyereitj, he would have b«en a 
great man. As it ñas, he was only a cleTer idier deBpite his lame. 
That nigbt iThen the poor wretch of a Lilas died he had been 
only a brilliant haj, but as the jears had rolled on he had done 
míghtier things, and become more celebrated. But to be cele- 
biitted ia still far off from beisg great. 

He had the temper of Hsine and the mnae of MnEset ; talent 
liks this wlien given with man; other gifts that command 
foTtnno, eosilj passea with the worId for geuiue. And, in a 
seDBe, gcnluB it was : only it was geniua withoiit immortalit]' in 
it — it waa a rose that had a Etinging inaect at ita core, instead 
of the moming dew. 

Life had been alwaya Bmnoth for Hilarión, and thovgh the 
sadneaa ía him was real and not aesumed, it was that more 
Bültish sadnesB whieh takes ita rise from fatigue at the in- 
snfficienoy of any pleasure or paaaion to long anchant or reign. 
He carne of two oppcffiiog races: his father had been a 
Germán noble, his motber a Grcok príncess ; his whole educa- 
tion had been in Faris; ho bad considerable wealth, and large 
estates that he sm>'cel;' ever viBÍtod ; he had beeo his own master 
from very earl j yoara; and in mind aad person Natnre had been 
most prodigal to him. Yet, despito all tlñs, nona could have 
Eaíd that he was eatisfied with Ufe : ene ought to say, perhaps 
becanae of all this. 

Half his sadnesB waa discontent, and the other satiety ; bnt 
thÍB kitid of Badness íb widely díiforent to the noble and pas- 
sionate grief which protesta against the inimitable torture of all 
creation, and the terrible silence of the Creator. 

It íb a melancholy that is morbid rather than majestic : the 
morbidnesB that has eaten into the whole tenour of modera life. 
Men have forgotten the virüe Pyrrhie dance, aad have tjocome 
incapable of the grace of the lonian : their only dance is a Banse 
Macabro, and thcy are alwaja band in hand with a skoleton. 
This age of yours is, íe Booth, perhapa the Baddest-tempered 
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that the races oí man haye ever known ; but this is the canse oí 
its sadness — ^that it has lost the facnlty to enjoy. 

Hilarión, and snch men as Hilarión, are its chosen prophets ; 
and their cnrse is for ever on the barrenness of the land. 

The oíd poets knew the fruitfolness of life, and sang of it 
But Hilarión and his brethren only see that Demeter has passed 
over the earth, and that aU is sicklied and sear. And their 
passionate protest of pain wonld be grand in its very hopeless- 
ness— only that it is Efpoiled by being too often rather qneru- 
lonsness than despair. 

From the night Lilas died to the day he drove past me now 
with his Boman singing-woman the life of Hilarión had been 
eYentful, bnt qnite shadowless, except for that faint, gray, nn- 
changing shadow of satiety. A shadow like death, which 
stretched across all his written pages: the shadow of that 
nniyersal incredulity which is the note of this generation. 

Horace belieyed as little as Hilarión ; bnt Horace, in whose 
time the world yet was young, said : " Let ns eat and drink and 
enjoy, for to-morrow we die ; ** and foond pleasure in the carpe 
diera, But the school of Hilarión says, rather : '' Of what use to 
eat, and how shall we enjoy? All beauty is unlovely, once 
possessed, and so soon we sleep the dreamless death-sleep with 
the worms." 

Between Horace and Hilarión there is a bottomless gulf, filled 
with the dull deep waters of satiety ; and in that gulf so much 
of manhood lies drowned. 

An age is like a climate : the hardier may escape its influence 
in much, but the hardiest will not escape its influence entirely. 
Now the poetic temperament is never robust; no more so 
ihan the mimosa is, or the m'ghtingale. 

The soul of the poet is like a mirror of an astrologer : it 
bears the reflection of the past and of the futuro, and can show 
the secrets of men and gods ; but all the same it is dimmed by 
the breath of those who stand by and gaze into ii 

When Hilarión carne past me in this early morning he was 
many years older than when he had seen Lilas die ; he was yery 
oelebrated; he had a genius that was facile and neyer failed 
him, more than a good lute does a good player ; women loyed, 
men sought, and enemies feared him ; he did as he chose, and 
wandered where he liked, and failed in nothing that he wished. 
And yet I would not haye changed places with him — I, Gnspino, 
shaping leather for my bread, with a cabbage-leaf on my skull, 
between me and the hot Boman sunshine. 
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For the worid WBa bcantifu! to me, and íta pnst aeemed full oí 
tt onder j and the joyB and pangs of Iho peoplo tlirílled me like 
innBio. And when I wcnt np and down tlie Htroets I aaw feces 
lighten at siglit of nie, and I carcd for that ; — tliat ie, jou sea, 
becauBe I am an ignoraiit man, and was soon contení at that 
time. Contení ia ignorance. 

Hilarión, wbo had Bverjthicg and knew everything, and 8ow 
ten thoneand people torn to look at hini if Le pasfied tlitongh a 
Btrange oity— Hilarión was restleBs and diesatisfied. 

The parable of Paradiee is a Tery Juat one. The tree oí 
knowlodge may havo ita roota in wiedoni and íts branchea ín 
aetion, perbapg: bnt its fruil ia for ever anresl. 

Well ! he waa gone, aiid gone far away. I efghed a titile for 
my own sake, and sUtched on in the loTel? light wanuth of the 
forenoon. 

My blackamith was a dmnken, diaaolute fellow; and beíng 
often idlo— for sboeing-emiths are at a diaconnt on oni Seven 
Hills — aa often as not ssod bis hammers to aptil open a neigh- 
bont'a brain'pan. Bnt we do not think much of Ibcso trifles, and 
he poid well, and I did hononr to bis boots — brare boota for 
feafit-daya, Ihat wero aliko his misery and glory- When they 
veré done I left them al bis place, and went ou in aearcb of the 
girra thÍEgs. 

Aftor mueb difficulty and delay— as there happen alwaya in 
Buoh matteía — I íound Ihem and had them given over to me, 
and tnmdled thom borne upon a friendly bagarino'a barrow, and 
aent them np to ber; poor emalJ sad burdens, emelling of tUe 
sea, and of Ibe roeeniary of the aboree wbenoe they had come. 

When evcning íell and coobesa come, I weat np, aa I had 
promiaed her, to my own room, where Ilermea was, and the 
oarnations and Ibe bean-flowers. 

EisUia had Bboved Ibe Ittlle low bedatead decoronsly withjti 
a recosa, and made no oppoaition to my entrance. The girl was 
in the oíd wooden batcony, whicb at that lime of Ihe year, and 
indeed at almost every otber, waa brimmiog over with flowera, 
Tbcre were aome amall buEta new to me, atandíng aboul ; two iy 
marbie, a few in clay, a tew more carved in wood. 

She did not hear me onter. 

Sha was Icauing over the woodon tail, with her foieheod 
agaiuat the bean-flowers, and her ftiet amidst Ihe tufts ol sweet- 
smelUng tbyme ; and indeed, when the stars are coming ont, bnt 
the annsct warmtb is atill upon Ihe skies, and Ihe lirer of Midan 
ia Btealing ailently by to loso itself amongst Ihe dense grass and 
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tengled lilies of the marshes^ there are nuiny less lovely thinga 
to do in this Ufe than to stimd thns before a window and look 
down throngh the heads of the flowers over the millioii roofs 
of Borne ; over the yellow curves of the water^ and the masses of 
trees that grow down to its edge in many places, and the gray 
and brown piles oí the bnildings, and the pines of the Pamphili 
and Gorsini woods, and the beloyed dome of 8i Peter's: — ^the 
Ghnrch of the World, the Altar of the üniverse. 

Before distnrbing her, I glanced at the bnsts npon the table: 
they were gracefnl things, but sadly weak. There was el^ance 
of foncy and of outline in them, but no strength and no origi- 
nalily. One oould well belieye them the work of a man who had 
been a leclnse and a dreamer, and had refosed to do any battle 
with the world. There was a bost of Faunos, that was pretty ; — 
dear god Fannns, the most despised of aU the gods in this day 
But, then, scnlptnre should have so much more than prettiness. 
OanoTa's prettiness cnrsed him ; It was almost barrenness. 

"They are my father's,'' she said, coming in from the 
baloony. 

She did not say, " Are they not beantiful ? " Perhaps some 
traer, stronger artistio sense in her made her conscioos where 
they were defídent But she looked on them with tender eyes of 
lingering affection ; and I could see that to part with them was 
hurting her. 

'* He was a dassic scholar, I see by them ? " I said, eyasiyely ; 
and indeed the choice of theines was fár out of the common. 

** A great scholar," she said, with the warmth of lo ve upon 
her face. ** He taught me aU I know. He lived in his Greek 
and Latín books. The books and these are all he had to leaye 
me." 

*' You know Latín and Greek ? " 

*' Oh, yes," she answered, in a sort of surprise, as at so simple 
a questíon, as though I had asked her — ^had she learnod to read. 

" He would wish me to sell them,' she said, with that look of 
Btrongly-repressed pain which gaye her young feuse so much 
forcé. ''If they ought all to go, take them all. I must owq 
Ersilia so much. And should I haye enough to get a littlf 
chamber for myself near this, and buy some day to wov^ 
in ?" 

" You cannot owe much," said I, lying, as the best of us do 
lie on occasion. ** And one ot these busts, or two at most, should 
bring enough to pay it all and keep you for weeks afterwards, if 
thatbe what yon are thinking. You wish to stay in Bome?" 
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I know no one any where. I haye no firíend/' she saíd^ >7ith 
a BÍmplicity of desolation that wounded one more than all the 
eloquence of woe. 

" Yon have me, my dear," I said, hnskily ; for I felt like a 
fool, and was cross with myself for being no better and no 
mightíer than I was, to be of nse to her. *' I am an oíd man, as 
you see, and of no accoont, and work for my daily bread ; but 
yon may connt on me — I will be tme to yon. I can do Úttle; 
bnt wbat I can do " 

"Ton are good, and I was nngratefnl and forgot/' she 
answered, and laid her hand in mine. 

I let it lie there, and bent my head over It. I felt as any oíd 
cordwainer of Yenice might have felt to Gatherine of Gypms : her 
yonth oompelled my age to loyalty. 

Then I pnt on a sheepish look. 

"Now yon want a room, yon say. Why not keep mine, 
paying me something ? It would suit me very well," I said ; " be- 
canse, yon see, my dear, I am a poor man, and of even the little 
yon wonld pay I should be glad. And so we should do one 
another mntnal service, as poor people should; and I have 
another place to sleep in, because, yon see, I keep late unseemly 
honrs; and Ersilia is angry if one 'knocks her up, and tells so 
quickly if one be the worse for wine ; not that a Eoman ever is, 
you know, except sometimes, in October, out of remembrance of 
Anna Perenna, who was not Dido's sister, oh I dear no, thongh 
the scholars tried to make her so when Hellenism became the rage, 
and the Jnlii would have it they were Trojans. We Trasteverim* 
all say we are Trojans to this day, and indeed the story of ^neas 
is so pretty, one wonld be loth to lose it and the thirty little 
white pigs, and the oíd white-haired shepherd king of Arcadia. 
Will yon picase me, and keep the room ? " 

She looked at me with her clear, pathetic eyes. 

*' Will it really suit you ? Are you sure you do not speak 
against yourself ¿rom kindness ? *' 

And, may the Gtoda forgive me! I swore by all of them 
that not only would it suit, but be the making of me; and I 
persuaded her I spoke the truth. My marble Hcrmes seemed to 
me to smile ; I suppose he was thinking how many millions of 
lies men have been telling for Woman's sake since fírst he made 
her out of sport one day. 

But there was no other way that I could so well have served 
her, for there was no room empty in Ersilia's house, ñor had 
there been one could I have been sure that I could always be 
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able to pay for it ; but I knew that I conld always lend my ovm and 
Bleep with Palés, or anywhere about, on bench, or tmder x)orch, 
as poor men do. I might get madness from the moon, or death 
from the bad air: but who is snre that he is whoUy sane? 
And better company has gone before ns to the tomb than any 
that lives now ! 

** We nnderstand one another, then/' I said, after a pause, 
for I do not like the sadder side of life, and would always tnm 
away frcHn it were it x)ossible. " I am only Crispino the cobbler, 
a queer fellow, as yon will hear ; and an oíd man, and poor, but 
yery well contented — and how much that is to say 1 I am so 
glad yon will keep this room. It is no use to me ; my business 
lies in the street from night to moming, and Kermes here must 
be so glad to see your face instead of mine." 

I then asked her if there was nothing that she had moulded 
herself which she oould show me. She said that they were yery 
littíe things, not worth the looking at, but fetched them. I 
found them fally worth: gracefol, yet strong. Little naked 
figures of físher-children, full of spirit; and some heads and 
figures of classic themes, treated with far more strength than 
was in any of her Mher's. One wingless Love of the early 
Greek i)oets seemed to me wonderful from such a child. I told 
her so. 

"Howcanyou look at them after myfather's?" she said, 
almost in reproof. " And indeed, you know, the working was in 
80 much his : the idea was mine and he helped me to put it into 
shape." 

" The idea is the art," I said, angry with her that she should 
80 deprédate herself foi that dead and useless man, whom I myself 
could have kicked almost in his coffin. 

Howeyer, I did not say that, but took two busts — the one of 
Heliodora and the other of the boy Zagreus looking in the fiítal 
mirror; and I prayed her to accept hospitality of me for a day 
longer at the least, and left her looking out through the red 
flowers at the deep-blue skies of the night, with the stars shining 
on the moss-grown roof of the little Temple of Yesta, and in the 
sleepy, brown waters of Tiber. 

" You are not unhappy now ? " I said to her in ñurewelL 

She looked at me with a smile. 

" Yon haye giy^i me hope ; and I am in Bome, and I am 
young.** 

She was ríghi Bome may be only a ruin, and Hope but 
another ñame for deception and disappointment ; but Youth is 



supreme happiness in itself, becatuo bU posdbiiitiee lie in it, and 
DoUiÍDg in it is tm yet irrovocable. 

Ersilia hurried ia nt that moment, OBgrj becanse tlie case- 
ment was open, the wind cool, tho rivcr dangerouR, and all the 
trouble Blie had token iu the feTor impeiilled b; so mnch im- 
prudence. 

ErGÍlia was a grand oíd Román voman, majeEtic and im- 
poeing; but she was furious of toagns and riolent about smatf 
things, and mnch givun to driving otber people hither and 
tbither witb her will and Bery void. Of men she had alwaja 
the mogt miserable opinión. Fippo was the onlj good one of all 
bis worthlees set ; Pippo, wlio bad beon her loreí onco and her 
lodgar alwaja, and who, liaving euog his paasion to her on a lut« 
fiñrf jeara befare, now ehowed it in a less pootic bnt ae palatable 
A manner, by frjing hei manj a purple artichoke and golden 
little fish, and oooldng for everybody in her hÍTe-like bonse. 

The bnats I did Bell at a ehop I kneír in the Spanish Square, 
mnch frequented b; the foreigners. I got a small snm for each ; 
I qnadrupled it with that money in the jai in the wall, and tcxili 
it to ber. 

" I had dotibled this, bnt I have paid all yon owe, Ersília," 
I aaid to her. " I thought yon wisbed it so. Also I have taken 
ft montb's ront for my room, as you desired. Eraiiia will eee to 
yon. It will cost little ; and she ia a good woman, honest and 
trae; yon will not mind her tongne. Let it ron on as we let 
the wind blow. Yes ; Üiose buata sold we!l. When yon have 
done tilia money we can seU two othera. Toa think the money 
too much? Poohl Beaters kaow their owa business. It ia 
not for na to teach it to them." 

Now, of eonrse, all thia was pnre lying. Bnt then it soothed 
her and set her heatt at rest. She nevet woiüd havo takcn 
money from me ; she would have gone out and wandored in the 
Btieots till she woald have fallen senseless wíth homelcsanese 
and bnugcr, and then thcy would liave taken her to aome publio 
hospital and so the end would havo como— thorefore I lied. 

I waa thankful tUat I had had that little store pat by in casa 
of my own aickness or oF Eome street accident, It was but veij 
little ; but it servad its tum. 

8o she Eottled dona in my chamber, nothing donbting, with 
a weary sort of peocefalnesa siich as a wonnded bírd might feel 
sinking nndcr fresh leaves after a heavy storm. Sho was not 
happy ; how shonld she have been ? But she was at test. It 
wea the beat thing fot her. 
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One ooxdd not do better for her ; and at least she was safOi 
body and soul. That is mnch for a girl, Mendless and homeless 
and beaaidfnl to look npon as any jewel-like flower of the sea. 

She was tirad and confosed and feTerish still^ and the gieat 
dose heats of Borne, the heat that has no wind to stir> no rain 
to freshen it, tried her, rearad as she had been all her short life 
on the high clifiis amongst the breeze-swept rosemary and arbutoa 
aboye the bine Ligarían sea. Bnt this she never wonid allow, 
becanse she woold let no oomplaint of anything of Borne escape 
her. 

And there was Hilaríon's beantifol oool marble-payed Tilla 
amongst the flowers and the fountains, in the shadow of the 
hills, standing empty for all bnt a few idle servants; and ita 
master meanwhile away heaven knew where — ^ín deap Dannbian 
woods, or beside bine northem lakas, or on wind-freshened 
westem seas, in coolness and in calm, going whereyer the cor- 
rent of his fsíncy driñed him. 

The contrast made me irritable; as I nevar had been at snch 
contrasts for my own sake ; for it is contrast that giyes the colonr 
to life, and conminnism is bnt a poor shortnsighted creed, and 
wonld make the world a blank were it redncible to practico. 

For me, I haye no prejndices of that kind, or of any other ; 
when one comes of the Gtens QnintiUi, and is á oobbler by trade, 
one may be said to be bonnd to the two nttermost extremas of 
the social scale, and so may sit in jndgmant in the middle feúrly, 
and snryey both with eqnsJ impartiality. Where there is hatred 
of one or of the other, tme jndgment is possible of neither : that 
is qnite certain. 

So she became settled in onr mídst, and all the people of the 
Bione got to say she was my danghter whom I did not like fairly 
toown. 

It was absnrd ; bnt they might have said worse things, and 
it did no harm. Indeed, in a measnre, it seemed to protect her. 
I was thonght to be yery cióse and nnpleasant becanse I never 
wonld talk of her, bnt when yon know nothing it is always best 
to say nothing— eyerybody thínks yon know so mnch. And, 
indeed, there was always somethíng in her that escaped me. 
Her mind seemed to be always fár away. 

I got her some clay and she worked npon it ; it passed the 
time for her, and she really had loyely fancies and greater skill 
in giying them shape than conld haye been looked for in one so 
yoimg. 

Of conrse th^ywexe only small things; bnt as she made them 
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I set them np npon iriy staU; and sometimes people bouglit 
thcm, and thst plcosed her. It eerved to beguüe her out of that 
intense, imepokon, heav; sadness whiob hod fallen on her with 
ber pain aX the ruin of Bocio. 
To Eee hor work upon tho clay was like Beoíng a ;aiuig Mase 
heiself ; her cióse whito linón dress hnng almost like the ttuúc 
of Yirgil's L;coris ; her arma were bara to the Glioulder becanse 
of the great heat ; her hair, of a rich duaky golden bionze, ñas 
like a sun-I)athed cloud otot hor forehoad ; hor Instrons, intense 
ey es wore grave and brílliant with meditation and with teeming 
fanc;. If Hilarión could see her, I used to thiok, — and was 
thankfnl he was far away. 

With all artista, who aro artista indeed and not artizang, the 
conception íb a!wa;s inuneasurably superior to the power of 
execiitton ; the visible form wiiich thoj can give their ideas 
always ía, to them, utterly inferior to the wondera and the 
beauties that thej dretun of ; with her, of eourae, it was neoes- 
sarily so in the very largest measore, she heraelf being so joung 
and her art the most dilBcult of any. Slie saw tilinga beantífa) 
and perfect as all the buried treasures of Fhoidias, bat Pheidiaa 
hiODíelf could hacdly have giren them an embodiment that wonld 
bave contented her. 

Meanwhile her bratn dreamed conjored visíons-, and her 
bandfi modelied in the gray clay and the red earth little heads 
I of children and shapes of «nitri nis and of bírds and of leaves that 

^^K were prelty to see, an¿ drew many an ídler to thom. 
^^^L They sold for only a few copper pieces tadeed, because the 

^^^B peoplo wero all poor that carne near, and for tho mattcr of that 
^^^f the works cogt as mueh as the little things broaght ; but it kept 
^^^^ her quiet and contented to believe that sha eamcd her own 
bread and bcd, and it made it eoay for me to chent her ¡uto that 
beUef. 

Indeed a baby could have cheated her; those large brilliant 
eyes of hers, tliat saw so far into the post ages and were always 
looldng for Üiings not to bo found «pon earth, saw very little 
way inlo the disguisea of men and women, and tho cobwebs 
their woids weave. 

It is always eo ; tbe far sight that can discem the eagle flying 
in the rarified aír above the distant mountaia snows, will not 
aee the mosqnitoes that are hiasing within the dlstance of tu 

Linch, or the dust that lies cióse at hand up tlio córner. 
The onlj thing I ever said to the peoplo about her waa : 
" I am the cobbler of the Forum, who owned the orow, yon 
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know this ; weU, this girl was the danghter of Yirgmins, and 
before that she was Atiadné." 

And this, of conrse, they knew was nonsense, but they langhed 
and they left her alone, and the good folks of my qnarter nsed to 
leam to cali her Ariadné. 

" I do not like Ariadné/' she said herself. " I am sorry I am 
like that bronze of hers. She was so faithless " 

"Faithlessl She was deserted herself. Haye yon forgotten 
Naxos ? " 

"Oh, no. It is Naxos I mean. Why did she let Bacchns 
come near her?" 

" Bnt she was cmelly abandoned." 

" She shonld have been faithful herselt** 

*' That is saying very much." 

She looked at me with a little contempt 

"She conld not haye helped being futhfcd had she been 
worth anything." 

" That is your idea of love, then?" 

" Yes." 

" How shonld yon know of it^ child ? What shonld yon 
know of love ? " I said to her. 

"I haye thonght abont it," she answered grayely: then 
added, after a panse, " It mnst be very terrible to have no life 
any longer of yonr own; only to liye through the eyes and the 
breath and the heart of another." 

" Who told yon it was all that ? " 

"Oh! the poets; and something in one'sself. It mnst be 
terrible." 

"My dear ! there are not many who feel love at all in that 
Bort of way." 

" There can be no other way," she said, with that soft, calm 
resolnteness which was so inñexible in her. There were tiiings, 
one felt, in which one never conld change her. 

And she was right. Trnly, there is no other way ; the play- 
thing which the ohief nnmber of men and women cali loye is no 
more that sacred thing, that impenshable and nnntterable 
passion^ than fireflies npon the summer night are Aldebaran and 
Orion. 

The girl sat thonghtfnl, with her leyel brows a little drawn 
together and her eyes looking at the Tiber swirling ronnd the 
piles of the Qnattro Capi, and lapping the marshy gronnd of the 
Yelabmm ; great Tiber, that far away yonder in the dnsky oak 
woods of ümbria— of that Umbría which is older than Etmiia* 
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— nms a little rill amongst the monntain mooKS; Tiber, • 
brook that a baby can wade and a rabbit skip across; Tiber, a 
mere thread of water where lovers mirror their smiling eyes^ and 
charcoal bumers dip their birch-bark cnps ; Tiber^ that comes 
down from the oak woods to roll like molten bronze towards ihe 
eetting son^ big with the mightiest memories of the world; 
Tiber^ that has engnlfed the statues of Etraria and the oáer 
figures of the Yestals, and the treasures of Hodrian, and the 
golden toys of the Agrippinse, and the spoils of Jerusalem, and 
the corpses of ihe Spoliariom» and holds them all fajBt and only 
yields them to the sea. 

I did not like to see her so thoughtfoL 

"Let US go for a walk/' I said to her; ''the eyening is 
beantifoL Let ns go on the same pilgrimage that Ovid sent his 
last mannscript ; from the laurels that grew before the door of 
his tyrant, past the Danaids^ whose labours were not more 
frnitless than his prayers, on to the library of Pollion in the 
Atrium of Liberty — ^yon remember? Oh, yes, I can show yon 
eyery step of the way . I picked it out by myself many years ago. 
Poor little book ! Enocking at all the library doors and eyery- 
where refusedl ' Why do I send yon my songs only that I may 
be in some manner with yon,' he wrote : and how the whole 
natnre of him is painted in those words ! Oyid adored Bome. 
But he wonld haye been happier in the Athens of Pericles or 
the París of onr day. The smell of blood must haye spoilt the 
moonlit nights for him when he sat by his open window looking 
out on the Capítol : the Gapitol was all ablaze with gold then, 
but Freedom cannot dweU with too much gold ; it chokes her as 
rích food does the dog. Will you not come, my dear ? " 

She carne, and wiUingly. We had many such walks together 
when the sun had set and my work was done and the faims 
were all piping in the fountains. 

She was not easily tired ; the fleet young feet that had waded 
all their few years in the clear blue shallows of the Maremma 
shores were as enduring as Atalantaos. Ñor was she tired of my 
rambb'ng talk, because aU the memories and legends of the city 
were yiyid in her own mind, and for me, I had all the crooks 
and tums of the medisdyal and the modem streets at my toes* 
ends, and had puzzled out all the oíd Home that lay beneatb 
them,— GsBsarean, Latín, Etrurian, Sabino, and Pelasgio. 

For myself I confess I cared most for the Gsdsarean. Not foi 
the Csdsars themselyes ; who can care ?~but for the men who 
liyed in all those terrible days, so terrible eyen at their best^ the 
men whose books are household words to-day. 
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The Satures and the Fastes, the Episües and Odes, have 
proYed more lasting powers than the Conscriptions and the 
Oonqnests. 

I had always loved to wander abont and think of them^ and 
I was glad that she wonld go so often with me in that black 
mnffling which Ersilia made her wear to escape notice, onlj 
showing ont of it her delicate head, with the liustrous hair 
wonnd cióse aboye it^ yet always tmnbling oyer her eyes becanse 
of its abnndance. 

Eisilia wished her to be yeiled also, bnt that she wonld not ; 
she wanted all the air^ here where the scented winds that come 
throngh orange blooms and cedars still seem to bring somescent 
of murdered millions. 

We wonld go tc^ether to the oíd bookstalls and hnnt for 
qnaint, black-letter folios and little oíd out-of-the-way yolnmes 
of dassics. We wonld try and fínd ont the yery spot where 
Martial's garret was, in the Qoarter of the Peartree, by the 
temple of Qnirinns, high enough to look right downwards and 
see the lanrels of Agríppa by the Flaminian Way. We wonld 
fiit on the steps of the Fincian hill, nnder the palm, by what 
was once the palace of Belisarius, and talk of the conqnests and 
<tf the cherry trees of Lucnllns, and think of that awfnl night 
in these, of oíd his, gardens when Messalina lay on the tnrf 
amongst her baochantes, and Yettius, climbing the trees and 
looking seaward, said : " I see a great storm that comes firom 
Ostía," the storm that was bringing Death. 

We wonld go np the Sacred Way and pictnre the great 
Boman dames getting their strence for the January yisits as thej 
get them in Pans now, and buying their íalse golden tresses " at 
the Pórtico of Philip in front of the temple of Hércules." We 
wonld go ont at the gates and talk of the Palilia, and the 
Vinalia, and of TibuUus, and of the spnngtime when he nsed to 
leap oyer the fíres, and sprinkle the ñccks from a bongh of laurel, 
with his shepherds up at Pedum. We wonld wander about 
amongst the yines and cabbage gardens of the Fsqniline and 
fanoy that we foimd the spot where Yirgil liyed (thongh no one 
eyer will know it), and where Propertins sighed to that red and 
white Gynthia whose mnles seemed to trot still with their tails 
tíed np along the Appian Way. 

Do yon remember the day Propertins lost his tablets and 
bewailed them — the tablets that he wroto his prayers on to her, 
and on which she in retnm wonld writo back " come : " was 
there eyer another lost trifle whose adyertísement has been lead 
two thonsand years by all the world ? 
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Oynthia was a good-for-nanght^ and what a temperl she 
boxed his ears and flew on Fhyllis and Teia like a fury^ though 
the ground was strewn deep with white roses, and there was 
Bweet flute-playing; she did not eyen affect to be so mnch as 
faithfal; she found the rich money-lender &om Illyria more 
Bolid prey than her poet, who perhaps may have been a little too 
scholarly for her ; she painted her face, she had false hair, she 
drank, she gambled, she did everything she ought not to haya 
done, that beautiful Gynthia, all lilies and roses ; indeed she was 
jnst like your women of the present day in everything ; and yet 
she has been sung of by her lover in such a fashion that the 
world will neyer forget her — ^no more than it will forget its 
Gsasars. 

Such is jnstice; and so kind is Yenns Yolgiyaga. 

One wonders if they gaye Propertius the tomb he asked her 
for, undemeath the shelter of the leayes, iinseen and nnknown 
by all, " since crowds insult the graye of loye." Perhaps they 
did ; at any rate no one can eyer fínd it now. 

These were the things I thought of most ; it may be con- 
temptible, it no doubt is, but when I go about the Forom it is 
not half so mnch of Cicero or of Yirginius that I think as it is 
of Horace going into that one of his bookseller's shops that was 
hard by the statue of the Etruscan Yertomnus ; of the copyists 
writing in the ofl&ces of Atrectus, with the titles of the new 
books pasted np at the doors for the lazy people of pleasure to 
see as they passed to their eyening driye ; or of Ovid — dear, 
hapless Oyid— applauding aboye all others the statue of Aphro- 
dite as the procession of the gods passed by, brushing the dust 
from the white roses of his fair friend, fanning her with the 
flabellnm, or telling her who would win in the circos, who were 
the captiye kings in the trimnph and what the conquered 
coimtries — ^"yonder, Euphrates with his crown of reeds, and 
here with aznre hair great Tigris." Ah, dear me ! Oyid died 
in exile ; and yet yon cali Augnstus great? 

But Oyid has his desire in death. 

'' So long as Bome shall look down from her mountains on 
the nniyerse, I shall be there," he wrote; and he is here. He 
was weak in his life ; bnt no hero eyer spoke greater words than 
those last words of his. All the might of Cassar cannot outlaw 
ñor dethrone him now. He has conquered Augustus in the 
end. 

So she and I went about the oíd ways together^ companioned 
with these shades. Only she would think Iqss of my beloyed 
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writers, and more of Scipio and his one word Zama, of the 
Horatii, of the Antonines ; more of the oíd Etmrían and Sabino 
Borne; more of Yirgil and of his .lineas lying down at night 
npon the bearskins in the tent^ of the oíd shepherd king in the 
shadow of the Sacred Woods npon the Palatino. 

It was all trae and real to her. So besi Scholars, and 
Bciolists maybe, even more than scholars, stríp the past too bare. 

There never was an iBneas ; there never was a Nnma ; well, 
what the better are we? We only lose the Trojan ship gliding 
into Tiber's month, when the woodland thickets that bloomed 
by Ostia were reddening with the first warmth of the day's snn ; 
we only lose the Sabino lover going by the Sacred Way at night, 
and Bweet Egeria weeping in the woods of Nemí; and are — ^by 
their loss — ^how mnch the poorer! 

Ferhaps all these things neyer were. 

The little stone of trnth, roUing throngh the many ages of 
the world, has gathered and grown grey with the thick mosses of 
romance and snperstition. But tradition mnst always haye that 
little stone of truth as its kemel ; and perhaps he who rejects all^ 
is likelier to be wrong than even foolish folk like myself who 
loYo to believe all, and who tread the new paths« thinking ever 
of the ancient stories. 

Will the arts ever have a lovelier orígin than that fair 
danghter of Dibntades tracing the beloTed shadow on the wall ? 
And whilst one mother's heart still beats amongst women, who 
shall coldly dissect and deny the sorrows of great Demeter? 

It is all fable. It is all metaphor. It never was. One is a 
fool, they say. 

Well, say so if yon choose, yon wise generations, who have 
made your god of a yelling steam-engine, and dwell in herda 
onder a pall of soot, and cali this — ^Progresa. 



CHAPTER VIL 

TuE snmmer passed away. 

Giojá was not unhappy rambling throngh the storied streetf 
with me, reading my oíd books and all others I conld borrow foi 
her, and toUowing ont all her own fancíes with the wax and the 
clays that bent so facilely nnder her fíngers. She was an artist 
at son!, and she was in Eome ; she was a child in years, and tbe 

o 
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people that weie abont her snpplied her few simple wania. Sha 
needed nothing more. 

"If only my father were with mel" she wonld saj, and it 
waa the only ihing lacking to her. She did not look forwaxd 
in any way ; she was always looking haokward as students do. 
If she coul4 only go and spend the long hot honra in ihe oool 
chambers of the Capítol or the halla of the Pio-Clementiiio« ahe 
aáked nothing else of Fate. 

I oonld not take her futore so lightly. 

It was not the oost of her that tronbled me, that was bnt 
slight; she scarcely ate more bread than Pal¿; it was the 
charaoter of the gírl herself and her nnoommon beauty. 

She seemed to me no more fít for the harsh realitíes of the 
world than the marble child, that donbts between the doye and 
serpent in the Capítol, were fít to stop a breach in a fortresa 
agaínst cannon balls. 

What wonld become of her, seen only by the eyes of Ezio 
the water-carrier, and Bofo the melón seller, and Tancredo the 
fisherman, and the yonths of the tanners' qnarter, and the yonng 
men from the fmit-gardens pnshing their loaded beasts aorofis 
her path? And her one talent, what could it ayail her? It 
was not líke the talent of the singíng sorceresses who carzy a 
life's fortune in their throats. 

Marble costs gold, and sculpture ís not for women. Scolp- 
tore is always an epic? and what woman ever has written one? 

I wished that Maryx were in Bome. 

Bat that yery day that I had dreamed my dream before 
the Aríadné, he had gone to hís own country, and all the hot 
months went by and the city saw nothing of the great French 
scnlptor, who was more Boman than the Bomans, who had come 
thither a boy of eighteen to the gardens that once were Sallasfs» 
and therein had leamed to love Bome as hardly any one of her 
own sons could do, and wrested from its marbles and its ruina 
all the lost secreta of Etruría and Greece ; and, not from pride*s 
sake but from love's, cherished a tradition of his province that 
his own family had sprung from an oíd Boman stock planted in 
Gallic solí, by what is now callad Arles, in days of Julián. 

"If Maryx were herel'' I síghed to myself, stitching nnder 
the Apollo Sandaliarius that he had modelled for me when he 
had been a lad in the Villa Medici. 

And one day in autumn he passed by, and pausad before me 
with hís frank smile. 

"Dear Grispin, how are yon all this while? Why, how yon 
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look! Are yon stül moon-struck or sniiHstmck by yoar Bor- 
ghese bronze? I retnmed last night^ and go again to-morrow." 

Then his eyee lighted on the little figuree and bnsts in tena 
ootta and ihe panela of flowers in alto-relieTa 

"What aie these?" he asked. "Are they yonr own? I 
know yon haye a Greék god and a Latín saint and a new talent 
for eyeiy day of the year in your calendar, I know that of oíd." 

I told him they were not mine— that I only sold them for the 
artist; they stood there on my board if any one liked to buy 
them. Bid he think well of them ? 

Maryz looked more closely at them, and pansed the longest 
OYer a little figure of the wingless Loto, a foot high, the most 
ambitíons of all the little creatíons. 

"8end the artist to me if he be young/' he said, as he 
looked. 

"Ton think well of him then?*" 

" What age may he be?" 

" Sixteen, at most" 

" Theie is genins in it," he said, taking the wingless Loye 
onder his arm, and laying a handful of money down for it 
" Send him to me and he shall do what he likes in my workshop, 
and I will teach him what I can, thongh more probably he will 
only teach me." 

Then he went on his way across the bridge in the aatnmn 
Bonshine to his home on the oíd Mons Anrens ; a vigorons and 
lofty figure, with a noble head, like the Ophidian Zeus, and 
gleaming eyes changefol as the skies, and the langhing month of 
Hercules. 

All Borne adored and all the world hononred him. He was a 
great man, and happy as it is given to few mortals to be. And his 
fate led him that day past my stall by the fonntain in the wall. 

I pondered within myself all that moming, with the market 
people goíng to and &o and the crowds chattering. In the end, 
when evening came, I resolyed to go np and tell the story of 
my Ariadné to him. He was a brave man and a great one, and 
oould be of seryice to her as I conld not Besides, the creature 
had nerer lived whose trust had been wronged by Maryx ; the 
dogs of the streets knew that 

Qermain Maryz had been the son of a poor stone cutter of 
Proyence; as a child he had worked in the quarries carrying 
«tones like a little mulé ; at fourteen he had tramped on foot to 
París, lesolute to beoome a Sculptor, and there, friendless and 
homeless, had roamed the streets like a stray dog, but keeping 
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lífe in him bj such odds and ends of laboor as he ootild find to 
do in the day^ and spent his nights in every kind of self-cultnre ; 
at eighteen he had stadied design and anatomy and the plástic 
arts so well that he bore off the scniptor's prize of Eome and 
fainted fix)m honger on the yery day he won it ; fix)m that time 
with eyery sncceeding year his fame had grown, nntil now there 
was no fíner artist and no greater ñame in all the world. 

He had a forcé and a majesty in his marbles that made his 
contemporaries' best creations look beside his bnt mere oma- 
ments in sngar. Like the early Greeks he loved to " hew the 
rocks/' and his workshop^ as he termed it, was as tme a temple 
of the gods of art as ever was raised in Attica or Argos. 

Bitterly contemptuons of mediocrity, and fíercely imsparing 
of all affectations, Maryz to all trae talent, to all nnaided ezcel- 
lence, was liberal as the snnlight. Though his enemies were 
many, amongst that mere cleyemess which loathes genios as the 
imitator hates the creator, he was beloved by multitudes as 
was Canova, and with as tender a gratitude. 

He was yery noble in his kindliness and generosity to other 
artists ; he had that serene breadth of feeling which is so dulled 
and narrowed in our day, the grandeur and the liberality that 
made Brunelleschi and Donatello own themselyes yanquished 
by the boy of twenty, and unite their prayers that Ghiberti 
might be chosen for the great work in their^stead. 

But then Maryx loved art ; he cared but líttle for fame. In 
our day most men care much for fame, and but little for ari 

" What does it matter to Jean Groujon/' he would say, " that 
no one knows whether he really died in the Saint Bartholomew 
massacres or not ? — ^where he was bom or where he lived ?— 
whether he was courted at ChernonQeau and Amboise, or whether 
he was but a poor carver all his days; what does it matter so 
long as the Diane Chasseresse lives at the Lourre, so long as 
every creature that cares for art, honours his ñame, despite all 
his &ults, because of his loye of naturalism, and of his yenera- 
tion for antiquity, and of the yigour with which he called to 
life the still paralysed art that had been stifled and buried 
under the anathemas of Christian bigotry and the miseries oi 
feudal misrule and strife. 

"When one comes to think of it, after all it is perhapt 
greater to haye been Jean Groujon, or greater still, Michael 
Colomb or Juste de Tours, than to haye been Praxitelea 
Praxiteles was bom into an air full of the strength and th^ 
sentiment of art, as ap. «rchard is full of the smell of blossoo 
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and the promise of &nit in spring time; from the oommonest 
things of daily nsage to the moet saored mysteries of the temple^ 
there was artistio inspiration eyerywhere around him. But 
those oíd earliest sculptors of the Yalois France, carne after 
ages of riot, of bloodshed^ of sensuality^ and of bratality. 
Beligion was gross, war alone was deemed heroic, and the 
people were beyond all measnre wretched ; it is a miracle that 
those few scattered early artists snatched scnlptnre ont from 
the ossifícation of the ossuaries and the imprecation of the 
preachers, and found forcé to be so all nnlike their age. 

" To go against all the temper of your age^ that is the trae 
greatness ; it is easy enough to go wiÜi íi 

" Now only reflect, Willíam of París did not scruple to cali 
sculptors to bnild him np a mighty tomb for his cook, and it 
was already the sixteenth century when Thévet, still, in his 
biographies of the illustrions^ excused himself with hnmble 
apology for naming an artist amongst theml 

" Things were otherwise on the southera side of the Alps to 
be snre ; in Italy there were royal roads and golden wheels to 
art; and that is just why I care so much for those oíd early 
Bretón and Gascón and Touraíne sculptors of ours, because 
they must have fought their fíght in so much single-handed, 
and with such a red fierce world of war around them, and 
because they were bidden only to carve recumbent knights 
and meek yeiled saints and all the sad unlovely symbolism of 
the church, and yet did fínd their way to lovelines and to liberty 
somehow. Their art is not my art, ñor are my ways their ways. 
Tet do I care for them and honour them. 

" The fourteenth century used to say of the Virgin of Senlis, 
80 full was it of majesty and grace, that any one would take it to 
be the work of Pheidias or Lysippus. We should not be likely 
now to make that error ñor any similar one. But we may keep 
our souls for the etemal youth of Pheidias, and give some of our 
hearts to the oíd Gothic sculptors who had only those two grím 
spouses, War and Death, to make the noblest marriage out of 
that they could." 

So Maryx would talk by the hour when the mood was upon 
nim, haying that catholic loye of art to which nothing in all the 
drcles of the arts is alien, and which inyests with sacredness 
and interest the curled rim of a Eoln potter's jug as the perfect 
lines of a frieze of Bryaxis, the interest only different in degree 
but not in kind, and as unlike to that narrowed eclecticism, 
which sees no scJyation outside the limits of a school, as tho 
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leap ftnd light of oor broad Román fountams is niilike to a cap 
of iced water held in a miser's hand. 

He was a great man and a good. And Fate woald lead him 
by nnder my Apollo Sandaliarius ! 

Well^ Fortune had been kínd to him for fíye and twenty 
years. Perbaps she was tired and wanted chango. 

" I will go and tell him/' I thought to myself. " It is not as 
if it were Hilarión— " 

So I took my way oyer the bridge to the honse that he had 
bnüt for himself npon Janiculan with the oak woods of the 
Pamfíli-Doria aboye it and below the cypresses of S. Onofrio, 
and the fail of the Paulino waters near enough for its cool sound 
to be audible always through his gardens' silence when the 
church bells were still. 

It was a beautiful house ; as nearly Greek as it was possible 
to make it : its white marbles shone through groyes of magnolia 
and cypress, its walls were painted with frescoes of the Gonsualia 
and the Floralia^ and all the Latín and Sabino feasts of spríng 
and summer; tiie doyes fluttered their pretty wings in the 
fountain in the atrium; mystical Daadalus might hayo dwelt 
there and been at home^ or Gitiadas or Pheidias, though by the 
way the Greeks knew not the joys of the open court — ^if we may 
belieye Vitruyius, which I for my part do not always do. But, 
perhaps^ that is my presumption ; all cobblers, from the days of 
Apelles downwards, haye been sad meddlers with things beyond 
them. 

Maryx had built his home, and loyed it as men loye that 
which long effort and proud labour haye made theirs ; he loved 
it as Bome and the world loyed him. 

Pomegranates and oleanders grew against its columns, its 
long white walls turned towards Eome, and there came no sound 
to it but from the chimes of S. Onofrio and the cascados in the 
Dorian woods. 

Here he laboured^ dreamed, gaye his marble life, and knew 
himself greater than monarchs ; and in a wing of this beautiful 
house liyed also a little brown woman, eighty years oíd and more, 
who woie the high white cap of a I^oyen^al peasant, and was 
happiest when she was spinning coarse flax at a wheel. 

"This is my mother/' Maryx would say to all the mighty 
persons who from time to time yisited him, and the little brown 
woman would spin on, neither disturbed by fear ñor triumph. 

She had seen her husband brought, crushed to death, from 
nnder a great rock that he had helped to split; and two of her 
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tanB bad gone down wiih their ooastíng bríg earryhig maibles 
in tiie golf, and a third had been shot in a reyolt of the people 
in ihe streets of Lyons ; and that was all so very long ago, and 
thi8« her only remaining lad, had come to be a great man, and 
rich, and songht by kings, and treating nobles as bis eqnals! 
She did not comprehend ; she span and told her beads. 

As for himself, he never let a day go by withont paying 
homage to fhe little olivenskinned woman in the high winged 
cap with the big gold pins ; and thongh he was a pagan, and 
belieYed in no gods— -as how shonld any one believe who ImowB 
that Athene was hnrled from the Acrópolis, and that even the 
sanctíty of Delphos could not conqner Time?-H3till bent his 
head to her withered hands, and rose the gladder-hearted when 
she blessed him. 

I dimbed Janicnlan slowly thf^ eyening, and went into the 
loTely gardens, bonnded with their cactus and azalea hedges ; 
nightingales were singing lond beneath his myrtles, and all the 
fiunily of thmshes in his rose thickets. 

It was snnset; throngh the white blossoms of his orange 
trees one could look down and down to where Tiber rolled by 
the black piles of the Ponte Eotto; and throngh the sharp 
spears of the aloes one saw the stolen travertine of the Famese, 
and the dome of Si Peter's dark against the palé green and gold 
of thesky. 

Maryx had been at work all day, and had jnst come ont of 
his stndio door, and was leaning oyer the terrace wall, looking 
as he had looked ten thousand times on that spot, whence the 
resolnte eycs of Tarquinius had fírst fallen npon Bome. 

Scarcely any other place holds so many memoríes, and keeps 
embalmed so many legends as does this oíd Sabino hill of Janus, 
where '' the darling of the gods fell asleep fiQl of days npon its 
shining sands.'' From Ancos Marcius and Lars Porsenna to 
sad Tasso and sofb Bafbelle, all are here. Mutins Scasvola and 
Oloelia haunt it, and the singing children of S. Philip Neri — wider 
contrast no spot on earth hardly can hold. 

When Tarqnin stood here that memorable day, — as into his 
lestless and ambitions sonl the desire to leave those qniet hills 
aboye the Marta first had entered, — ^the wild woods that har- 
bonred wdyes and bears, still were dark abont what was eyen 
Ihen the oíd dtadel of the warriors of the lance ; and Janus, 
who had his altara here, was eyen then a god hoary with many 
years. It is strange to think of how near one seems to them, all 
thoee dead peoples and dead deities. 
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Jasmñ, with iuB keys of peaoe and war, has passed into a 
mere memoryj powerless, and withont worshippers ; soon Peter, 
with his keys of heaven and earth^ will haye done the same. 

What will men worship then, I wonder ? 

Mercurios, nnder some new ñame or another, no donbt He 
ifi the only god that never perishes. 

Maryz welcomed me with a smile; king or oobbler, yon were 
alike welcome to him had yon only a frank purpose and a 
reverence for the arts. People accnsed him, indeed, of being too 
off-hand and haughty with his many princes, but no one eyer 
fonnd him otherwíse than pitiful and generóos to the poor. " I 
haye known their pains/' he would say to those who thonght he 
gaye too much away. 

He heard my little story attentiyely, leaning oyer the balas- 
trade of his terrace, looking down oyer his roses and aloes, and 
ihe white bells of the flowering yaccas, to the trees that en- 
ghrined the Galatea of Eaffaelle, and the marshy gronnds tar 
below of the Yelabmm, where the reedy waters had drowned 
Sabino and Latin in unrelenting straggle. 

" I wish it were a youth/' he said, when I had told him 
all. "One could do so much more, so much more easily. 
Besides " 

Besides, thongh he did not finish his phrase, the great 
Sculptor thought no woman worthy of his art. 

"But you said there was genius in it?" I said to him 
reminding him of the wingless Loye. 

" There is. But it may haye been her father's." 

" But if she could do but small, slight things, only to keep 
herself-H9he has nothing else ! " I added, at a hazard. 

The lustrous eyes of Maryx, wide, brilliant, and brown, 
under brows fít for a Greek Zeus, b'ghted in wrath. 

" No, no. That is aceursed ! To touch Art without a right 
to touch it, merely as a means to fínd brqad — ^you are too honest 
to think of such a thing. ünless Art be adored for its own sake 
and purely, it must be left alone. Philip of Macedón had every 
free man's child taught Art; I would haye eyery boy and girl 
taught its sacredness; so, we might in time get back some 
accuracy of taste in the public, some conscientiousness of pro- 
duction in the artist. If artistio creation be not a joy, an 
imperious necessity, an instinct of all the forces of the mind, 
let the boy go and plough, and he girl go and spin." 

" All that is yery well, but the wingless Loye " 

Mar}'x smiled his frank and kindly smile, and went into hid 
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stndio, and took np the little figure^ some eight inches high, in 
grey clay scarcely dried^ which he hád set npon a 8helf« amongst 
masks and casts and bnsts. 

He looked at it long. 

"Tes. There is feeling in it, and it is not borrowed»" he said 
at length. " Dear Crispin, I wonld do mnoh more for yon ; let 
her come and stndy here. I go to-night myself to París, and 
shall be away till winter, as I always am ; but my foreman— yon 
know him, he is an oíd man and to be tmsted, and can give 
good instruction ; she can leam here, and be put in ríght ways, 
for fhe wrong ones in Art, as in everything else, are the easiest ; 
she might liye in the honse too, only by what yon say she wonld 
be too proud. Let her come, and learn. Not that I think she 
can eyer achieve mnch — ^being a girl — and indeed why shonld 
yon wish it, since yon wish her well I Fame is a bad thing for 
a woman. She cannot wear the glory-disc that the Greeks pnt 
JD. the heads of theír statnes in publio places to preserve them 
from the pressing and the fíngering of the crowd. The glory- 
disc of a woman is only a crown of thoms, and the hands of the 
cnrions are always forcing the thoms in to see if the blood will 
flow. Still, let her loarn, since there is nothing better, and she 
did indeed do that Love, you say. Come out npon the terrace." 

So he granted what I sought, as Maryx granted almost eyery- 
thing that was ever asked of him. 

" Did yon tell Hilarión of her ? " he asked, as he went ont on 
to the marble steps. 

" No." 

" No ? He wonld haye written a poem on her." 

" More likely he wonld have made one of her ; the sort of 
poem that goes into the fíre or into the dnst when a few months 
are past." 

"And yet yon love him? " said Maryx, who indeed did so 
himself. 

" Tes. One lo ves him. So do women. That is why he can 
hurt them so." 

" In love there is always one that can hnrt the other ; it is 
the one that loves least," said Maryx. 

"And Hilarión is always that one. Tiber down there 
wonders to hear ns talk of love. It knows that Amo is the river 
of Love. Amo knew Beatrice and Ginevra. Tiber only knew 
Agrippina and Messalina, or, at the best, Cynthia. 

•• Ton forget Acté," said Maryx. 

''She was a slave, and she loved a beasi 
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''Do not slight her. She pnrifies all thoee oentnrieB oí 
GaBsansm, reeking of blood and ftlth. Her beast was a god to 
her ; she was a slave, bnt she was faithfoL Yoür loTeliest ci 
all the saints, Francesca Bomana, could find no higher law to 
giye than ' Loye and l^ faithfiil.' That Asiatic girl of Nero's 
had fonnd that law a thonsand years before her." 

The last glow from the set sun faded off the palé sea-green 
of the evening sky ; fer below on the bridge a little light shone 
onder the dark clustered roofs of the honses ; it was the lamp in 
the room where my Kermes was. Hermes, who mada women 
ont of sport ! 

" Ton haye not seen my Actea ? " said Maryx, toming back 
into the house. 

No one had seen il He had bnt that spring called it into 
Ufe from the grey lomps of clay. It was all alone in a little 
room whose single window let in on it the faint light of the 
rising moon. He lighted a three-wicked lamp, and let me look. 

It was great, like all that he did. Maryz was a mighty 
master of bis art. He had boondless scom for the friyolities and 
fripperies of modem scolptore ; their puerilities were to him so 
many blasphemies; to make your marble into ribbons, and 
tassels, and broideries, and flowers, and ezpress nnder all these 
tawdrinesses the maHadif desire and the false sentiment of a 
hnrried and heated generation — Maryx had for this as snperb 
a contempt as Praxiteles, as stem Lysippns would haye had. 

Some one has yery trnly said that this age is not scnlptnral. 
It has no repose ; it has no leisure ; it has little health, physical 
and mental ; and it has bnt little grandeur, moral or corporeal. 
Now, calm rest, yigoor, and beauty, are the indispensable attri- 
bntes of sculpture. 

In default of these your modem stonecuttor takes pretty 
conceits, coquetteries, omaments, and trivialities. 

He clothes his statues; instead of sinews and yeins, he 
monlds buttons and fringes ; his chief ambition is to produce a 
saccessful trompe Vodl ; if he represent a bather, he wül oonoen- 
trato his talent on the towel, not on the mnscles and the limbs; 
his sponge shall be so life-Uke it shall seem to be sponge itself^ 
bnt the dorsal neryes will be all ont of place, and the featnres 
will express nothing saye periiaps some grimace at the cold of 
the water, or annoyance at a gnat npon his shoulder. 

This may be cleyer, bnt it is not sculptnra I hayo seen in 
París a statne that was yery much admired becanse of its 
realism; it was a peasant in a stnff gown and wooden ahoea. I 
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haye seen anoiber eqnally admired becanse of its ingennity ; it 
was a masker, so managed that &om one side yoa ootüd see tha 
&oe, and &om the other side only the mask. 

What woxdd Pheidias haye said of snch things, or Scopas ? 

Breadth and simplicity are the sonl of marble. It was never 
meant to be tortnred into trills and ronlades like a singer's Yoioe^ 
into ciotcbets and twists like a sngar-baker's sweatmeats. A 
wooden shoe! — instead of the beautifnl human foot with the 
daylight nndemeath it and aU the speed of Atalanta in the 
corre of its instep! And I haye seen eyen worse things in 
modem statnary. I haye seen a ball-room shoe with its hlgh 
heel and its rosette. Oh^ shades of Helon and of Fraxiteles ! 

Maryx was incapable of snch degradation. He had the forcé 
of Michelangelo, and he had an adoration of beauty which 
Michelangelo had not ; Michelangelo adored the horrible, and he 
did not perceiye where it merged into the grotesqne. He has 
been called a baptised Pheidias — it is nnjust to Pheidias, no 
Greek wonld eyer sin against the laws of beauty. 

This Actea was beautiful. She was seated on the ground ; 
the head of Ñero was on her lap, bis dead naked body was 
stretched on those winding sheets, in which she was abont to 
fold him, to lay him in bis graye npon the garden hill. 

All the story was there. 

The anatomy was as fine as any of the Greek marbles, and 
on the dead face of Ñero was all that perhaps only the subtlety 
and analysis of the modem artist conld haye pnt there; the 
innmnerable contrasts and oontradictions of that strange mind, 
■o cruel, so sensitiye, so open to the influences of nature, so 
dead to the emotions of humanity, so arrogant^y yain, so pitifully 
hmnble (for is not he humble who pines for the applause of 
others?), so fated to be loyed, so fated to be loathed, capable of 
weeping at the sight of a sunset and at the sound of the harp of 
Terpnos, capable of laughing at the agonies of yirgins dis- 
honoured and deyoured, and at the red glow in the sky which 
told him Bome was buming. 

In this dead Ñero you could see the man who discussed like 
an artist the physical charms of bis mother, tranquilly touching 
her murdered corpse, and drinkjng wine between whiles, and th« 
man who, hiding like a coward in the sand hole from bis death, 
eould yet say, in fnll belief in himself, " qualis artifex pereo ! " 

It was a great conception, like aÚ, indeed, that Maryx eyer 
called into life from the stone ; and in Actea, as she hung oyer 
the body, the " gríef that cannot speak," the despair which is 
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for fhe moment paralysed till it oounierfeits oompoBore^ wae 
miracnlonsly rendered in every liiie and curve oí her drooping 
frame, which seemed frozen by the breath of that death whioh 
yet had had no meaner terrors for her. 

" It is yery great/' I said to him^ not of oonrse that my opinión 
Í8 worth anythíng ; I am an ignorant man. 

" The Ñero contente me/' he answered. " But the Actea — ^na 
8he is too Eoman. She must be more Asiatio. I have giyen her 
the calm of the oriental, but her face is not yet what I wish ; it 
escapes me." 

"Take the face of my Ariadné/' I said; and was sorry a 
moment later that I did say so. 

"Ay! Is it of that type?" said Maryx, with the interest of 
the trae artist, in whom all things are subordínate to his art. 

'* Very mnch/' I answered him. " And she has the intensity 
yet the composare — ^it is strange — she is so yoang, but I suppose 
80 lonely a life by the sea that " 

" I will stay and see her. It is no moment to me one day 
more or less in Bome. But we mast wish her a better fate than 
Actea's." 

" Do you think Actea was unhappy ? Be sure sJie belieyed 
no eyil of him, and she had him all to herself in death, Poppea 
was gone." 

" Tou talk like a woman/' said Maryx, with a smile, putting 
back the linen covering oyer the body of his dead CsBsar. 1 hade 
him good night and thanked him for his goodness, and went out 
through his glades of rose-laarel, all rosy-red eyen in the moon- 
light. He said he would come on the morrow and see her. 

I was sorry affcer all that I had suggested to him to wait. 
We should neyer meddle with Fortune. When the great 
goddess of Prseneste speaks through the mouths of mortals, it 
is nsually to lead them, or those who hear them, astray. 



CHAPTEE Vin. 

" My dear, you haye genius," said Maryx to her with emotion in 
his yoice when he came on the morrow and offered her his aid 
and his instruction with that noble frankness which was a part 
of him ; he was touched by her beauty, but he was more touched 
by the loye of his own art, which had been bom in and lived 
with her on those lonely Ligurian shores. 



M 
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"Yon haTo genins/' he said, standing by my Greek Hermes. 
And I am snre yon know — genins is nobiÜly^ and like nobility 
is obligatíon." 

" Tes/' she said, simply^ with her great eyes fized on him ; sha 
did not say anything more, bnt he felt that she nnderstood him. 

''I wish to learn/' she added after a panse. "I see snob 
beanidfal things, bnt they go away like dreams, I cannot make 
them stay; it was so with my father/' 

"It is so with all of ns ; with all artists," said Maryx " Onr 
dieams are like Etmscan tombs. When we break into them 
with the noise of the world the crowned shapos yanish ; if we 
can grasp a little of the gold, a fragment of the pnrple, it is all 
we can do to bring what we have seen ont to others, and show 
that we have been with ' the gods that sleep.' Since yon have 
snch dreams and wonld tell them to others, come and leam with 
me. At least — ^yon scarcely want to leam, yon chiefly want to 
acqnire facility and aocnracy, and they only come from long 
practico and a kind of stndy that is tedions. I modelled the 
hnman arm for three years before I conld perfectly content 
myself, and even now — ^none bnt a fool is content with himself. 
And even my poor fool. Ñero, never was that qnite ; I am sorry 
for Ñero, are not yon ? If he had not been CsBsar, and so cnrsed, 
he might have been a harmless harper all his days." 

" A lovely child," said Maryx to me by my stall that day. 
"Most lovely. And what a fate! Ton mnst let me share in 
yonr innocent cheat, and yon mnst make believe for me that her 
work in my stndio is worth a price. A yonng female thing like 
that mnst want so many comforts, so many graces, abont her : 
how can we persuade her, she seems so prond " 

" Let her be so," said I. '* And she does not want mnch. 
She has been reared in all privations except those of the mind. 
She is hardy, and simple in her tastos : why spoil them? " 

" If she were a lad — no. Bnt a girl — maybe thongh yon are 
right. What picases me the most in her is her impersonal love 
of art. She has no idea of seeking repntation for herself, of 
being 'great,' as h'ttle sonls all seek to be; she only wishes to 
Iram becanse she sees 'beantifnl things.' That is yery rare. 
Well, let her come to me to-morrow. She shall have what good 
I can giye to her. And I will do my best by her in all ways 
that I can — ^yon are snre of that.'' 

He held his hand ont to me as he spoke; the fírm and 
delicate hand that had called snch noUe shapes ont of the 
lifelesB rocks. 
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I was Bnre. The faith of Maryx was strang as ihe marbie 
that he carved^ and as pnre from stain. Tet I was not quite 
satisfíed as I resumed my stitching nnder my Apollo and 
Crispin ; I had meddled with Fate ; it is presmuptaons work for 
a mortal 

" Dig not the isthmns there, ñor cnt it throngh. Joye wonld 
haTe made a channel had he wished it so," said the Oracle to 
the Onidiatis. And we are always cntting the isthmns and 
letting the sea run in, thinking we know more than Joya No 
wonder all Oracles are tired and silent now-a-days. 

Perhaps, too, my misgiyings were half compounded of selfísh- 
ness. I had fonnd her, and I had done my best by her ; I shoold 
haye liked to haye been her only friend: — only I conld not 
isolate her so with any justice to her. 

Maryx was a noble-hearted man as well as great I onght 
to haye stitched on with a lighter mind after he had left me« 
but I did not 

I was afraid that he would lead her from her simple habita 
with too generons gifts. Not that he was otherwise than most 
simple in his own tastos, but like many manly men who haye 
borne with indüTorence the full forcé of poyerty and labour, he 
had a horror of them as befalling women. 

Now myself I haye seen '' the marriage of S. Francia ** pro- 
ductiye enough of peace, and I do not belieye it is the lack of 
ríches that makes misery half so much as it is the desire of them. 

The modem ideal of joy lies in riches. I think it is a wrong 
one, certainly wrong to be placed before the people. 

You think the Lancashire operative, drinking himself drunk 
with strong wines, and gorging every day on meat, under the 
smoke of a thousand furnaces, without a blade of grass or a 
hand's-breadth of clear sky near him for a dozen square miles^ 
is higher and nearer happiness than the southem peasant^ in 
the width of glorious air, wrth the yellow com, and the grey 
oliye, and the green yine about him, because he can eat but a 
few leayes or some chestnut bread with an onion. 

Are you not yery wrong ? Can there be a doubt that the 
purer, ñresher existenoe is far the happier, as it is far the 
healthier ? 

And eyen in the matter of intelligence, the true balance may 
mcline another way than it is your feusbion to think. ' 

"Why do you cali your dog Giordano?" said I once to a 
Tuscan contadino, who could neither read ñor write. He looked 
at me with surprise. 
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''DidyoaneTerhearof LnoaOiordano?''fiaidhe. ''Hewas 
one of onr artists in the oíd time." 

Now pray tell me, wonld yonr Lancashiie workman, yelling 
hideons songa in bis music hall, or chuckling in a rat pit, be 
likely to cali his dog Beynolds or Gainsborough, and say to yon, 
'' that was a painter of onrs ? ** 

There aie two sides to the medal of Frogress. Myself I 
cannot 8ee that New Tork is so mnch an improvement upon 
Athens, ñor the Stafifordshire potteríes upon Etrorían Tarquinü 
£nt then I am only an ignorant man, no doubt, and bom a 
Trasteyerino, who loves the happy laugh of the snn-fed children, 
and the nnobscored smile of the azure skies. 

" Did Hilarión see her ?" Maryx asked me next day, when I 
took her up to his studio, while the nightingales were still 
singíng in the early moming. When I told him no, he smiled 
and frowned both at once in a way that he has. 

'' If he had done," he said, " he would have stayed." 

" Bnt he is not coming back for a year," said I, with a Tagne 
misgiying foUowing his thoughts. 

" He may always stay away for ten years ; he may always be 
back to-morrow," said Maryx. 

As for her, she was so entranced amongst all that marble, 
and so absorbed in the sense that she might follow her fatheoñi 
art there as she chose, that she had no remembrance of Maryx 
or of me. Only once, before the Actea, she tnmed her eyes on 
him, fnll of reyerence and delight. 

'* Ton are great, as the Greeks were," she said, breathlessly. 

Maryx, whom the adulation of courts and courtiers had neyer 
moyed more than the stone that he wronght in could be moyed 
by the breeze, colonred suddenly like any woman. He was 
pleased. 

" My dear, no modem can be great," he said, with a smila 
" We at onr best only echo and repeat. Beside Alexander and 
CsBsar, Napoleón did yery little ; it is the same thing in the Arts. 
That is why I enyy mnsicians. Their art is still only in its 
infancy ; it is the only one that has not been excelled in past all 
excelling. 

" Bnt there is something there which they wonld not haye 
had," said the child, thonghtfaUy, meaning the classic sculptors 
byher they. "They wonld not have nnderstood Actea's pain; 
they wonld only have permitted it had Ñero been a warrior, and 
Btrong and heroic." 

'* Yon mean that we modems can i^mpathise with weaknesa 
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and fiftilure. Ferbaps it is becanse we are weak, and becanse we 
fail," said Maryx. "You may be ríght, howeyer. The chief 
cbaracteristic, tiie only originality of all modem art, do lie in 
its expressions of sympathy. We haye ceased to think sorrow 
shamefol; we baTe exalted the emotions; we analyse and we 
pity ; we sbould boot the fírst Bratus, and send the second to 
príson ; we prefer aflFection to dnty. Ferbaps we are rigbt, but 
this weakness emasculates ns. And yon — do yon sympathise 
with Actea ? Wonld yon not haye let that base cnr lie nnburied 
in the sandholes ? " 

She was silent a moment, thinking. 

"No," she said, slowly; "no, I think not. Yon see, sha 
ioyed him ; and he bad loyed ber — once." 

*' We are wasting time," said Maryx, shortly. " There is a 
square of clay npon its base within there. Look ! if yon haye 
an idea, show me what yon wonld do. But that is only for 
to-day ; afterwards yon must model what I give yon to copy, 
and that only ; and I shall make yon design in black and white 
a long time before I allow yon to tonch clay and marble. Yonr 
anatomy is all at fanli In yonr wingless Loye the shonlders 
are impossible. And listen — for myself I shall haye little time 
to giye yon. For days yon will not see me, eyen when I am in 
Borne. Ginlio there, my foreman, will giye yon direction and 
instruction ; and do not dream of Actea, or of any other stories. 
Work, — and most of all at geometry, and at drawing from the 
ronnd, for of natnral aptitnde yon haye only too mnch. Yon 
know, in all schools of scnlpture it is an etemal dispute whether 
modelling or drawing be of the most importance — ^as if both 
were not eqnally so ! To acqnire excellence, draw nnceasingly 
and model nnceasingly. If Michelangelo wonld haye deigned 
to model, instead of dashing with bis chisel at the mound of 
marble, with no certain knowledge of what he meant to do, he 
wonld haye spared himself the mistakes which make him often 
unequal and unworthy, and wonld haye made any lesser man 
ridiculous. Yon haye great talent, but yon need training : yon 
are at present like a yonng poet who begins to write sonnets and 
epics of bis own before he has studied Homer or read Virgil." 

She looked at him with sucb bumid and raptnrous eyes oí 
gratitude, that they wonld haye moyed a man far colder than 
Maryx, who bad the warm blood of Froyence in bis yeins. 

" I do thank yon so mnch, only I say it ill," she murmnred. 
"To be with a great master in Borne — that is what I haye 
always dreamt of ; and yon are great ! " 
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His &oe grew warm. 

" No, no/* lie said, with a certain emotion in his voice. •* We 
are not great nowadays ; we echo the past when we are at onr 
bestj we hardly do more. And for me, my dear, to do what 
littie I can for youth, is to do no more than to pay my deht I 
owe it to my conntry to give a littie back for all Bhe did to me. 
Only think what it was for a lad of eighteen to come here to the 
gardens of Sallnst. Think what it was for me. I, haying 
known nothing bnt hnnger and toil and effort, the stone quarrles 
of ProYence, and the stone wilderness of Paris ; having worked 
in wretched garrets, always fíreless in winter, often breadless in 
snmmer; seldom, indeed, being able to tell one night whether I 
shonld get food enongh next day to keep breath in me, I was 
snddenly transported from all that famine and misery, and 
almost hopeless conflict, to that matchless scene, to that en- 
chanting existence ! Think what such a chango meant ! To sit 
and read in the tapestried library; to roam throngh the ilez 
ayennes; to lean over the balcony, and look across Borne and 
its plains to the yery sea ; to wake at sunrise and know that 
all day long there was no necessity to do anything, except to 
study the great marbles and the loyely frescoes, that ' drew one's 
sonl ontward through the eyes,' and to commune with the dead, 
and try and beguile out of them the lost secrets of the Arts I 
Ah I if eyer perfect peace were upon earth, I knew it then in my 
boyish years at the Villa Medici. I wish I could giye such years 
to any young life that loyes the Arts. Athens herself neyer had 
a nobler thought than those years France gives her students. 
Only one ought to do things so much greater after them. The 
nttermost one achieyes seems but sorry paymeni There is an 
idea, general enough, that talent is best left alone to sink or 
swim. I fear that many sink who might be worth the saying. 
The sonl may x)erish for sheer lack of a spoonful of soup in the 
mouth. Protogenes might be now a household word, like 
Apelles, if he had not had to liye on a handf al of beans, and 
haye much trouble eyen in getting them. Buonarotti might 
haye been greater without Giulio and all the meddling, dictating 
cardinals — that is true ; but if he had had to break stoues for 
his daily bread, he would neyer haye hdd time to look up and 
see the ÜEices of Jehoyah and the Sibyls. I am thankfal to the 
Villa Medici, as a bird is to the hand that opens its cage door 
and sets it free. It gare me the best gifts of life — ^leisure and 
iíberty. They are the twin genii that the poor can neyer see ; 
Dioficuri that seldom lend their lance and bucklar saye to a 



98 ABIADNÉ. 

l)attle already won. If any aid of mine can bring them to yonr 
fiide, do not thank me ; I only pay to yoor yonth the debt tbai 
I owe to Bome for my own.** 

The foll, deep sweetness of his voioe was very gentle; he 
spoke thns to take from her any donbt or fear that sha mighfc 
feel, and he told her of himself that she might know he also 
had passed ihiongh the lonely efforts and the wÍBtfal tísíoüb 
that were her portion. Then he touched her gently : 

'' Gome and see my mother. She is old^ and cannot tálk to 
yon ; but it will make yon happier to think there is a WQman 
near." 

He shnt the Actea np in her darkness, with the nightíngaleB 
singing ontside; and went into another room to the Inmp of 
moist clay. Snch a mere moist lump was once the Belvedere 
Mercnry, the Thespian Love, and the Venns of Cleomenes. 

Alexander used to say that the only things which made him 
doubt his immortality were sleep and loye ; I think the only 
tbings that may make men hope for theirs, are love and Art 

In this room, where she was henceforth to work — a bare 
place, of conrse, as scolptors' rooms mnst be, bnt with two great 
Windows that looked through the orange-trees and cacti down 
the Golden Hill — ^there stood a bnst of a young man, with 
beantiful features, dreamfol brows, and the fírm, cold lipa that 
yon may see in the month of Adrián— Adrián, who pnnished an 
epigram with death, and camo to desire death nnayailingly. 

"How beautifol that is! it is some godl" she said, and 
pansed before it. 

" It is Hilarión," said Maryx. " It was dono long ago— * 

" Hilarión ? He was a saint." 

She had no loye for saints ; she knew that the Thebaid had 
destroyed Olympus. 

"Hilarión! What oonntry is that ñame? Hilarión was a 
Saint in the desert,** she said again ; " he was a sorcerer, too; for 
he made the horse of Italicns win the chariot race by a charm." 

She said it seríonsly. To this girl, fed from birth on all the 
l^ends of the past ages, all these things were far more yiyid and 
living than the people that went by her eyery day. 

Maryx smiled. 

** I think he is more sorcerer than saint ; and he has won the 
chariot race with his own horses. His face and his form, too, 
seryed me for this also." 

Ho drew the cloth off a statne of the Apollo Citharoedus, a 
copy of one of his works that had raised a storm of adulatíon 
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round his ñame in the salón of París years before, and w&s now 
in the Glyptothekó of Munich. 

It was different to any Apollo of the ancient marbles, and 
ihere was a certain melancholy in its divine dignity^ and perfect 
graoe, as thongh the god had let fall his lyre out of yery wearí- 
neea, thinking that he who could moye the yery rocks by mnsiCj 
and tame the beasts of the forest and deserta and charm the sools 
of men with irresistible influence till they wept like little 
ehildren, yet could be baffled and betrayed by the low cunning 
of his brother, of the boy whom men worshipped when they 
wished to lie and cheat. 

''Oh, it is all wrong/' said Maryx, as she gazed. "It is 
modem feeling; it is too subjectiye; it is not Greek at all ; it is 
« poet, not a god. It is Alfred de Musset, it is not Apolla 
Yes, the world went mad for it ; but that is no proof of excellence. 
I haye done better things, though one neyer creates as greatly as 
one imagines." 

" He must be beautiful ! " she said, under her breath, with 
her eyes lifted to the face of Apollo. " Is he as beautiful as 
that?" she asked. 

Maryz threw a cloth oyer the busi 



CHAPTER IX. 

Thb mother of Maryz was growing yery oíd. The hard life of 
the poor enfeebles as age comes on the frame that it braced in 
«arlier life. 

She had known heat and cold, and hunger and pain, all her 
youth through. Now that her son was a great man, and kept 
iier in comfort, and women waited on all her wants, and she 
dwelt in beautiful chambers, she did not understand. 

She would have liked to go and wash the yegetables for the 
4Soup ; she would have liked to haye gone with her hoe out In 
the cabbage ground; she thougbt that it was only yesterday 
that they had brought her the dead body out of the quarry. 
She was yery quiet, and spun on at the flox ;— a little brown 
woman, like a squirrel, with bright eyes, who was always 
bewildered when her wooden shoes that she would not chango 
4sank into the soft thick carpets, and when she saw the great 
^rand people round her son. 

'* I must cost him so much ; if he would only let me wear my 
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Dld gowns^** she wonld say. And — like a tme peasant, as she 
was — she wonld hoard away all her gold pieces in boles and 
comers against a rainy day. 

" He is so good ; bnt he may be poor to-morrow," she wonld 
say. " For me, I wonld not care if it carne so ; I conld work 
stíU. I conld hoe a little, and weed in the fíelds. £ut he wonld 
not like it now : he is always living with kings." 

And she wonld bnry her money against the eyil time, and 
spin on, that at least when the time carne he shonld haye a store 
of linen. 

She had a horror of the statues ; they were only " the stone '* 
to her; the same pitiless rocks which had been the mnrderer of 
her hnsband. Like Minntins Feliz she believed that evil 
demons hid themselyes in the marbles. She detested them like 
the early Ghristians ; like Martin of Tonrs, or Marcellns. 

Conld she have read a book, she wonld have loyed better 
tban any other that passage of Glement of Alexandria, in which 
he rails against ''those workmen who pass their liyes making 
dangerons toys: I mean scnlptors, painters, goldsmiths, and 
poets." 

She had lost sight of her son for years ; all those years in 
which Maryx was stndying and starving in Paris, and tasting the 
fírst deep joys of art as a stndent of the Villa Medici ; and tben 
all of a minute he had borne her away, and she had fonnd him a 
great man, and what to her seemed snrprisingly rich : she was 
always afraid that there was some sorcery in it. If he had made 
images of the saints, indeed it might have been right, bnt all 
these pagan gods and light women— it tronbled her, she prayed 
for his sonl unceasingly. 

If he had not been her beloyed son, and so good, she wonld 
have been snre that he had sold his sonl to one of those false 
gods ot his, with the lotns flowers on their foreheads, or with the 
goat's hoofs for their feet. As it was, she conld not understand ; 
so she told her beads half the day throngh, and thongh she was 
infírm, wonld go to mass eyery morning in the chnrch of S. 
OnoMo, and with the gold and silyer that he gaye her — ^it had 
always to be gold and silyer, she had the peasant-distmst of 
paper-money, and disbelief in it — she wonld bny prayers for him 
with one half, and pnt the rest away in little nooks and comerá 

" He is a yery great man, yon know," she wonld say to me, 
for I conld speak her dialect a little, haying wandered mnch in 
that conntry. " Oh, yes, yery yery great. He chips the stones 
Into figures as big as those that they haye in the churches. His 
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fiither nsed to bring the stones np in sqnare solid pieoes; I liked 
them better ; yon coold build with them. But I snppose these 
are greater. Nobody ever carne to look at the sqnare pieces. 
The oxen dragged them away ; I neyer heard where they weni" 

And then she wonld Bpin on again^ thinking. She oould 
neyer nnderstand yery mnch^ except that her yonngest bom was 
a great man, and that where they liyed the Pope liyed too, whioh 
made it almost like liying with Grod. She could neyer nnder- 
stand: not any more than we, who haye had the light of stndy 
on ns all onr days, and walk with the lamp of knowledge in onr 
hand, can eyer nnderstand the absolnte night of ignoranoe which 
enshronds the peasant in its nnbroken obscnrity. 

"I was always afraid of the stone/' she said once after a 
pause, twirling her wheel. '' Always. It is a cold hard thing and 
cruel. It let my husband toil at it all those years, and then all 
in a moment fell on him — how can they say it has no Ufe? It 
knows yery well what it is about. It kills men. My son laughs, 
and says it is his seryant ; he has mastered it ; he deals it blow 
after blow, and it keeps still, and takes the shape he wants and 
will haye. But it killed his father. He will not remember that. 
One day perhaps it will giye him back his blows ; that is what I 
am afraid of ; for him, he only laughs. But I know what the 
marble is ; I know there were ten of my family, oíd and yonng, 
little and big, one with another, all oyer the years that are gone, 
ten of them whom the marble killed in our own country : I am 
afraid. 

" If he would make it into the likeness of Christ and his 
saints, always, nothing else," she went on, feeling the beads of 
her rosary, " then perhaps it míght not be allowed to hurt him. 
But all he makes are the images of light women and blind goda 
that had false priests — so our priests tell one : that is not holy 
work. And he so good himself—- an ángel! Perhaps he has gone 
astray to the folse gods, looking always at their faces, and think- 
ing of them." 

" Whateyer his god be, it leads him to loye his mother," I said 
toher. 

"And that is true," she said, with her weather-wom 
bronzed face softened with tender recollections. " And when he 
was little I was a hard mother to him sometimes, for he was 
masterful and yet idle, and sat dreaming when others were 
working, and we with so many mouths to fíll, and a soup-pot 
neyer full — but he is so good to me. Look ! There was some 
monarch or another he was to go diñe with— some yery mighty 
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king, come a yery long way off over the seas — and tbat ni^t I 
was ill. I was taken numb, and dumb, and stupid ; they called it 
by some long ñame ; and neyer a moment did he leaye me. He let 
the king send and send^ and only said, ' My mother is ill, I cannot 
come ; * and he was gentle with me like a girl. And I a hard 
mother to him when he was little! For boys try yonr patience, 
loTe yon them ever so. Aye, he is good to me. May the saints 
render it back to him, and saye him from the works of bis banda 
For I am always afraid. I would sooner he were taking Yúh 
ozen oyer the plongh, and I oooking, and washíng, and mending, 
and waiting for him when the snn went down." 

She would haye been mnch happier so, in a little hnt on the 
broad snn-fed plains of her birth, liying hardly, and tradging a 
day's walk to sell a few eggs and herbs for a few pence, than she 
was in the wing of tbis beautiful honse, wbere all Inxuries 
snrronnded her, and the Windows of her chamber opened on the 
pillan of the atrium, looking across the riyer to the conyent- 
gardens npon Ayentine, and the mins of the Golden Hoose, and 
the marshes wbere Acca Laurentia reared her mighty nnrslings 
to braye the fíerce Qoirites. 

Yet she was proud in her way, so far as her dim mind, which 
had only the gleam of a peasant's shrewdness and a mother's 
tendemess to giye it any light, and in any manner grasp the 
fact of the great fame of Maryz. But she was always nnquiet. 

"1 snppose he is glad," she would say. "But for me I 
always thought it was bad to be lifted out oyer your fellows ; it 
is always the big trees the woodman takes, it is always the fínest 
Mrd tbat fírst feels the knife. Look you, when I was a little 
child I saw in the yillage a beautiful young man, and they were 
beatíng him and stoning him, and some one got a musket and 
put him ont of bis misery as if he were a mad dog, and they said 
they did tbat because be was great and rich, nothing more : it 
was in the days when eyery wbere they were buming the castles 
—I do not know why — ^that people might be free, and do nothing, 
they said. But how should people be free like tbat — ^the land 
must be tumed and the com must be beaten ; and for me I can 
always see that young man's face, with bis hair soaked in blood 
— it was fiur-coloured hair; yery likely be had a mother at 
home. I do not think he had eyer hurt any one." 

And thus she would spin on anxiously, because her son had 
become great and rich, and could liye with prínces. 

Though she did not understand, she was shrewd in her way ; 
fiíe shrewdness that the peasant acquires as a kind of instinct of 
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flelf-pieserration in the world where he has to grope his way like 
a beetle, with eyery foot lifted against him, perpetually rolling 
npward his ball of clay through the mire as hest he can. 

This day^ when Maryx took his new pnpil to her, áhe waa 
fiitting as asnal in the room that, with three others, waa 
esi)eciall7 her own : it oi)ened on the atrium^ brilliant in tb« 
momiDg-h'ght, with its white marbles and its led roses, and it^ 
breadth of aznre sky. 

She was spinning; she had her wooden shoes on, for shb 
wonld never wear any others ; she had a little wooden cmcifix 
near her, and a wooden rosary : she had brought them from the 
▼illage ; her snnken bnt still bright eyes lost their wandering 
sharpness, and softened greatly at sight of her son. 

Maryx approached her, and, bending down, spoke to her some 
moments in her own provincial tongoe, then beckoned Giojá to 
them. 

She looked at the loyely face of the girl with kindiiness and 
sospicion— the kindiiness of the woman, and the snspicion of the 
peasant. 

** Why do yon bring her to me ? " she said, sharply. 

''She comes to study my art, that is all," he answered 
"She is motherless and fatherless, and yery desoíate indeed. 
We mnst do for her what we can« I thought it wonld picase 
yon to see a young face near." 

"It does not displease me." 

She let her wheel stop, looking hardly all the while at Giojá, 
who stood motionless, nnderstanding none of the words spoken, 
and glancing ont into the court, where the doYcs were fluttering 
on the edge of the central tank. 

"She comes to cnt the stone?" his mother said, after a 
moment 

" As I do— yes." 

The dark, harsh eyes of the oíd woman grew half angry ; she 
knotted and entangled her hank of flaz. 

Her face grew very tronbled. 

" Yon make the stone into women— into the likeness of theic, 
all eyil women and light, or how woi^ld they bear the snn and 
the gaze of men on their naked limbs— is it fít that a girl shonld 
see that ? It is shamefal." 

" Mother, yon do not nnderstand— •" 

"No: I do not nnderstand anything. Bnt it is shamefuL 
What shonld a girl do in that place with all those carved images 
of yileness ? She has a pnre face, and a tme look. Marry her, 
and giye me little children abont me before I die." 
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Marjz flushed all orer his wide prond browSj and .tnrned 
abruptly away. 

" She is notliiDg to me. Yon mistake, mother. Bnt she is 
very desoíate. Will you not give her your blessing ? '* 

She laid her oíd brown hand on Giojá. 

" My dear, I bless you— yes— why not ? Yon are yonng and 
I am oíd. I do not nnderstand^ as he says. But do not yon 
tonch the stone. It will turn yon into its own likeness, or else 
kill yon, making yon think a stone a human thing. It killed his 
father. But he will not be warned." 

The girl bent her knees to receiye what she saw by the 
gesture was a benediction : the words were nnintelligible to her. 

*' What does your mother say to me ? " she asked of Maryz. 

"She wishes you well," he answered. "My mother is oíd, 
and cannot speak your tongue. But you will be gentle to her. 
To be oíd is always to be sad." 

Giojá was yaguely oppressed and troubled ; she was glad to 
go out into |he sunlight of the atrium, and throw grain to the 
doves bathing there, and watch the gauze-winged sphinxea 
dart through the red gold of the bignonia blossoms twisting 
round the columns. 



CHAPTER X. 

Mabtx did not leave Rome that day ñor the next, ñor many a 
day after. For he found in her face the face of his Actea, and 
she found in him a true and a great master. 

He did not copy her features line by line. She never knew 
that he was studying her, for he disliked every set expression, 
and his prayer was ever that of Diderot's artist, *'0h God, 
deliver me from models ; " but, neyertheless, he changed his 
Actea's face for hers, and his statue gainetl the only thing it 
wanted, and then he stayed on to make it into marble, only going 
for an occasional absence, of a week or two at most ; for Maryx 
worked, like Donatello and Michelangelo, with his own hands, 
leaving nothing to his workmen, saye the merest elementary 
labour. Thus, indeed, he produced but few works as far as 
numbers went, compared with his contemporaries, who soaroely 
touch their marble themselves, and créate vicariously, and so 
multiply with rapidity their colossal dolls and their millinery in 
itone : Maryx loved to feel the idea grow out of the rock under 
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ihe blows oí his own chisel, and wonld not yield to a paid 
labonrer the delight of carying the rounded limb and making the 
mnte month smile. 

When he was abeent, as when he was present, the girl went 
backwards and forwards to the Janicnlan, and leamed and 
labonred thoronghly as thongh she were a male stndent of this 
the most virile of all the arts. It was not yery far to go, bnt it 
is a rongh, popnlons way nntil yon get to the Panline cascades 
and the green gardens ; and Ersilia went with her in the mom- 
ing, and I went for her, or the oíd foreman, or one of the oíd 
artizansj or sometimes Maryx himself retnmed with her at 
snnset 

She wonld never eat anything at his stndio, thongh he wished 
it, bnt wonld take with her a morsel of dry bread and some 
frnit She was very gratefol to OTery one, bnt very prond in her 
way. 

" My father always told me to take nothing; that it was the 
only way to be free," she wonld say. 

So the weeks went on one after another, yery qnietly ; and 
the total absorption of her into art, and her delight in it, and 
her patient yet passionate study of it, all bronght her strength 
and health, and she ceased to look ill and to snffer from the heat, 
and became qnite content. Yery fÍEuniliar she never became with 
any one, except, perhaps, with me; she had the meditatiye 
temperament of the artist, and all the tnrmoil and trifling of the 
little world aronnd her seldom reached her ear. 

As tor the people of the qnarter, they were always a little 
ft&aid of her, and they abandoned the idea that she was my 
danghter, and woye wonderfol romances abont her, in which 
princes and cardinals fígnred with small credit to their morality. 
What did it matter? 

A girl who did not go to mass at any chnroh, seemed yery 
damnable to all the good folks of our Rione, mothers and maids, 
who might, indeed, have their loye afiairs like other women, and 
their qnarrels, and who conld sell a rotten frnit, or twist a bird's 
neck, or stick their bodkin in a riyal as well as any one, bnt who 
always sqnatted on their heels right yirtnonsly before the 
Madonna once a week, at least, and got the pnblio writer at 
the comer to pen their little notes for them to that loyely saint, 
S. Lnigi Gtonzaga, who smiles in Jnne like a yery Adonis 
amongst his flowers and his loye-letters. 

And as for the men — well, she was beantiful to look at, cer- 
tainly ; but then she neyer seemed to know it or to want any one 
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elfle to see it, so what charm was there in it? She went on her 
way looking at none of them, always looking ai some mosa- 
grown roof of an oíd temple a£ar oñ, or some defaoed fresoo on 
some wall hard by. She made them angry, and they let her be. 

Sbe only saw Clelia pnshing ber borse's breast against the 
reedy sbores of the Yelabrum^ or the fair-£aced Impioyisatore 
leaning from bis yiolin a moment to watch for Ba£belle ooming 
on the bridge. 

She was yery tranquil at this time^ stndying long and dosely, 
and then going out into all the bread brightness of the noon, or 
the white radiance of moonlit eyenings, and remembering all the 
ages of the world. 

There can be hardly any life more lorely npon earth than 
that of a yonng stndent of art in Bome. With the morning^ to 
ríse to the sonnd of coontless bells and of innumerable streams, 
and see the silyer lines of the snow new fallen on the monntaína 
against the deep rose of the dawn, and the shadows of the m'ght 
steal away softly from off the city, releasing, one by one> dome 
and spire, and cnpola and roof, till all the wide white wonder of 
the place discloses itself nnder the broad brightness of foll day ; 
to go down into the dark cool streets, with the pigeons fluttenng 
in the fountains, and the sonnds of the moming channts c(»ning 
from many a chnrch door and conyent window, and little 
scholars and singing children going by with white clothes on, or 
scarlet robes, as thongh walking forth from the canyas of Botti- 
celli or Garofalo ; to eat fmgally, sitting cióse by some shop of 
flowers and birds, and watching all the while the humonrs and 
the pageants of the streets by qnaint comers, rich with scnlp- 
tnres of the Benaissance, and spanned by arches of architects 
that bnilded for Agrippa, nnder grated Windows with arma of 
Frangipanni or Colonna, and pillars that Apollodoms raised; to 
go into the great courts of palaces, murmnrons with the £all of 
water, and fresh with green leayes and golden fmit, that rob the 
oolossal statnes of their gloom and gauntness, and thence into 
the yast chambers where the greatest dreams that men haye eyei 
had are written on panel and on canyas, and the immensity and 
the silence of them all are beautiful and eloquent with dead 
men's legacies to the liying, where the Honrs and the Seasons 
frolic beside the Maries at the Sepnlchre, and Adonis bares bis 
loyely limbs, in nowise ashamed becanse S. Jerome and S. 
Mark are there ; to study and mnse, and wonder and be stiU, 
and be full of the peace which passes all nnderstanding, becanse 
the earth is loyely as Adonis is, and life is yet muspent ; to coma 
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ont of the sacred light, half golden, and half dtusky, and fall of 
many blended coloors^ where the marbles and the pictnres liye, 
solé dwellers in the deserted dwellings of princes; to come ont 
where the oranges are all aglow in the snnshine^ and the red 
camelliaa are pushing against the hoary head of the oíd stone 
HermeSj and to go down the width of the mighty steps into the 
gay piazza, alive with bella toUing^ and orowds langhing, and 
dnims abeat, and the flutter of camiyal banners in the wind ; 
and to get away from it all with a foll heart^ and ascend to see 
the snn set firom the terrace of the Medid, or the Famfíli, or the 
£(»gh6se woods, and watch the flame-like clonds stream home- 
wards behind S. Peter's, and the pines of Monte Mario grow 
black against the west, till the palé green of eyening spreada 
itself aboye them, and the stars arise ; and then, with a prayer 
— ^be yonr futh what it will — a prayer to the ünknown God, to 
go down again through the yiolet-scented air and the dreamftd 
twiJ^ht, and so, with nnspeakable thankfolness, simply becanse 
yon liye, and thjs is Borne — so homeward. 

What life can be foller or be sweeter than this, eren if yonr 
home be near the skies, in some oíd honse of some crowded 
qnarter, with the doyes flying about yonr roof all the day 

vogf 

What matter poyerty, or any straits of % if yon be yonng 
«nd be in Borne ? 

All this mighty world that has been making here for nearly 
three thonsand years is all yonr own, and Praxiteles and Baf- 
fiíelle are yonr ministers. For yon, Popes greater than Emperors 
gathered their treasures from the east and west, and raised these 
endless temples of marble and of jewels ; and for yon they made 
these deep green aisles and avennes, where the ilex and the 
cyxxress intermingle, and the birds sing in the soft darkness oí 
the bonghs; not a Medici, ñor a Borgia of them all, possessed 
the capital of the world as yon can do, entering into yonr 
heritage of Art's great heirloom. 

And beside a life in Borne, all life elsewhere is bnt barren 
and narrow, and mnst miss something both of colonr and 
sanctity. If it were only for the endless possibilities that lie in 
ezistence here, it wonld eclipse all others; yon may watch a 
cabbage garden being dng, and nnder the careless stroke of the 
spade it may yield np imperial marbles or broken honsehold 
gods; yon may speak to a yillage workman coming down from 
the hills into the streets, and he may giye yon, by mere chance, 
■orne priceless secret of the past, as only a few years sinoe th» 
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poor artifícer of the Sabino moontams gaye np the secret of the 
Etmscan goldsmiths' chains. 

Well,— the city was full of mighty people, and stirred with 
all that life of fashion and of follj, which must make the oíd 
stones of the Garinaa and the Sacred Way think the years of the 
Agrippines are come back again to Borne. But all its fume and 
fass touched my Ariadné in no way. 

Maryz^ indeed, was sought by that illnstrions thongh motley 
world, and could not always say it nay. But no one saw her at 
bis honse ; and onr own world that gossipped on the doorsteps, 
and clanked brass pails at the water spouts, and told its beads 
at the shoemaker's ohurch, and ate its maccaroni at the street 
comers, and drove its mules oyer the bridge to the gardens, and 
pranked itself in gay masquerade, and beat its tambonrine at 
camivals, did not chango in'any way, but let her alono — ^a girl 
that did not go to mass and had no saint, and carne the Lord 
knew whence. '* 

So the months went by, and Maryx would often loavo the 
great personages who courted him, to join her and me and Palés, 
when on holy days and feast days we would ramble far and 
wide oYor the city and the country round. Maryx cared but 
liltlo for this world which was at his feet : he thought it mono- 
tonous, but a myope: he said to it as Fierro Pugot, another 
Provengal, said to it when it told him that he oclipsed Pheidias, 
" Hayo you studied the works of Pheidias ? " 

Maryx, despito his loñy freo grace and often haughty speech, 
kept much of the peasant in him; of the freo and dauntless 
peasant who dwoUs on the broad plains, amongst his sheep dogs, 
and has for his couch the wild thyme once dedicated to Venus. 
A king could not sway him ; ñor oithor oasily could a syren 
allure. 

The wiles of womon fell away impotent from this man, who 
could imagine and créate a loveliness that no liying woman eyer 
could equal ; — Helen being dead. 

Gay people began to go up and down the ayenues by the 
Lateran, and foreign crowds to saunter under the palm of 
Augustus, and foolish fashionablo chirrupings twittered round 
the Moses and the Gladiator, and all the great solemn noble 
marbles, and mummors began to twang their lutos before the 
time under gloomy conyent walls, and passing under the shadow 
of great palaces at night, one heard strains of merry music, and 
caiight glimpses, through the yast arched courts, of ladios' gems 
and lacquays' liyeries. 
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For me, I wislied they wonld leaye Borne alona It shonld 
be yisited as Mecca is; and in no other way. 

But all the twitter and tnrmoil and flntter and frippery, 
always roshed in like the wayes of the €k)ths' armies wheneyer 
winter carne ; and trade was bettored, and the grim oíd streets 
were bright, and not very many people carne my way to the 
brown comer where the Ponte Sisto water fell in the great 
arched niche all green with moss. To me winter made no 
change, for my cliente did not lie at all amongst that wealthy 
foreign world ; I mnnched chestnnts instead of figs, and hngged 
a brazier instead of a water melón — that was all. 

Others of my calling retreated from their stalls into cellars, 
and sat with their heads jtist above the pavement, looking very 
droll, and like the jacks in boxes that the children play with ; 
but for myself I never did. I stuck to my stall whenever I 
worked; and fíxed a big red nmbrella, if it rained, above my 
head, and defied the winds and all forces of the elements. 

Haying braved in my younger manhood the icy winters of 
oíd Grerman cities far northward, I was not afraid oí the blasts 
that come oyer the Alps and Apennines and make one shiver, as 
they nsed to make Cato do, no doubt, despite all his philosophy ; 
whistling np under his toga, and sporting with his dignity. 

I confess I like to think of Cato shivering in the winter wind. 
I haye no love for him, ñor honour, ñor any yeneration. 

Snrely neyer more cnriously tban in Cato were mediocrity 
and narrow-mindedness deifíed and inmiortalized; always arrayed 
with i>ersistent obstinacy against innoyation of any kind; a 
foe to all genius and all elegance ; so brutal to his slayes that 
one of them hanged himself out of sheer fear of his displeasure ; 
80 rapacions of their labonr, that, whilst connselling festivals 
shonld be religionsly kept in the letter and the plough laid 
aside, he recommends that slayes shall be meanwhile pnt to all 
other kind of work ; forions against all immorality, whilst con- 
sidering chastity in marriage in nowise binding on the hnsband; 
neyer rising to a higher yiew of moral excellence than lies in the 
range of a strict pólice discipline, and neyer imagining a loftier 
honour than lies locked in the merchantes ledger; considering 
eyery man of yersatile powers and graceful accomplishments fit 
only for a harlequin, and despising a poet as only leyel with a 
woman or a mountebank ; in oíd age, changing ñrom the sturd^ 
farmer and the plebcian soldier of the Hannibalic, Punic, and 
Macedonian wars, into the likeness of a prude, and something 
more disgusting than a prude, and spending long hours of in- 
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Bpection before tlie washicg, Bwaddling, tktid nnising of hía 

children : — how h»8 Le ever come to be rfeíerod bj poeterity ? 

Such qnaliüee as he posaessad of independenoe, integritv, 
and a very ilüberal patriotÍBm, never roaa to any grandeur, and 
cawiot redeem the egotisra, the Belf-snffioiency, and the narrow- 
ness of the reet of his choraeter, and, indeed, were virtues general 
ín almost every citizen of bis time. He bad all the fanlts, and 
no more thon the ezoeUoDcios of any stiird?, prcjudiced, opínion- 
ated, conunonplaoe character, who representa the householder ; 
and yet Marcue Porciua Cato, wbo refnsed a botidaf to hía 
labour-worn creaturee hy a miserable quibble, and who thought 
that to die wortJi more gold than you inherited ' showed a dÍTina 
epirit,' haa come to be naiued in the same breath with Sócrates 
and Flato, and Morous Aurelias — oh, tiíiuiiph eubliioe of the 
Uediocritjes I 

When the Full wínter waa come, Tery great and grand people, 
foreigners, princes, and tlie hko, carne up constantly, as I say, to 
the iámons stndio on the Sabino hill ; for Maryx waa illustiioiía, 
and his ñame known wherevor anything of Art was in any way 
comprehended, and he might haré dined had he chosen at any 
eorereiga'a table in Europe. He bnt seldom saw hie great gneata 
amongat his marblea -, when obliged to do so, he received them 
with that noble, frank courtesj, which he showed alike to tha 
higbest and the lowest. " He looks liko Porgolesi's shepherd 
kicg," eaid a woman once, and indeed it was not ill sajd, for he 
bad eoicething unworldly and ontameable, y et majestic and royal, 
in al I his air and bearing. 

Gíoja, BB I aay, too, was cever seen by all these people, for 
hÍ3 bouse had many chambers, niid the one aet apnrt for her 
worlc, whore the Apollo CitharcBdus was, he nover alJawed to be 
invaded. At entcrtainmenta, which he occasionally gave — for, 
tbough of estremo simpUcity, almost austerity, in his own habita, 
he lived with the magniíicence of a great artist in hia oondact 
to otbera, — he would haTe had her be present, and often preaaed 
her to be Bo ; but ahe reeiated, and begged to be left alone, atudy- 
ing nnder the oíd bronze lamp that bnrned before Hermes ío 
my room on the river, 

" She 18 quite right, and beaidea, she ¡a so young," aaid Maryx, 
and ceased to think of it. 

His mother never alluded again to any thought of lore oí 
marriaga abont tha girl. She grew used to seeing Giojá como 
and go aoross the conrt, with the aun on the goldon bronze of 
her hair, and accepted ber preseuce there with the half Rtupid, 
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half pnzzled feeling with whicb the once shrewd bnt now clonded 
mind of the oíd peasant accepted all the strange things around 
her, rebellions^ yet resigned. 

*' Only yon have made a clay image of her— that is bad," she 
saíd» one day, seeing a cast that he had made^ and recognising 
in it the straight delicate limbs and the classic face that she saw 
every moming come np throngh the aloes and the myrtle on to 
the terrace fiteps. 

"That Í8 bad," she wonld say. "Only the Holy Mother 
shonld be worshipped like that ; and to put a maiden amongst 
yonr fiilse gods and light women — that is not well either." 

Maryz wonld smile. 

He^ like bis mother, grew nsed to seeing the tall slender fonn 
of the maiden pass np thioagh bis trees and bis flowers into that 
beantifnl honse of bis, whicb, witbout her now, wonld baye 
seemed too cold and too silent ; even as I at snnset grew nsed 
to seeing her come across the bridge to dip her hands in the 
fonntain water, and lean over my board, and tell me what 
progress she had made that day, and what her master had said 
to her, or had bidden her do. 

At times she wonld pass the eyening on the €k)lden Hill, but 
it was always when he was alone and nnoccnpied, and at sncb 
times abe wonld spin to please bis mother, or weaye some pieoe 
of tapestry, on whicb she imitated flowers she had gathered and 
set in water near her, or draw in black and white, whilst Maryx^ 
who had yast stores of the most miscellaneons leaming, and the 
most capacions memory in the world, illustrated bis own tbeories 
of art, with passages from the most recóndito of the classic writers, 
and mannscripts of the Yatican, and the librarles of oíd Italian 
dties, and of Paris, that scarcely any eyes bnt bis own had eyer 
been at the pains to decipher. 

Ah, bappy nights and innocent, in the qniet yanlted chamber, 
sweet with the scent of bnming pines, and spacions as the hall 
of Alcinons, with the light of the beartb spreading broad and 
bright wbere the oíd dark fignre of the woman sat and span, 
and the girl sped the swift shnttle, as Athene taught the 
Phseacian maids to do, and the deep soft tones of Maryz ñlled 
the silence with the sonorons sonnds of Greek and Latín prose ; 
— «b, bappy nights and innocent! They shonld baye had more 
abiding spell to bind, more lasting power to ondear ! — ^but sncb 
are the ways of fate, and Ufe is as the maze of Lars Porsenna's 
tomb, whereof no man knows the cine or holds the plan. 

Maryx, in these winter months, made her in marble, as 
Nansicaa. 
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Nansicaa, as she bad gone down through the orchards and 
the olive gardens to the sea, holding the golden cruse of oil in 
one hand^ wlth her feet bare, so that she might wade in the 
wayes^ and in bor eyes the great soft wonder that must have 
come tbere when Odysseus awoke. Nothing more delicately, 
seriously beantifal had ever come from bis chisel, and nothing 
more pnrely Greek. 

How one wisbes that tbey had told ns the fate of Nausicaa : 
when she leaned against the pillar, and bade her farewell to the 
great wandorer, we know her beart was beavy : never again 
could she play by the shore glad-hearted with her maidens; 
when she bad passed that day out, between the silvcr dogs of 
Hepbsdstus, through the west wind, and the pomegranate blos- 
soms, to the sea^ she bad left her bappy yonth behind her. 

So mnch we feel sure, but we would fain know more. Were 
it a modem poem, how it would be amplifíed ; how much we 
sbould bear of her conflict of silence and sorrow ; no modem 
would have the coldness to leave her tbere, leaning against the 
column in Alcinous' hall, and neyer add a word of her fate ! 

But that is our wcakness, we cannot '' break off the laurel 
bough," sbortly and sharply, unbumt, as they did of oíd. 

Did she live to be the mother of a line of Mngs ? I like 
better to tbink that she never forgot the stranger who passed 
away to Ithaca, tbinking never of her, but only — when be did 
look back— of the burning daughters of Atlas and of Helios, 
weaving songs and charms in tbeir magical isles for the shame 
and the souls of men. 

For me, I always wish, sinfully x)erhaps, to strangle Penelope 
in her own web, and wed ülysses to the sweet PhsBacian maid. 

Tbis Nausicaa, which Maryx imaginad, was exceedingly fair. 

It bad the x)eculiar charm of Giojá's own look ; that look 
which had all the mysterious deptb of a young goddess's, and 
the clear innocence of a child's. It was Nausicaa going to the 
sea, not come from it Giojá also had not as yet seen what slept 
on an untouched shore to make her sorrow. 

She was bappy, but she was bappy with her mind, not with 
ber beart. In her simplicity of babits and her scriousness of 
thought, she resembled rather a beautiful Greek youth than 
a girl of her own time. She was so ignorant of ber own power ; 
she was so serenely unconscious that when she throw back the 
sleeve from ber arm to work the better the action might quicken 
the pulse of a man into passion, that she scarcely seemed mortal 
to me, used ta the ardent and tender women of my city. Her 
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poor foolish father, who had given np so weakly to his fate, and 
sat down under his borden by the Ligarían waves, had had^ ai 
the least, wisdom to edacate her into that love of the woríd's 
past, and that absorption into the arts^ which are the surest 
shield against the perils of youth. Athéné Ergané has a snrer 
shield than eyen Athéné Promachos. 

" Tou admire him ; you like him ? he is kind to you ? " I 
asked her at the cióse of her fírst week's study on the Gk>lden Hill. 

"He teaches me! — he will make me an artist tooT' sha 
answered me ín snrprise. 

That was all she thonght of or needed. Had he been the 
ngliest dwarf in all creation, Maryx would have been none the 
less a deity to her. She grew as the time went by into an 
adoration of him^ but it was only with snch a sentiment as that 
wherewith she adored the memory of the son of Gharmidas, the 
idea of the strength of Ly sippus. 

Maryx was a great artist ; he was her master. 

She sighed for his smile ; she feared his frown : she hnng 
with reyerence on all his words. But it was only becaose he 
was to her Art incamate. She neyer knew all that she owed to 
him. For he would neyer let me tell her^ and swift as she was 
to see an error in a line^ an imperfection in a fancy, things oí 
daily Ufe escaped her. She took what she found withoat thinking 
about it. 

Her body wanted so little^ and her mind demanded so much. 
If you had fed her mind and delighted it^ she would haye let you 
beat her^ or starye her, and would not haye complaíned. 

''If she had not happily been dedica ted to Apollo and Athene, 
she would haye seenyisions and died in a conyent, like Teresa of 
Spain/' said Maryx of her one day. " She is like those flowers 
which hang by a thread and liye on the sun." 

I thought that he hardly read her aright. 

She had more strength than Teresa of Spain, and the storm 
would feed her, I thought, scarcely less than the sun. But, like 
Santa Teresa, she saw immortals come to her, and she had little 
to do with the human creatures about her. Scarcely enough 
to make her human. It hurt her more to see a mutilated 
marble, than to see a woman wom with disease and pain. Her 
ángel was Apollo. For such defíance of the common £ate there 
is always an ayenging destiny. 

What did Maryx feel to this flower ? 

I did not know; it seemed to me he scarcely knew himsell 
He thought much more at first of her genius than of himsel£ 

I 
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" No woman ever did any good thíng in nurble, and Bhe ia a 
girl," he wonld say. " Yot " 

Yet he gare mndi time und thonght to her instrnotioii, and 
foiind in her a power of imneory and a mastery of eiecntion 
nhich he allovsd to be wondoiful, her youth and hei ago both 
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His mother'a BnggMtion seemed to have rasssd by him t 
heedod, and to be forgotfen. He treated her as he woald havo 
treated a yaath in whose talent and i^te he had intereet — nothing 
mora 

" Who wonld talk of love to bei ? " he eaid onoe, a littlo 
Tonghly. " 8he would nnderetnnd yon no more than my 
Nanaioaa youdcr! 

" She is Dot like Nansícaa at all," he added. " Nandcaa 
dreamed of love, and of the naptíal joys : she cever doea. I 
Ihink mon scnrcoly eiiat for hor. 8he hns no thonght of me, ftw 
instance, save as of Bome abetract iccarcation of bar art, that 
leads her in ita right wayfi, and so is worth reptrding." 

"Well, wonld ;on diange that? Is it not a blessing for 
her?" 

" No, I wonld not ohange it," he anBwered thonghtfnlly. " It 
has a great charm— to see those olear deep eyes of hers look so 
far out boyond oneself, and all abont one, Bnt it vrill change, I 
tuppose, Home day. No one remaina for ever boyond the common 
fate of hnman livea. And just in proportion to the previons 
etrength íb the forcé of the tall from it. It would be better for 
her if Ebo were like NauEicoa, pkying bol!, and thinking of the 
bridal clothes." 

"Alae, a!aa! whn wonld marry hei?" Eoid I, with all a 
Boman's prejndioo. 

" Any one who lored her, no danbt," said Maryx, jndging the 
mindG of men by me greatnees of his own. 

Meanwhile of Bnch things Qiojá had no thonght. At times 
ahnoel I grew superatitione, and tbonght she was tiarUly hnman ¡ 
Bhe was ao indifferent to everything ontside the palé of art, and 
so untonohed by all that neitally tonches girla : she never aeemed 
to see the children langhini; in her path, the iovers ín the 
twilight of the trees, the stríngs of pearl and coral in the 
artificera' windowH, the bahy at ita moíhor's breaat, the birds m 
their spring neatB, 

TVhat she cared for was to stand in the damp moes-grown 
nichee of the Vatican with the Meroury and Apollo, and to 
wander through the great etone galleriuB of the Cupitol, imtU 
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<me really began to think she was some Vestal boried alive^ and 
kept by some freak of natore fresh and fair in the bosom of 
mother earth^ and released and awakened^ but feeling astray in 
fhe snnlight^ and bewildered to fínd so much of Borne remaining, 
yet 80 much destroyed. 

One day we passed onr lovely Sta. María in Trasteyere^ when 
a marríage party¡were coming ont from the doors. They were 
people of the labouríng class, but the giri was yery graceful^ and 
the man was bold and handsome, and both looked happy, wíth 
that perfect happiness which has ''the life of the rose/' but^ 
unlike the rose^ fades, not to bloom again wíth the next summer. 

They were coming out, and we stepped back to giye them 
room. 

" What are they doing ? " she asked me. 

" They haye been to the priest to be married/* said L " I 
know them — ^they wül be very poor. He ís a fruitseller. They 
will live in one room under the street. They will never eat 
meat They will haye many troubles. But for all that they will 
be happy. They love one another. They will run out in the 
snn^ and laugh, and sing, and play with their children, and go to 
the theatre when they can " 

" And when he dees not loye her any more ? " asked Giojá. 

I was sileni It took my breath away. What should she 
know about men's faithlessness ? 

*' Why should he cease to care for her ? " I stammered. " She 
íb a good girl, and young and so pretty." 

"I do not know. In all the oíd tales one or the other 
changes," she said, grayely. '* I suppose it is always so. There 
was a woman liyed near us on the shore. She had grown quite 
oíd. But when she had been young she had been handsome, and 
a man loyed her yery much. She was then at Naples, and after 
a time he grew jealous, and he drew his knife, and gashed her 
all across the eyes and forehead^ so that she should neyer be 
beautiful for any one any more, but hideous — ^which she was. 
And after that, though he came to know that she had always 
deseryed good of him, and neyer ill, he deserted her, and went 
to other women, and she fell into great misery ; and when she 
liyed upon our shore she was glad to boil the seaweed and the 
jellyfísh to make a little food. But she told me her story, and 
though she was disfígured, and one of her eyes was blinded, she 
said she would not haye had it otherwise. ' My sight is dark/ 
8he said, ' and in the wound he made you can lay two fingen 
ntíHlg and it still aches and throbs when the nights are cold ; but 
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I am glad he hnrt me so— it tells me how he loved me onea. 
When I think I must be dreaming, and tbat I neyer could have 
been lovely and beloved^ then I put my hand np to the great 
cruel wound^ and I know it was tme^ and I feel his kisses again. 
He left me, yes — he was a man, and I was a woman — bat he 
loyed me once. Else he would not have hnrt me/ That was 
what she said. She was oíd, and half blind, and wretched* 
Bnt she had not forgotten/' 

I shivered a little as I heard. There was a sonnd ín her 
▼oice of sympathy with that poor wounded soul which frightened 
me for her. 

"And yon nnderstand her?" I said. "Faith to the faith- 
less? Isthatwell?" 

" I think I nnderstand it," she said slowly. " And I snppose 
if she had loyed him once, whether he ceased to loye her or not, 
that conld not make any dífiference. But it must be terrible. 
Why do i>eople loye at all ? " 
It is natnre," I said feebly. 
Nature is cmel," said the girl. 

And from that I could not dissent, seeing that the only 
motiye power and the solé keynote of all creation is cruelty in 
some form or another. 

The marriage party by this time were well away down the 
Street, their yoices carolling a chorus, and the bright colours of 
their costumes glancing in the sun. She looked after them. 

" What will she do when he does not loye her any longer ? " 
she said, with that fírst touch of human pity that I haye eyer 
known in her. 

" When he does not — if he do not— I daré say she will stab 
him ; she is a Trasteyerina. If not, she will weep a little, and 
play with her bables, and get oyer it ; most women do so." 

A supremo disdam carne on the thoughtful calmness of her 
face. '* Women are poor creatures, then," she said, and moyed 
on past the Monastery of St Anna, whose true saint is Yittoria 
Golonna. 

As a man I could not assent toher; as a philosopher I could 
not dissent. 

But I saw that Maryz and I both had been wrong in our 
belief, and that she had indeed thought of loye and of its 
obligations, only perhaps too much ; at any rate she had leamed 
a belief in Loye's great canon: better throbbing wounds by 
which to mark remembered kisses after death^ than peace and 
solitude without a sign. 
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** Only, alas ! ** I groaned to myself, as I stnmbled on in hez 
fiteps^ " they were right that day in the Borgheso Gallery : it ii 
60 seldom Eros ; it is so often Apáte and Philotés." 

But then of these mock gods she knew nothing. 



CHAPTER XL 

WiTH spring the city thinned, and the pleasnre folks went on 
their ways^ and neyer stayed to see the Sabine mountains^ and 
all the rest^ grow like one soft sea of green with the yonng 
grasB, and the Campagna a very ocean of blossoming flowers^ 
with the great cattle knee-deep in it« and the monnted shepherds 
riding through a glory of waving colour. 

With spring Maryz usually went to his own land, but this 
year he did not stir, ñor speak of leayíng Borne. The Nausicaa 
went to sustain his great ñame, and the Ñero ; but he himself 
remained. 

With the sweet glad spring weather, when one could lie and 
langh all day on the turf of the Pamfíli Doria woodlands^ 
and groups stood chatting and love-making about the great cool 
fountains half the radiant night^ he and she and I went on many 
a rambla together. 

Together we feasted on porcupine in Ariosto's tavem, and 
traced the ways of TuUia's blood-stained chariot; together we 
bowed our heads to ruined altars in the bowels of the earth^ and 
saw the salterollo danced under the spring-blossonxing vines; 
together we pulled the anemones under the oíd oaks of Galba's 
gardens^ and traced the fancied sites of vanished temples under 
crowding hovels or frowning convent-walls ; together we found 
our roads^ by Strabo and Suetonius and Dion Cassius, through 
twisting lañes and heaps of rubble^ and talked of buried dties 
that lay beneath us as we sat on the grassy mounds in the silent 
country, with the oxen coming to us between the high tufa 
banks^ and the caper flowers covering the fallen stones of name- 
less tombs. 

" Are you happy now?" I asked of Giojá one day. She waa 
silent a momento then answered : 

" I am content." 

The strong instinctiye yeracity in her weighed the measurc 
of her days, and gave them their right ñama She was oontent . 
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her life was íull of the sweetness and strength of the arts, and of 
the peace of noble occupation and endeayonr. But some trae 
instinct in her tanght her that this is peace^ but is not more than 
peace. Happiness comes but from the beating of one heart npon 
another. 

She was Nansicaa on her path through the orchards^ in the 
oool of the early morning, to the sea, with all the day to come. 

Amongst our pilgrimages we went at times to Daíla : the 
estáte of Hilarión. The site of it had once been a Sabino town, 
and in the yineyards were the fonndations of a villa that, as I 
haye said^ according to tradition, had belonged to the gay sad 
anthor of the Satyricon, and coins found in the soil, and letters 
cnt in the leaden water-pipes, seemed to confírm this supposition 
of antiqnaríes, which especially pleased its present owner, since 
between Petronins and Hilarión there was that certain sympathy 
which makes two thousand years seem but a moment. 

Later it must haye belonged to Julia Domna, or some other 
of the Syrian empresses, or some great creature of their house- 
hold, for there were all the symbols, and many of the deities, of 
the Eastern creeds found in those ezcayations which for years 
Hilarión had had made there. The present villa there, which 
he had pnrchased, was one of the sixteenth century, and magnifí- 
cent enough, with its vast halls painted by Giulio Bomano and 
his scholars, with clouds of angels and throngs of héroes on the 
vanlts and domes; and^ without, the high clipped arbutus 
hedges, the stone terraces, the físhponds with their marble stairs 
and moss-grown nereids of an artificial age, and beyond these 
again the widenspreading green glades, dusky with the ilex oak, 
and the cedar, and the cork tree, and the stone pine, through 
whose stately trunks one saw the silver gleam of the distant sea 
of iSSneas, and the dark shadows of the Pontine marshes, and 
the bold blue mountains of the " people of the lance," and the 
whiteness of snowy peaks that rose against the azure of the skies. 

Giojá had gone but seldom there, for it was some twelve or 
fourteen miles out towards the north-west ; but no place had so 
great a fascination for her, ezcept the heart of Bome itself. 

The mere ñame of Hilarión had a charm for her ear, and 
often in the studio of Maryx she would stand and look up to the 
face of his bnst, and that of the Apollo Cytharssdus, which was 
his also; and whenever we spoke of him, as indeed we did often> 
she would listen with that look in her eyes which came into them 
for the marbles, and the foimtains, and the dear dead gods. 

'' When will he come back ? " she asked me often : and thAt 
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I never conld tell h&t, for the moods of Hilarión were as variable 
as the winds that blew oyer Borne. 

But he almost seemed to be at Da3a : there was bis inkstand 
open in the library; there was bis yelyet coat thrown across 
a chair; there was bis Martial lying open, witb a dead rose in it 
to keep the place ; there were bis mares neighing in the stable ; 
there were hís flowers blossoming iinder the terraces; there 
were bis labourers labonring for him amongst the bnried marbles 
nnder the Tines ; and there was the tomb of the dog he had 
killed in a fít of petulance, kept witb a care that the shades of 
Angastns and of Liyia might have enyied. 

Hilarión absenta became at Daíla a living reality to tbis girl, 
to whom Apollo and Yirgil, and Adonis and Valeria, and all the 
gods and all the mortals of the oíd Latin land were in a manner 
nearer than we wbo gaye her her daily bread and tonched her 
hand. 

For me I only wished that he might for eyer remain to her 
thns, like a Hellenic myth, looming larger and loyelier than life 
throngh the golden haze of mystical imaginations. For the sight 
of Hilarión was not less cruel to woman than was bis soft, bitter, 
amorons yerse. 

When the very great beats of the midsnmmer carne, Maryz 
took me aside one day. 

''She is well now, but she will not be well mnch longer, if 
she stay in the dronght of July/' he said to me. " Borne does 
not hnrt yon and me, but a creature as young as that, and a girl 
— ^it is different. Listen to what I want yon to do. It is an 
innocent subterfuge, and I see no other way." 

Then he told me of a farm of bis own— for he had purchased 
largely in and about the city, being now a rich man — which was 
dose to Frascati, on those breezier beights, where health may be 
better kept than down in the ways of the town itself ; and he 
told me that I was to go thither for the two perilous months, 
Bpeaking of it as needful for my health, and persuade her by any 
means I could to accompany me, taking care not to speak of him 
in connection witb it. For himself, he intended to stay on the 
Golden Hill. 

''I haye too mnch work in hand to leaye," he said; but the 
blood carne into the clear oliye skin of bis cheeks as he spoke, 
and I thought my own thoughts, and was glad. 

" Yon must not let her dream the place is mine," he said, 
a little later. ** She is so proud, and it would pain her ;— and, 
indeed, what obligation to me is there ? Kone at alL" 
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I promised complíance ; bnt when I songht to persuade ber 
I fonnd the task quite beyond my powers. 

" I will not leave Eome," she said, and was resoluta. 

" Borne will never burt me," sbe said. " It would burt me 
tnucb more to leave it. Tbis room is bigb and cool, and you 
know tbis part of tbe river is bealtby, even tbougb tbe flcíods 
come. I could not go out of Bomei and besides, I am leaming 
80 mucb ; and be bas promised to let me toucb tbe clay nezt 
montb." 

And to be moved sbe was not, and so I stayed as I bad stayed 
for many a year, stitcbing at my stall in tbe summer beat, witb 
tbe big melons and tbe bursting boney-fílled fígs all ágape at tbe 
Street comers, and tbe lads and lasses coming over tbe bridge at 
midnigbt, witii trailing rose-bougbs, and tbe lilie» of Mary in 
tbeir bands, twanging tbeii» lutes and laugbing. 

As it bappened, mercifully, tbe summer was unusually cool, 
and sbe did not sufifer from it in any way, and worked arduously 
in tbe studio on tbe Mons Aureus, and gained from ber great 
master mucb of bis tecbnical skill, and mucb of bis catbolio and 
noble views of art, and its obligations. 

Maryx, witb all bis passion of reverence for tbe art of tbe 
past, bad a perception of tbe excellencies and of tbe failures of 
bis own generation traer tban tbat wbich is given to most men. 
He did not overrate tbe present age of the world, but neitber did 
be deride it. It moved bim ratber to sympatby and compassion 
tban to eitber of those two extremes of vanity and of scorn, into 
one of wbose opposite camps most of us are driven in too great 
beat and violence. 

Hilarión, wbo bad written mucb to emascúlate it, spent all 
tbe brilliancy of bis brain in beaping endless contumely upon 
bis own generation ; Maryx, wbo bad done mucb to enricb it, 
regarded it witb añection and regret, as a man may do bis 
country wben its ways are uneven and its futuro is dark. 

" We are tbe sons of our time," be would say. " It is not for 
US to slay our mother. Let us cover ber disbonour if we see it, 
lest we provoke tbe Erinyes." 

And be beld tbat our own age was not so mucb debased as it 
was despairing ; not so often base as it was weary. 

" Surely," be said one day, in tbose moments of eloquence 
wbicb were frequent witb bim, for be bad a trick of natural 
eloquence wben witb tbose for wbom be bad a liking, and wbo 
liked to listen to bim, " surely tbe world, made up of buman 
beings as it is, is only like one buman being in bis passage 
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throtigb life. To youth belong ineffable graces all its own, and 
charms never to be counterfeited when youth has passed away 
bope and faíth and the freshness of imbroken iUusions are with 
it; it has the bloom as of the nntouched froit^ the chann as of 
the half-opened flower: it is rich in the treasures of its nntried 
years, and strong in the insolence of its beauty and its strength ; 
it is without snspicion and without fear; bnt, also, it is withont 
sympathy : it is glorióos as the glory of the moming, bnt he 
who seeks its pity fínds it hard, from puré joyousness of soul, 
and ignorance of sorrow: its selfíshness is only ignorance, but 
it is selfish : it says to every passing hour, * thou art fair/ why 
should it look elsewhere? When youth is gone, the character 
that has gained from living any profít will have softened^ and 
mellowed, under the suns and storms of many days; with wide 
experience it will have wide toleration and comprehension ; its 
sympathies will be unfailing, because it will be aware that ' to 
nnderstand is to pardon/ since for all evil there is excuse, could 
all influences, and motives, and accidents of circumstance be 
traced : its own past lies behind it, a land for ever lost, and its 
onward path is dark : it looks back so oñen because it has not 
heart to look forward, since all it sees is death : many are the 
grayes of its desires and of its friends : it is full of pity for all 
things that breathe, because it has learned that nearly every 
breath is pain: there is nothing in which it can have much 
belief, but there is little to which it can refuse compassion, since 
all creation suffers : the unutterable sadness and mystery of all 
forms of life oppress it, and it hears the children and the lovers 
say *for ever,' knowing itself too well that the mortaFs *for 
ever ' is but the gnat's day upon a ray of sun and breath of 
vapour. 

*' As thus with the individual character of man, so it is with 
the character of the world, and of those arts in which the voice 
of the world's soul speaks. 

** Fearlessness, loveliness, and forcé characterized all that it 
did, and all that it sang of in an earlier time : tendemess and 
pity are the excellencies of all the best that it produces now. In 
the fírst ages all achievement and inspiration were fresh as the 
dews of dawn, and he who struck the lyre had no fear that hip 
hymns were but weak echoes of a stronger sound. All was new, 
all was spontaneous. Now all this is changed. We feel that our 
production can hardly ever be more than rex)etition. We are, 
like the priests and the people of Lyonesse, powerless to raise 
the magic sword wielded by stronger hands than ouzs ; and we 
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hüTe no child Arthnr aiuon^t os, or if wa have ws den; and 
pnt him aside, and tbe eword lies nnlifted. 

" Bnt if we have lost the forco and the freshneps of an 
earlier dttj, we have gamed Gometliing elso not whoil; to be 



"I tbink that whüst ws have, perhapa, lost dignilj, aad 
certainly have lost concentration, onr B¡cht ia more eiteuded, 
our rango of feelíng moio Taried, our nndeistonding of paio atkd 
of joy more acuta 

" Tho pathoa and coirth of tlte Enight of Manofaa and the 
passjons of Juliet and Francesca are onr own ¡ the vaat compre- 
hcuBion of Shafcespeero and the microscopio analjsia of B:ilzao 
are purel; modera ; nhat dnpths of compleí emotioa and passion 
dÍTÍdo neloise from Holen.or Imogene from Antígone, and seveí 
SheUey from Sophooles, and Faust ftom París ! 

" Thi« worid of onr own immediate day te weak and weary, 
becausa it is no longer young; yet it possesses one noble 
attribute— it haa an acule and almost nniversal sympathy.which 
doea indeed often degeneíate into a false and iUogical sentiment, 
yet aervea to redeota an age of egotism. We have eacaped both 
the gem-Uke hardness of the Fagan, aod Uio nanoning eelñah- 
nesB of tho Christian and the Israelite. We are sick for the woe 
of oreation, and we wonder why such woe ¡a oars, and why it is 
entailed on the innocent dumb beosts, that perísh in mOlions for 
na, nnpitied, day and nigbt. Borne bad no altar to Pity: it is 
the one god tbat we own. When that pity in na for all things te 
perfected, perbapa we aball have roacbed a religión of sympatby 
khat will be pnror tban any religión the worid haa yet seen, and 
more productiva ' Save my oountry 1' cried the Pagan to hia 
deities. ' Save my sonl ! ' cries tbe Christian at his altara, We, 
who are withont a god, mnrmar to tbe great nnfcnown forcee of 
Nature : ' Let me eave othera aome littlo portion of thia pain 
entailed on all aimple and guilalesa things, thal are forced to 
live, witboat any fault of their own at their birtfa, or any will of 
their own in their begetting.' " 

When he wonld speak thna, or ín similar mooda on similar 
tbemea, with tbat natural power of ntteronce whicb gave hirn 
a greater swoy ovet the miuda of studenta than any one bad 
poeeessed since Canova, she woold listen to him with ailent 
reverence and grave delight. 

AU hia tempor was akin to hers, and no thonght of hís waa 
alien to ber mind. 

Xet he was quite ríght : na a man, aho never thonght of bim ; 
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he was ber master, and so her rnler; an artist, and so of her 
kindred ; but no more. 

And, indeed, he did not seek to be more. 

. Nothing could be purer, eimpler, and more ntterly free from 
any Idnd of passion than the patience with which he taughl her, 
and the goodness with which he befriended her. His care of 
her was so continnal, but so nnobtmsiye» that perhaps for that 
▼ery reason she noticed it but little. 

Maryz had known the stormy passions of an ardent and 
imaginatiye manhood, but of late years he had been little moved 
by women; he had grown indififerent to them. There was 
nothing in his conduct, or in his manner to her, which could 
indícate that that indifference was alterad. Ezcept that he was 
more gentle, he treated her as he had often treated before her 
yoong lads in whose poverty and talent he had seen the image 
of his own lonely yonth. 

But, myself, I noticed that he did not go out of Borne this 
year scarcely for a day ; and I noticed the infínitely caressing 
sofbiess that came into his lustrous eyes whenever she drew 
near; and I hoped — hoped — that she might lay her young head 
for eyer on that braye heart of his, and lose her dreams of great- 
ness in the accomplished greatness of his own. 

For his mother was right, the marble was too coid for the 
sofb-beating bosom of a girl to rest on long; and the Daphne 
of Borghese was right also^-when the laurel grows out of the 
breast of a woman, it hurts ! 

So, peacefuUy, the summer came and waned and merged in 
autumn ; and September was upon me ere I knew it, and all the 
little children were growing round-eyed, and eager, to think of 
the near-coming pleasure of running out into the yineyards, 
amongst the tombs and the temples and the buried cities, and 
dancing before the big grape waggons down the oíd tracks across 
the Gampagna, where once the Yia Triumphalis was. 

For these things Giojá did not care : she cared if amongst 
the yines you found the mask of a muse or the head of a satyr ; 
she cared if putting the grass aside you found the marks where 
an altar had smoked, or the broken pottery that told of an oíd 
forgotten city. 

One would haye been glad for her to be more quíokiy touched 
by simple joys, more girlishly aliye to natural mirth and pleasure. 
But the solitude in which aU her years had been passed on that 
silent shore, where the myrtles grow oyer the buried kingdoms, 
•ad the kings' sepulchres shelter the sheep and the goats by the 
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BÍde of the blue sea that once bore the yessels of iE!neas and the 
galleys of Scipio — ^this eolitude^ I say^ and the manner of hei 
rearing in it^ had left their impresa on her too deeply engraven 
eyer to be changed. 

" I wish I could be happy— just once — for one little day ! " 
she said, wistfully, that snmmer, after watching silently some 
girls dancing the salterello with their lovers^ nnder the vine- 
hnng terrace of a little winehouse in the chestnut woods of Gastel 
€kuidolfo. 

Maryx, standing by her, shrank a little, as if stnng by some 
sndden pain. 

" We do all we can/' he said ; and was sileni And his eyes 
were as wistf al as hers. 

She tnmed to him repentantly. 

" Oh, do not think me thankless. I did not mean that ; I 
have all I conld wish, so much more than ever I could have 
hoped for ; only — ^to be light of heart, and to laugh like that, 
must be so beautiful, just for once. What makes them so 
happy ? " 

" Ask them," said Maryx. 

She went np to one of the girls, a brown, bright, handsome 
maiden, with a necklet of pearls heaving on her gay and honest 
breast. 

" Why are yon so happy ? " she asked, her own deep serions 
eyes questioning the girl's gravely and wishfnlly. 

The Eoman maiden langhed, showing all her white teeth. 

" How can I tell ? I am glad to dance, and I haye got my 
new pearls, and I shall marry Eufíno at the Natiyity." 

*' Yon see," said Maryx, " these are the fountain springs of 
all the world's happiness : heedlessness, possession, and— loye ! '* 

"I do not understand," said Giojá, with a disappointed 
shadow on her face. 

It was quite true. She understood the passion for the dance 
and for the pearls as much and as little as she understood the 
loye. She had been able to comprehend the misery of the 
woman on the Maremma shore, but she could not comprehend 
the gleesome gladness of the betrothed dancer. 

" I am not like others, I see," she said, sadly, and with a 
sense of something lacking in her that she could not help. 

Maryx's brown eyes dwelt on her tenderly. 

" Dear, yon are like Ariadné ; you haye the clue and the 
Bword ; Athene keeps you. No mortal has every gift. Light- 
ness and laughter you must miss sometimes. Yes; — but loye 
is yours, and art." 
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" There is no one to love me now that my fiíther is dead," 
she said^ with her calm young face unchanged. 

For she did not know tiíat love was lookiiig on her £rom hia 
eyes. 

Maryz walked onward, nnder the green shadow of fhe ohest- 
nnts and the oaks. 

" Bo not think of those oíd myths too much/' he said ; " and 
liink more of the loyeliness of the earth^ which outlasts all 
stories and all faiths. Look at that soft green light yonder, and 
the clouds of palé faint gold, and the intense deep bine above 
onr heads. Sometimos I almost think we artists are all mad- 
men, and onr Athene's casque no better than a cap and bells ; 
for what can the very greatest that any art can ever achieve look 
beside one single fleeting moment of the million snnsets that 
come and go with scarcely any eyes upraised to watch them ? 
The happiness of the world may not be very great, my dear ; bnt 
I fear the thanklessness of the world is very great indeed." 

And the sweet melodious depth of his yoice sounded to 
me like the Lenten musió of the Sistine chaunts, as we walked 
through the Gallería^ under the mighty forest boughs. 

The thanklessness of the world was great 1 Would she be 
thankless? 

We passed silently through those noble woodland glades 
which lead to Nemi or Aricia, as you please ; and whence you 
come, if you will, into a portion of the Appian Way^and find the 
sheep nibbling amongst the scattered marbles : 

" Whlle to ocean descending, 
Bank o'er the yellow dark plain slowly the yellow broad stin," 



we roamed idly through them into the avenues of the Cesarini 
woods. The nightingales were beginning to sing again, though 
the season of their song was almost over; goldfínches were 
revelling and rifling amongst the red fruit of the many wild 
cherry-trees ; the sky was of the hue of rose-leaves, and seemed 
to blush through the bronze-and-black boughs of the hoary 
cedars ; now and then a laden mulé went by us, or a peasant 
with a bundle of dead branches; it was so still we could hear 
the faint^ hollow sound of a woodpecker striking at some one 
of the great trunks. 

" There is Picus," said Maryx. *' What a strange thing is 
Tradition ! Perhaps it was in this very forest that Circe, gather- 
ing her herbs, saw the bold friend of Mars on his fíery courser. 
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and tried lo bewitoh him, anil, &i]m^, motainorphoscd bim so, 
What, I Trondor. eyor firat wedded that Btorj to the wood- 
pecker ? Ovid did Qot ínveiit, he relatad. And tlien there is 
Píliimnns, wliowaB tlio ñret to malee checse,and bccame tlie god 
□f the bskcre aod of infanta in Bwaddüng olothee, and he is now 
the pewH or the hoopoe, which yon like. How droll and how 
nnreasonalile, and bow oharming it all is 1 And ^et, they eay, 
the anoientg had no feoling for Natnre, when there vas not a 
buBh, or & bird, or a portent of the sky, tbat had not for them its 
fijnibol or etorj I " 

Giojá lookod wi'th sofl, Ben'ona eyea throngh the gfooni for 
the wóodpeoker: to ber aü the storíea weie more iban hall 
real. 

"Oanens Eearcbed for him aix daya and six nights," bIis aaid, 
very low, as if to heraelf, "and then ahe died of grief by tho 
Tiber, yon know; perhups the Uttle brown bird waa cióse béside 
her all the time and saw ber die and could not Kpeak " 

" Tes," said Maryi ebortly, witb a etrange tone in hie Toice, 
" tbat is the tat« of love very ofl*n ; to be unable to aa j— ' I am 
bore I ' Be snre thongh tbal Oirce was near also, and iniigbing." 

" Why did the goda let ench a tbiug os Circe be, that is vbaí 
I do not understand " 

" My dear. Circe ia stionger than all the gode ; and wbat abe 
eymbolizcs is so too, now as then. Ferbapü, after all, boveyer, 
abe conld only make beasts of those who bad the beast in tbem ; 
pasxion can do no more. It is the toncbEtoue of cbaracter." 

He spoke rather to bimBelt than to her. 

I fell tbinking ña I walked behind him of Jacopoce of 
Umbría, wbo wiote the Stabat Mater hymn-, he was a great 
Diaster of jucisprudence, and waa already growing very famotts, 
wben the woman he loTed died euddenly, and tboy fonnd a 
baír-ebirt under her gay featal dresa — for she fell de-id at a 
carnival hall. He tumed to Christ, and joined the PrancificanB, 
They fonnd him weeping oiie day and asked him wberefora Ha 
said, " I wcep becanse love goes about nnloved." 

Ño doubt, when he bo answercd, he waa thinking of the 
onknown sin for which that fair wife by whom his own heart 
had been broken bad done that secrot penanee ; no donbt he was 
thinking, " Lo ! the whole of my life I gave, and it waB wasted 
like water spillod npon the ground." 

There ie no greater hitlemess, 

" When I waa here last," said Maryx, " 1 waa witb Hilarión. 
Corót waa witb ua, and oíher great men too. There waa jost 
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Buch a Bimset as this. Coróte wbo was Tery silent that (lay,Bat 
down and sketched it for a time ; then he shut up his iKtok in 
Bheer deepair. Yet landscape painters are bappy, I think; they 
have a fatnre ; there is much to be done that has never been 
done in their art. Ferhaps the time will come too« when, the 
earth haying been all bnilt over with brick, and the skies all 
blackened with fnmaces, and the lands all over peopled to the 
veiy edge of the farthest shores, the wretched crowds will look 
at one of onr landscapes^ trying to nnderstand^ as we look ai 
piotnres on the Etmscan tombs : and they will say, ' Was the 
world ever like that? — was there ever space to breathe, and 
green leaves?' Sometimes I fancy the end of our world will 
come so; the greed of gold and the innumerable mnltitudes 
making an awfal famine, a universal famine, of the body and of 
the sonl; in which every creature will perish as in the etemal 
Arctic night and reign of ice that men of science predict for the 
fatnre of the earth. Look, there is Monte Cavo, where Juno 
was throned to see the combat. It is more beautifal when there 
is snow upon its height, and yon see the snow throngh the 
bndding branches of March or ApriL £ut it is beautifal 
always." 

We walked on till the sun sank out of sight, and left only 
the reflection of its light upon the sky made rosy red — ^men of 
science tell us why, with leamed exposition. The Greeks said 
that the tired coursers of the sun, weary with climbing the great 
passage of the sky, were sinking to their rest ; that fancy pleases 
me more, being a foolish man, to whom the glories and the 
mysteries of the air are so wonderfal and sacred that it hurta 
me to hear them glibly explained away with chatter of absorp- 
tion and refraction, and the rest, by pert-tongued mortals. 

We walked onward and downward, until many miles away 
we saw a great dome afar off, rising against the faint rose-leaf 
flush of the skies, which deepened towards the horizon into the 
ruddier red as of the pomegranate flower. 

"Why does St. Peter's always move us so?" said Maryx, 
shading his eyes with his hand. " It moves us more even than 
the dome of Agrippa, and seems more Eoman — which is absurd. 
Yet, when yon are within it, glorious though it is, it is only the 
heaven of John of Fatmos ; a Semitio Edén of gold and jewels. 
When men prefigured their heaven in the asphodel meadows of 
Elysium and the fíelds of Leuke, their white temples shone 
against the sun ; laurels and myrtles grew against their steps ; 
their roofis were open to the changing sky, to the whecling 
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fiwallows, to the falling rain ; their altar ofiferings were tbe írnitR 
of the earth, the spoils of harvest, and the gifts of spring." 

"And yet there are people so daft," I murmured, "as to 
argne that the Greek and Latín temples were only lighted by 
the pórtico ! " 

" Dear Crispin," said Maryx, " there are people who argüe 
that the Fantheon was once closed in by the bronze pigna in 
the Yatícan gardens. I dore say it was, — in some early Pope's 
or some late Emperor's time 1 " 

And indeed he was right : the Greek and the Boman wrote 
little of water and air, but they loved them both with healthy 
nnconscious strength-giving instinct It was when Geres 
Mammosa fell, that the worship of nature fell with her : iinder 
the new creed men roofed in their temples with metal and 
timber, and feared to see the light; they lighted lamps, and 
shnt ont the sun when they prayed. When the Jew begot the 
Ghnstian and the Ghristian govemed the world, it was no longer 
in sommer flowers and watered meadows, that Faradise fonnd 
its fancied parallels. The passíon of Solomon for baskets of 
gold and apples of silyer, coloured the visions of the recluse on 
Fatmos. The barbarie and coarse ínstincts of a predatory race 
lent their hues to the fancies of the Apocalypse. 

It was the glowing web of the Syrian loom, the pnrple of 
Tyre, the gold of the Ark, the sapphire and ruby of Fersia, the 
unforgotten spoils of mined Babylon, that tinged the reveríes of 
the early Ghristians as they slept in the dens of amphitheatres, 
waiting death, or wandered hungry and footsore over parching 
deserts, or crouched together trembling in the bowels of the 
earth. 

The Jew, and by the Jew, his ofi&pring, the Ghristian, shnt 
his deity in a gold Tabernacle, bnilded in his altars with ceiüngs 
of cedar and cypress, and in his all-compensating Futnre, be- 
lieved that he wonld tread streets stadded with gems, and find 
etemal life in mansions blazing with precious stones. Sophocles 
und Shelley, Homar and Shakespeare, Yirgil and Yincent de 
Paul, could have worshipped together in any one of the white 
temples on the myrtle-clad hills of oíd Eome, but in the New 
Jemsalem no poet conld find a place; it is the heayen of a 
jeweller, or a money-lender; it has no greatness, no spiritnality, 
no purity; it is tawdry and hard, like a blaze of ill-set pasta 
gewgaws. 

And this, the temper of the Jew, has tainted all religious art 
and architeoture for almost a score of centuries. 
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It Ynlgarkes the Transfiguration; it oormpts the Yíta 
NuoTa; it colotus every Galyary, from that of Bubens to that 
of the stieet córner; it puta the hnes of the rainbow into the 
cherabim wings of Botticelli, and clothes with tinsel the ángel 
of Angélico. The Hebraic Tolgarism is every where to be traced 
in Ohristian art, even in the highest; it is here perpetnally 
about US in Christian Borne. It puts crosses on Asíatic obelisks; 
it pnts paintings of saints on the Pantheon ; it puta a statue of 
Peter on Trajan's Golunm. It has no sense of the fitness of 
things; and, worst of all, it has no remembrance of Natore. 

Men cali this tawdriness, Gathohc ; they do not seem to see 
that it is something much older — namely, Jewish. And the 
taint of it is in the glory of St. Peter's. 

Only, as in the Gk)thio cathedral, the grim forcé of Odin and 
the sea-kings prevailed over it, so in St. Peter's, the yigour and 
majesty of early Borne, of pagan Borne, have come into it and 
giren it a magnitude and magnifícence that redeem it from the 
Semitio coarseness. There is the oíd Sabino and Latin strength 
in it; the oíd splendour of the Gapitoline Júpiter; its temple, 
indeed, is still a palace, its altars, indeed, are still thrones, bat 
all in it is so vast, so noble, almost so divine, that one forgets 
the golden roof is not the sun; one forgets the arch of lapis 
laznli is not the dome of the open sky. 

As he spoke of St. Peter's, the horses met os and took ns back 
to Borne, by way of what was once the Vía Triumphalis, whilst 
the soft flush faded ont of the sky, and the stars began to qniver 
in the yiolet dusk which was not darkness. 

''It has been a beautifol day," said Giojá, with a little sigb 
of repose and fatigue. 

Maryz looked at her wistfolly. 

''To say the day has been beautiful— is not that to have 
been happy in it ? " 

She looked a little troubled and ashamed. 

" One may be quite content — ^most thankful and content, and 

yet one may imagine " 

" Yes," said Maryz, understanding her; and he said no more. 
It angered me. Why could she not be happy as any other 
girl or woman would have been ? 

I Buppose, in truth, from her loneliness and her many 
dreams, she lived in a certain isolation and missed a certain 
warmth that the youth in her wanted without knowing well its 
wani No doubt in her it was natural and not to be helped. 
But on US it seemed hard. 

K 
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I said 80 to Maryx, when we had left her, and were coming 
down the Yia della Greca from seeing a sick etudent^ who lived 
closed by to Sta. María in Cosmedin, where they show the sknll 
of St. Yalentine^ wreathed with roses on his festal day;— he 
answered me wiüi some stemness. 

"What has she had in her short Ufe to make her glad? 
Touth withont pleasure is like a flower that comes np too early 
in the year and is ñ'ozen half-blown. Joy is unfamiliar to her ; 
her ñame is a cruel irony. She is not to be blamed. When I 
was a lad yonder at the Villa Medici, I bonght a bird from an 
oíd man in a cellar ; it was a large hawk ; I gave it a sunny 
place^ good food, and even liberty; but the bird was always 
dnll: — ^it was not my faalt, ñor was it the bird's; Natore had 
been cramped and thwarted, and took her yengeance. So it is 
here. When she thinks of Art alone she is happy. When she 
is awakened to the living world, she sees that she has missed 
much and is not quite like others. That is all." 

"AU? You are very generous. But will it ever be other- 
wise, do you think ? " 

Maryx smiled a little sadly. 

" Who can say ? Yes, I suppose so. Tired of seeing the dull 
filmy eyes of my hawk, I took it with me to Bocea de Fappa 
and let it fly one day ; it went straight up into the air, and went 
away over the mountains; I neyer saw it again. I hope it 
escaped shot and snare. I had done what I could.'' 

"You mean ?" 

" Oh, nothing ; — save that we must leave her quite free to 
shape her own course ; and do not speak of generosity in me, it 
offends me. I do no more for her than I ha ve done for twenty lads, 
and she is worthier than any one of them. I told you long ago, 
nothing that I can ever do for youth or for genius can repay my 
own debt — the debt to fortune and to Franco which began when 
I stood on the ilex terrace of the Academy and fírst saw Bome 
at my feet." 

We were passing the pórtico with its stone mouth of Truth, 
and I was thinking of St. Augustine, who used the lion-throne 
inside: in the hot lustrous night, the water of the fountain 
basin glimmered freshly in the moonlight; in the lañe we turnad 
into was once the mighty altar of Fortuna Virilis ; the silvery 
strong light shone on and about the Ionio columns, and the 
sculptures of the children, and the cattle of sacrifíce. 

Maryx uncovered his head to it all, as any Eoman might 
ha ve veiled his, two thousand years before. 
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'• The goddess has been good to me/' he said. 

I felt chilly in the luiuinous path we trod under the rays o' 
^he bright full moon. 

When men tbank Fortune, mosüy she tums &om them and 
Bhnts her hand for ever. 

What is she but a woman and blind ? 

His own &ce was grave, and lost its bold, frank bríghtness» 
as the moonbeams touched it; perhaps the same thought chilled 
him. 

By the honse of Fílate, he bade me good night, and went 
over the river by the Broken Bridge. 



CHAPTER Xn. 

" Thsbb has been a new statne fonnd at DaHa,** said Maryx to 
me one fair sunny day in the autumn time, pausing before my 
stall, as I stitched at some boots of my roisteroos neighbour the 
blacksmith, whose hammers were then ringing loudly enough to 
split one's ears at his open forge in the back of the Via Giuüa. 

" There has been a newstatue fonnd at Daíla, yon must come 
and see it/' said Maryx, with the sun in his handsome fearless 
eyes. " Yon must leave off your stitching, and come and see it. 
She will not care to go without yon. No; it is not very ancient. 
About the time of Severus; I shonld say a copy of some fairer 
and earlier original. But it is very graceful " 

" A Venus ? " 

" No. A Feronia, I think, unquestíonabiy. I daré say it will 
be called a Venus ; everything is ; it is the one ñame that ignor- 
anee has mastered ; such is the power of beauty ! Come up the 
hill to me to-morrow by the twentieth hour, and we will go 
together. It is a saint's day; you cannot work, unless you 
would lose the shoes of Padre Trillo. They will not put it 
indoors for a few days ; there is no fear of rain, and it looks so 
well with the grapes and the olives about it. What a pity it is 
that marble discolours out of doors ; it never looks so well as 
with a background of clouds and leaves. If the disputed c¿V- 
cumlitio of the Greeks meant some manner of preserving statues 
from the influence of weather, as sometimes I used to think, the 
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loss of the method slionld be eyen more lamented than it i& 
FarewelL What a noise yonr friend the amith is making I one 
forgives him for the sake of Lysippos ; it Í8 one of the &w 
trades that remain masterfol and poetio." 

Therewith he went over the bridge to his honse, where Gipjá 
was working in the qniet aftemoon honrs, modelling £rom the 
ronnd in clay, or drawing from the antiqne in charooal, with 
that breadth and greatness of treatment which Maryx infnaed 
into all that he did and all whom he tanghi 

" ÁToid mere prettiness as yon wonld the plague/' be wonld 
say always. " A Sculptor means a hewer of the rocks, not a 
modeller in sugar." 

With the morrow he and she and I went up the oíd Fla- 
minian Way, past the place of Sulla's tomb, out into the open 
country towards Soracte, behind those spirited little black horses 
of his which scomed the shoes of smiths, and would scramble 
like goats up the steepest payed lañes of hilly Bome ; the horses, 
whose likeness one sees on the oíd friezes chiselled in the days 
when the horse was in a manner a free creature, and not the 
mere hapless piece of mechamsm to which centuries of hamess 
and stall-life have now reduced him. 

The villa of Hilarión was vast as a king's palace, and almost 
as fnll of magnifícence and profusión ; it was always kept ready 
for him; there were many years when he never went near it; 
there were other years when he lived there all the four seasons 
through; in these painted marble halls, brilliant with Giulio 
Bomano's bold colours, where the Windows opened on the great 
avenues of cedar and eyergreen oak, arching like cloisters on all 
sides to show some temple, lake, or statue, it was easy to belieye 
that one was still in the era of magnifícent Leo, or that luxu- 
rious Lucrezia might have been coming thither on her paifrey, 
or the Vatican court floating up Tiber in its barges with Ber- 
nardo Accolti rhyming his madrigals and sonnets to the rhythm 
of the oars. 

The statue found that moming was left lying on the turf a 
little way from where it had been discovered, away from the 
house under the yines and oliyes, where the farnis began and the 
gardens ended. 

Ozen had ploughed aboye it for many a oentury, and many a 
Boldier tramped to war, yet the marble was uninjured, saye 
that the left arm was missing. It was loyely, and doubtless 
some copy of a Greek original adapted to a Latin divinity. 

Maryx ezamined it long and loyingly, and decided that tt 
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WBS of workmanship not later than the time of Adrían, and 
tiíat it was a Feronia and not a Flora, as the master of the worku 
bad at first considered it to be, from the heayy wreath of Taríons 
Mossoms and leaves that crowned the head ; and he gave ns 
many a leamed reason why it was the younger diyinity that 
** loTed garlands " rather than the greater goddess of all things 
that flowered and broaght forth. 

It was a Feronia, no donbt, said Maryx. 

The Bomans had loved Feronia, and had always giyen her 
beautifol festívals, not so licentioos as the Floralia or the 
Liberalia, with which they had possessed much in common, 
howeyer. She had been an Etmrian and Yolscian deity, and 
was always dearer to the Sabino than to the Latín. She had 
had of oíd her chief temple at the foot of Soracte; Hannibal's 
Boldiers had yiolated her shrine ; before that she had been the 
canse of war between the Bomans and the Sabinos; she had 
been always a most beautiful though not supremo goddess, no 
doubt spning from the same myth as Fersephone at the begin- 
ning of time ; she had had always most loyely attributes ; wells 
and fonntains had been consecrated to her; she had been in 
especial the deity of &eed men; "benemerití serri sedeant, 
snrgent liberi " had been the inscríption on her altars ; her feasts 
had been all in the summer; they had used to invoke her with 
Apollo ^Soranus; she had olear ly sprung from the Demeter 
legend as Libera did ; what a pity that the freedmen had mostly 
been but panders and fawning syccphants, and bloated money- 
makers ; the fancy was so fine ; that giñ of liberty in the temples 
of flowers : — so said Maryx, with much more that was worth 
hearing, as he sat on a block of tufa under an olive tree, beside 
the fair white Feronia who had been nnder the earth a thousand 
years if one, more likely two, and still was none the worse. 

There was a great charm in hearing Maryx talk ; hia Tery 
voice was eloquence, and his fancy discursive, and his leaming 
yast in all that belonged to the arts or to their4iistory. 

Giojá listened to him with a charmed delighi He was her 
beloved master. 

The light fell through the süyer leayes on to the marble in 
the grass: beyond the olives and the vines were the deeper 
groen and purple shadows of great pino woods; through an 
opening there was the golden light which told that the city was 
shining in the sunset ; behind us was sublime Soracte. 

''How well it will be with them some day!" I thought, 
looking from the noble head of Maryx. lightened by the sunlight 
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that fell throi^h the olive bongha, te the face of my Ariadné, h 
it bloomed \ríth yonth and the fresbness of aír, aod the iraimlh 
of high and tender thonghts. " IIow well it will be I " I thonght, 
njtd wfts glad that I had meddled wíth that drood blind goddess 
ffho WBB throned of oíd npon Pneneete. 

There come a step throtigb the olives, and over the rtuss to 
the placo nhcre we sat. Palés epiang &om ber rest in a delirinm 
of raptare. 

' Whicb is the fonnd Feronia ? " said Hilarión, as he looked 
from the Btatae to the gir!. "Sinco when have your marbles 
breathed, Marjz? It ís trae, tbef alwa;s looked aa thoogh 
they did so." 

We wera too eurprined to epeafc. No one had had any notica 
of his retnm. Bnt then he never wrote lo any living sonl, and 
seldom waa certain of hÍB own moods ono hoiir on another. 

" la thera no wolcorae for me ? " he saiJ, with his eyea stiH 
resting wonderingly on Gioji. 

She had rieeii, and wos looking at bim with a slow startled 
recolloction and gladneBs waking on hor face. 

" Ton are the Apollo Citharcedns," she said, and pansed in a 
Httie awe. 

" I am a graneleBS einger of sad aonga," said Hilarión, with a 
Braile. "Tlove they been kind enougb tomake yon think of me, 
thoiigh I was Tintnown? I said I shonld retum when a fairer 
nymph than ray marble Canens should be roleased from eaith. 
I have kept my word, and I find Daíla thrico blessed." 

Tben he threw himself on tbo grass between her and tha 
marble Feroaia. 

We began to tell him Bomcthicg both of ber and of the 
Btatue. 

" Tell me nothing," said Hilarión. " Let na cheat onrsolves. 
Wa are living under Auguatns. Thore Js no shadow of the croes 
on the world yet. The Feronia wiU be raised on hor altar to- 
morrow. We ahall have the races with tho roee-crowned boya, 
tbat aymbolize the Bwiftnoss of time and the vainneBS of pleaanre 
We do Eot believe in her ñor in anything very mnoh, The 
temper that cornta with CoMariBni has made na mockers ; bul wo 
keep.tbe grace of the oíd faiths about na. Let ns cbeat 
onrselves — no one Íb happy exccpt in delnsíon ; and we will send 
for TibnlInB to supper." 

Giojá all the while was looking at hira with grave soft ejes, 
Blill wondering. No woman ever looked at him onoe only ¡ and 
to her he waa the Apollo CitJiartedus. 
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** The rose-crowned boy s raced for Flora/* saíd Maryx. " But 
if yon choose to worship yonr Feronia with roses or anything 
else, who shall prevent you? — she is yoms.'* 
No, she is yonrs. You found her, Maryx." 
Perhaps. But you own her." 

''What! because she lies on my earth, and lay under ít? 
That is no such title as yours, who could cali as fair as she any 
day out of a block of stone. Take her^ and set her in your 
atrium. It is not Feronia that I am disposed to enyy you." 

He looked towards Glqjá, as he leaned near her on his elbow, 
fnll length on the grass. 

Maryx understood. 

"You mistake, my friendo** he said, quíckly^with a little 
frown. "There may be Divsd Yirgines unpolluted with any 
adoration.'' 

"Even of the little red dogs that were sacrifíoed in the 
Bobigalia to avert the canicular blight?" said Hilarión, list- 
lessly, still gazing at the face near him. 

He too understood; but he did not belieye. 

** Perhaps those red dogs suggested for later legends the red 
mouse — ^who knows ? " 

" The red mouse has never entered where you look," said 
Maryx. 

Giojá listened : she did not understand. She seldom asked 
questions. She studied, and she thought. "Few women can 
be silent and let God speak." She could be so. As her recom- 
pense she heard beautiful things ; and missed many bad ones. 

Hilarión laughed. 

"Sculptors are always passionless," he said. "I wonder 
why there are no stories of them as there are of poets and of 
painters. They have no Lais and no Laura — at least, for history. 
I suppose the marble chills you alL" 

"Do you cali Lsos at the well, and Laura at the mass, 
passion?" said Maryx, with a little contempt. 

" There are few things in tradition prettier than the meeting 
of Apelles and Lais upon Akrokorinth/' said Hilarión, not 
heeding. "I wonder no artist has made it his subject. But 
people are always confounding her with the too fÍEunous or 
infamous Lais of Alkibiades, which is a pity. Apelles' treasure- 
trove was killed for her surpassing beauty by the jealousy of 
woman on the steps of the temple of Aphrodite, before she had 
had very many years to profit by his teaohing." 

" She was not much loss/' said Maiyx. " She lefb the well 
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too willingly. So yon care little for yonr Peronia? Well, it is 
Dot of the best epoch. In her time they had already begnn to 
manuñkctnre statues ; to make the figures of gods and emperors, 
and await orders what heads to affiz to them. When Christianity 
Idlled Bcnlptore, after all she did not strangle a musoj but a 
mechanical toy.'' 

" A muse cannot be strangled ; sha may be starred. When 
Christianity cmshed the mechanism of Art, the Mases yeiled 
themselves, and hid from men ; but they lived, and can be fonnd 
again. Yon know their dwelling-place." 

" They tnm their faces from me oftener than yon think," 
said Maryz^ with a sigh. " How should we have great Art in 
onrday? We have no faith. Belief of some sort is the life- 
blood of Ari When Athene and Zeus ceased to excite any 
veneration in the minds of men, sculptnre and architectnre both 
lost their greatness. When the Madonna and her son lost that 
mystery and divinity, which for the simple minds of the early 
painters they x)08sessed, the sonl went out of canvas and of 
wood. When we carve a Yenns now, she is but a light woman ; 
when we p»nt a Jesús now, it is but a little suokling, or a 
sorrowful prisoner. We want a great inspiration. We ought to 
fínd it in the things that are really beautiful, but we are not 
Bure enough, perhaps, what is so. What does domínate us is a 
passion for nature; for the sea, for the sky, for the mountain, 
for the forest, for the evening storm, for the break of day. Per- 
haps when we are thoroughly steeped in this we shall reach 
greatness once more. But the artifíciality of all modem life is 
against it; so is its cynicismu Sadness and sarcasm make a 
great Luoretius as a great Juvenal, and scom makes a strong 
Aristophanes ; but they do not make a Fraxiteles and an 
Apelles ; they do not even make a Eaffaelle, or a Plaxman." 

"Evenl" 

" Yes, even. Ba£^lle was the most wondrous draughtsman, 
and the sweetest of all liying poems; but there have been 
painters far higher than he in yision and far nobler in grasp. 
Eeally, looking into them, his pictures say very little, almost 
nothing. It is his perfect life that dazzles us ; it is so perfect 
— cradled in that oíd eyrie of ürbino, and dropping in its bloom 
like a pomegranate flower, moumed by the whole of Bome. 
Nothing could be lovelier than such a life — save such a death ! " 

" No. ' Celui qui a passé par la porte de la désiUusion est 
mort deuz fois.' Baffis^lle alone of all men that have ever lived 
never passed that fatal door of disenchantment. Yet I am not 
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snre that Domeniobino was not a traer artist at hoari Bcnueni- 
cliino liyed under a continued shadow of pain and ealnmny, 
bnt in that stormy twilight he saw great yisions, though he 
could ill embody them." 

" And they broke his heart amongst them. It is yery sad 
always to be born for Art where Art is decaying and dying: 
Kafifaelle mnst have seen that the miraculons gonrd of the 
Benaissance was withering^ but he does not seem to haré 
sorrowed." 

" We, onrselves^ are only eating the stalk of the gotird now : 
dowe sufifer?** 

" I think we do. All that we créate that is worth anything 
*-it is not mnch that is so— is marked out by two things, 
melancholy and doubt. Not a pnerile melancholy ñor an in- 
Bolent doubt^ but the immeasnrable drearíness of a sonl that ia 
adrift like a radderless ship on an nnknown sea. Thete nerer 
was any age so sad at heart as oors." 

" Is that a praise or a reproach ? " 

"Neither. Onlyafaci" 

" It at least shows we have no vanity. We have oeased to 
believe onrselves the care of gods, the heirs of etemity. We 
know oorselTes to be only motes npon the rays of a light which 
is bnt made of mere empty gases as the marsh lights are ! " 

" And that is not the temper which conceives greatly or pro- 
duces greatly. If Alexander had belicved himself a bubble of 
gas instead oÍ the son of a god, he would not have changed the 
face of the world. Negation cannot be the parent of heroism, 
though it will produce an indifference that counterfeits it not 
ill^ since Fetronius here died quite as serenely as ever did the 
martyrs of the Church." 

" Yon would argüe then that superstítion is the sonl of the 
hero and of the artist ! A sorry conclusión." 

" Faith is— of some sori It matters little whether it be in 
divinity or humanity. The worst fault of the art» now is that 
they have not even faith in themsolves. Take my own : it has 
lost belief in its own power to charm. Falconet, — ^who, neverthe- 
lesB^ was a clever man, and more right, perhaps, about Michael 
Angelo than we like to allow,— Falconet exactiy struck the 
death-note of the plástic arts (though he meant praise), when 
he said, ' our marbles have almost colour.' That is just where we 
err. We are incessantly striving to make Sculpture at once a 
romance writer and a painter, and of oourse she loses all dignity, 
and does but seem the jay in borrowed plumea of sable. There 
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i3 no greater eign of the wocikiicH§ and reverÍBbiiBSS of the arts 
in onr day than the waj ín wltich they all borrow one from 
another, mistrosting their own isolated forcé: the tansicíans 
wíth theii compositions ín chiaroscuro, the paínteía witli tbeír 
Bfmpbonies in red and grey, the poeta with their stadies in 
sepia, or their motires in brotra and white ;— -it is oU &1ee and 
nnreal, Biokl; and borrowcd, and soalptaie does not escape the 
infection. Conceite are altogother oat of keepiug with inatble. 
Thej Boit a cabinet pointíng or a piece of china. Bemíni was 
tha first io show tbo diseaee when he veiled the heod of his 
Níle to indícate that íts source was mkknownl— 4 coetume- 
designer's ttick for a camÍTal masqncrade." 

" Bernini conld not be better thon that¡ he had to pleose 
Qregory and Louia XIY. Oenius cannot escape the taint of its 
time more than a child the iufliionce of its bcgctting. Angnstns 
conld have Uorace and Ovid; he could never haye hod Homer 
and Hilton." 

" I do not think with yoa. Talent takes the mark of ite 
generation; geniua stampa its time wíth its own impresBion, 
VÍTgil had the eentiment of a nnited Italy. Ent then there is 
ao mach talent and so littlo genítts at any epoch 1 " 

" Or in any art ; and what there is, is dwarfed and cramped 
by the manner ond necessitiea of modern lifa Only think of 
the Leabían or Thcban poeta recíting strophe and antistrophe 
by moonlight undor the cypress troea, crowned with the olive of 
viotory, and wíth a whole nation lístening in rapture nndemeath 
the stars. Now-a-daye Pindar or Myruedes or Sappho conld 
only print a book, and ' tliose wbo have failed in literatura and 
ort ' would be free to rato, and rail, and líe abont thom ín print, 
likewíse." 

" There are two sides to that. For one, I think thnt thero 
Í8 something aven finor than the crowda and the olive wroath ii 
tbe silenco and aolítude in which a man may work now, withont 
a eign, nntil bis thonghts go out like a flock of birda Buddenlj 
eet free, ovcr all lands, and to all peoples, findjng welcome ond 
boaring aeed to the farthaEt and tha lowlíest comerá of tbe eaith. 
Beeidos, pcople were not so very dífferent then ; critica snarled 
and sneered till victims hanged themBelvea for sorrow, and ' Ead 
imd tender eongs were sold wíth eílvered faces.' We have 
l'indar's and Plato'a own lament for ít, No, were I a poet, I 
woQld be content with the present time. Inetead of Mgian 
ond Hjmettas, yon hove the whole world." 

" And were I a eculptoi I would be content. Instead of 
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Olympus, yoa have a complete knowledge of oomparative 
anatomy ! But now make me more known to yoitr living statne 
there ; she, I see, is like Sappho, * a nnrslüig of the Graces and 
Persuasión/ — onJy she is so silent." 

" She is thinking of yonr songs which ha^e sflvered &ces, 
but are not written for gold/' said Maryx. " Giojá, my dear, 
look np and speak." 

She lifted her beantifol serions eyes to Hilarión. 

Of oíd, he to whom Phoebns tanght the arts of song, leamed 
also the arts of magic and of healing. Hilarión had leaómed the 
magíc, but how to heal he had never cared to ask Phoebns. 

The snn had set, and there came cold mnds from Soracte, 
and mists from the sea. 

''It grows chilly/' said Hilarión. ''Let ns go indoors. 
Ihere are roses there, and something to drink and eat, and there 
is a boy who plays the flute not ill— I bronght him with me. 
The Ante is almost as sweet as a nightingale when yon shnt the 
player from sight." 

He tnmed to her as became his right, for it was he who was 
master of Daila : — not we. Giojá rose from bedde the goddess 
of freedmen, and, still silent and almost shy, went with hinL 

I thought of the girl at the well on Akrokorinth, that he had 
spoken of, whom Apelles fonnd drawing water, and whom he led 
in with the earthen aryballos on her pretty head to the banqnet 
of the painters in the city of fair women. 

" Do yon laugh becanse of her blnshes ? " said Apelles. " Do 
not fear, I will make her as skilled in all the ways of love as any 
one of them that goes np, perfomed and cnrled, in her tonic of 
ganze, to worship Aphrodite Meloanis." 

Not that I was afraid. 

And besides, as Maryx had said, since La!s left the weU so 
willingly she was but little loss. No donbt if Apelles had not 
passed that way, she would have tired of drawing water, and 
would have envied those yonng slaves whom the ship by the 
qnays bronght to fomish the hosts of pleasnre, and would have 
gone up of her own will to worship Aphrodite in the sweet seoret 
cypress forest 

And, yet again, besides this, I was sure that my seabom 
Ariadné had nothing of either Lais in her. 

Nevertheless, I wished Hilarión had not retumed, and I was 
glad that the night closing in let us hear but little of the flute, 
and see only the *first freshness of the roses. He let us go with 
many expressioos of regret, and with a smila 
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By mne miracle he h&d tii> women nitb him therc. ituü liiul 
bronght DO one but his boy fliite-pluyer. 

Oiojá vae stUl more silent thau iisual. 

"What poetas doea lie write?" sha aBked me onoo, íq thf 
darhiteEs of the sfaira as I h)ok her to her door. 

He writes as HeJne Bays that Aiiatophanes did," I answere^i 
" The GÍnging of the nightingaies Í3 spoilt b; the chfitteriiii: 
of the apea that lodge ín the bloBsoiniag tree of bis fanoy." 

" Will you give them to me to read? " 

" Yon oannot read his tongne." 

"I can Icoru. Wh; does he lot the apes oome npm bie 
treee?" 

" Heine wonld ssy becanse the tree was Get in the darksome 
swamp of Wdtvtmicktungeidee. There is a long word for yon 
that yon cannot transíate. Not that he is the leaat like Aristo- 
phanes. The apea on Hilarion's tree never laugh ; tbey mock. 
But to do him jnsLice, his nightiogalcs are swoet and ead a£ 
Aodón hetaelf — who, by-the-by, liad rouriler on her soul. Qood 
DÍght, my dear. Palés is quite tJied ; so must you be." 

" Oould no one persuade him to seud the apes awaj ? " 

She had her hand on the latch of the dooi. The oíd, ditn 
lamp she canied shoiie ut^n ber face. 

" When a mao haa onoe kept conipany with snch apea as 
Ibese, it ia bard for him lo forego them," I eaid to her. " And it 
is beet not to meddle with his taste ; he has hia hours for the 
cightingales. Good night, my dear." 

" Good night." 

She went wíthin and di'eamt, I fear, of Apollo Soraniu with 
the face of Hilarión, of the " sweet glad angola of the spdng," 
that B3Dg of beaven, and of apea and snukcs out of Soracte'& 
eacied caverna that hissed and drowncd the aong. 

I had not done very wiaely. I had made her pity him, with 
a 8oft vague pity, all the tendcror because she could uot ín tho 
moet distant way understand tho discase firom whioh he anfibied ; 
the moral diseaso of Apollo Soranus, who, through hia swee» 
Cinsie, with the celestial rays above his hcad, yet bieatbei 
miasmio v&pouis upon men, iuid bade them síu and di& 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

NxxT day I had divers errands to oxéente, and shoes to take 
home ; amongst them, I went to the oíd Palazzo Spada, baying 
Bome boots of a cnstodian there, and looked in for the fiye 
hnndredth time at Pompey's statne, which always seduces one 
to stand and think, remembering what blood was once set flowing 
at its feet. 

If CsBsar bad not gone ont tbat day, but bad bearkened to tbe 
warning of Calpnmia's dream, wonld the fate and the &ce of the 
world bave been very mucb changed after all ? Probably not : 
for, any way, when bis deatb should bave come, Octavins wonld 
have sncceeded bim. Angnstns fonnd Bome brick and leffc it 
marble — perhaps, tbongh, there was a deal of brick nndemeatb 
bis marble. But he fonnd men yirile and left tbem venal : and 
the world is still eating the lotns seeds tbat be sowed broadcast. 

Liberty and the oíd wooden Ovilia, like a sbeep-pen, was 
better than the ornamental and stately Septa^ of Agrippa, wíth 
liberty a laugbing-stock, and manliness sunk in the lapa of 
courtezans and the conches of slaves. 

Thinking of Csesar and CsBsarism — ^which neyer will 
thoroughly pass off the earth, because it is safe-rooted in tbe 
chronic cowardice and indolence and need of leadership ingrained 
in human natnre — I crossed the Square of Capo di Perro, and 
passing an arched kitchen where tbey were baking loaves and 
pastries, which tbey sold just ontside it on the pavement, I 
beard the master-baker beating and belabonring a little baker- 
boy. 

I always resene little eook-boys for sake of Golden Glande, 
and I went in and freed tbe cbild by a few reasonable words 
and more strongly reasoning pence. One may be a genins and 
yet bnm a biscuit. Saxon Alfred did, wbo was here too in 
Bome, yon know, a fair-haired seven-year-old child. I wish 
Jnlins and Bramante bad left tbe oíd basílica standing, if only 
for sake of tbat pretty northem boy, wbo eame so far on pil- 
grimage from tbe Barbarían isle. 

I went along the dirty vegetable market of the Campo dei 
Fiori, where once tbe flames bore ** to those worlds which be bad 
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imagined'' the great master of Free Thonghi I walked on^ 
hearing still my little baker-boy's sobs of gratitude, and thinking 
of Claude Lorraine^ and what an odd thing it was that a creature 
too Btupid to slip a cake properly into an oven, and too awkward 
to put it properly on a píate when baked, should have had the 
sense of the sunset and the soul of the sonrise in him as he had ! 

It is yery wonderfol ; for, say what you like, a great painter 
he is, though artificial, and if anything would make one bate a 
classic temple he woold do it, but a great painter, beyond doubt, 
and one who would not have been even artificial if he would but 
haTe worked out of doors ; but though he would sit for hours 
out of doors, he would always go within to paint, which is what 
spoilt him. 

Thinking of Claude and of that fugitÍTe golden glow, which 
he who could not brown a biscuit could imprison on his canvas, 
I walked across the Field of the Flowers, where not a flower 
grows, so much death has it seen and still does see ; and my 
thoughts strayed away to the time when on its stones a grocer's 
lad recited and improvised there to an enraptured throng, and 
Hellenio scholars metamorphosed his ñame to Metastasio. 

"Dreaming by daylight, Crispino?" said a voice I knew. 
" But that you always do. Well, you are right, for dreams are 
the best part of life.*' 

It was the voice of Hilarión. He was coming across the 
square, withhis calm smile in his eyes that had always a little 
mockery in them; an indulgent mockery, for human nature 
indeed was a very poor thing in his sight, but then he admitted 
that was not its own fault. 

He greeted me in kindly manner, and tumed and walked 
beside me. He had none of the pride which would have moved 
some men to be ashamed at being seen with an oíd cobbler with 
a leather apron twisted up about his loins. Indeed, he had too 
much pride for any such poor sentiment ; what he chose to do 
was his own law and other people's, or if it were not other 
people's it ought to be so; — ^besides, Hilarión, practically the 
most tyrannical of masters, was theoretically the most democratic 
of thinkers. In his eyes all men were equal — in littleness of 
worth. 

How handsome he was as he carne across the oíd desoíate 
place with the shadows of the huge Cancellería and of the granito 
colonnades from the Theatre of Pompey falling sombrely across 
\iis path ! — almost more so than when I had first seen his face as 
a boy on the night that his light o' ¡ove died. 
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How handsome he was !— K)ne oonld not bnt feel it as one 
feels the beauty of a roebuck^ of a diamond, of a palm-tree, of a 
Btatue, of a Bummer night. It was real beanty, monmfal and 
tender^ but not emasculated ; he had the form of the diso- 
thrower in the Yatican, and the face of my Borghese Bacco. I 
conld nnderstand how women loved Hilarión, just becanse he 
looked at them, just because they conld not help it. I did the 
same, thongh there were things and thonghts I hated in him, 
and times when I fancied it might be possible for one to kill 
him — and do well. 

*' If yon had really loyed one woman/'— -I had sometimes said 
to him. And he had smiled. 

" Women are best in nnmbers. Who makes a pasty with one 
tmffle?" 

That was all he knew. The poet who wonld write of Sappho 
and of Sospitra and of the great passion in the words that bnm, 
knew no more of it than a man monlding casts in plaster here 
knows of the art of Pheidias or of the face of the bronze 
Athene. 

To Hilarión love was an appetite^ an animal pleasnre—and 
no more. 

Women were soft pretty bmtes like panthers^ that one 
stroked with the more pleasnre becanse of the peril in their 
velvet paws. They were all like Lilas to him, some lower some 
higher, but no more worth to weep over when lost. So he said 
in his delicate, bitter, amorons, cruel yoice : — ^and so he said in 
his heart. 

"Who is she?" he asked of me without preface, moying 
beside me across the cabbage-strewn stones^ of the Campo dei 
Fiori. 

" Maryx told yon/' I answered him. 

" Of course he did not tell the truth. How could he before 
her ? Tell me their story." 

" There is no other to tell, and Maryx never lies. It is not 
what yon think. She learns with him. No more. For 
myself " 

Then I told him how I had found her coming travel-worn and 
weary from the sea. 

*' It is very pretty," he said when I had ended. " And Maryx 
and yon are good enough for anything :— even to play the part 
of the divine Lupercus to snch a lamb ! " 

There was more of sincerity than sarcasm in his words, yet 
thero was euough of the latter to anger me. 
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" It does not need much virtue/' I said^ roughly, " still lesa 
diyinity, to act like decent men." 

" Lnpercus objected to the wolf, bnt neyer to the Flamen's 
fiíe and knife/' said Hilarión, with a little langh at my irritation 
** Yon have given her over to the Flamen, sinoe yon have deyoted 
her to ari Art for a woman! and that insatiable art too! 
Think of Properzia of Bologna." 

"It was not art that killed Irtoperzia. It was the love, or 
rather the cruelty of man. Do yon stay long this winter ? " 

" My dear Lnpercus, I do not know. Life loses something— ^ 
spent ont oi Borne. It is only here that each day holds for us 
two thonsand years. Now tell me all yon have done besides 
fínding an Ariadné ? — ^not that the Borghese bust is an Ariadné, 
bnt that does not matter at all — ^what palimpsests have yon 
lighted on? — ^what early Boccaccio or black-letter St. Jerome 
have yon picked np for a drink of wine ? — ^what mural paintings 
have yon stumbled on through a hole in the grasa that Palés 
iiade after a rat ? — ^what ivory pyx beyond price have yon found 
an oíd woman keeping her pills or her pins in ? And to think 
there are people in the world who do not care for a pyx or 9 
palimpsest 1 And to think that leamiog has ever been fígured 
as a serious and wearisome thing 1 As if there were any other 
thing that could make life one-half so entertaining I What else 
can paint a whole teeming Agora on the dull &ce of a single 
oíd coin, and embalm a whole nation's faith in a mere branch of 
roeemary ? Do yon not pity from your soul the poor folks to 
whom the palimpsest is only an oíd scrawled scroU, and the pyx 
a box of bone? And then learning is the only pleasure that 
one cannot exhaust I It is the deep sea that the child showed 
St. Augustine. The deepest waders amongst us touch scarcely 
more than its surf. If love were but like learning 1—-'* 

" What has become of Neria ? '* 

Neria was the dark-browed singer who had left Borne witb 
him. 

" Neria ? — ^her temper was insupportable, or mine was, I have 
forgotten which. Neria was the mistress of Mars; I am noí 
Mars, and I like peace." 

" That is, yon like to be inconstant without being reproached 
for it" 

"Perhaps. All men do, I suppose. Beproaches are an 
error : when they begin to reproach me I give them something 
that they wish for; very much as the Bomans sacriñced the 
porca proesentanea, when they buried a dead body ; and then I 
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Bee tbem no more. There are two women that I shotild have 
liked to have known; they are the second Fanstina and S. 
Elizabeth of HuDgary. They are the most singular women that 
ever liyed, and the most nnlike] to each other that the worid 
ever saw." 

" Which wonld keep yon longest?** 

" Fanstina no donbt : innocent women are always forsaken. 
One is too sure of them." 

And with that terrible tmth he pansed by an oíd stall in the 
Btreet^ allnred by the glimmer of an onyx, on which was carved 
the veiled figure of Pudicitia^ with one hand hidden in her robe. 

Some Boman lover had had it engrayed for his bride, I daré 
say ; some soft serious creature who put all her soul into the ubi 
tu Gaius, ego Gata, when she crossed his threshold ; and lived at 
home, and never opened her doors to the roysterers of the Bona 
Dea in the December nights, and never donned a transparent 
tunio and drank the philtres of the East, and spent all his 
substance in love-gifts and license when all the town was shout- 
ing lo Satumalia, but went in quiet and humility to her own 
altar, and prayed for her unborn child to mother Ops and Spes. 
There were such women even in GsBsarean Bome. There are 
Buch women always everywhere— lest men should quite despair. 

" Poor Pudicitia ! Perhaps this was a signet stone of one of 
the Agrippinajs/' said Hilarión, with a little laugh, buying the 
seal. " It was a fashion to salute the foulest empresses in her 
ñame. There are many fashions of oíd Bome we cling to stilL 
Do yon remember that the fírst statue of Modesty, the veiled one 
of the Forum Boarium, was always called by the people the 
statue of Fortune ? It may serve as a pretty enough all^ory 
that the good fortune of a nation does lie in the chastity of its 
women, though I do not suppose that the Bomans meant that. 
I wonder what other statues I shall fínd at Dalla. I shall give 
myself up for awhile to Daila. If one could only discover the 
Kypris Anadyomenel But it never came into Italy. What 
would yon like the best if yon could choose of all the losl 
treasures of the world ? I think I would have that copy of the 
Diad correctod by Aristotle, that Alexander alwa^ carried about 
with him shut in its golden box." 

"Or the famous three lines that Apelles and Protogenes 
drew— if it were only to stop the etemal squabbling of artista 
about it." 

''Yes^ Pliny does not tell one enough^ though he saw it 

L 
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httnBoír, fio Lo might huve Baid moro. I «OTilá Booncr, perhaps. 
have the portrait o¡ Kampaspe, or the KjprLs.or the Zuua. Not 
bat wliat, tlinugh Marjx veonld cali it a horeay, I alwajB liinoy 
m;self that thoee chryselephantme tmd poljlithio Btatues, with 
tioir Byaa of precioua etonas, muat have been in reality yery 
ugly, I woald tather have tha lost Lyourgeia or tlio Montefeltro 
Memmder, or the missmg boota of Tacitas, or Ihat hlstory of 
Etniria which Claudios wroto ; bocause he was a Echolar, yoa 
know, tliotigh an ünbecilQ is other tilinga, and it mjght have 
tie kej to the langnaga. Perhops, thongh, bettei than 
all, I would ohoose in a hcap all Uiorg lovelf pagan things that 
Savonarola and his boyB burnt oa Palm Sunday, tho Petrarch 
with tbe illnminaled miaiatures includtíd. When one tiiinks of 
all thoBe thingB it doce really eoem juat that he was bnrat 
himsGlíl Indeed, why doca Ihe world make auch a lament over 
his burning? II doea notoarefot GíordanoBruno's, whoiiariahed 
OH this very spot we are crossing. Yot Oiordano Bruno waa fot 
the fiHcr man of the two. It required a thonsuidfold mois 
coniage to refuse tho crucifix t1ian to raise it, in thoee days. 
Savonarola wbb a nairow ofcetic, who preachod the miserly 
creoda that have oheared the eartli liare of all beauty. Yee, vhen 
one thinks of olí the classio mai'bles oad erotic píctnres ond 
prioeless relies of the early oits that his fanaticism loat to ns for 
ever, one cannot but feel that though the woi-ld aees bat littlB 
fair measiire, it dtd sea some for once, nheu the pile waa lit ft» 
the preacher, Not that anybody mcant to be just ia baming 
him ¡ men olways stumblo on jiistice l>y the mereat accídeut wben 
they do chance to arrive at it at all." 

So he taiked, posEÍng ovar tho Campo dei Fiori. taiked 
diBcaiBÍTely, as lüs habit waa, of all thiugs relevant aad irrelevant, 
aa the faacy occnrrod lo him. 

Then he left me and wcut iuto a dark doorway, to see somd 
ai'tiat, as he eaid. 

It waa quite evening when roy errands were all done, aud 1 
got home again to Palés and the fonntain ¡a the wall ; for (me 
cannot walk straightiy in Eome ; íf yoa have braina and ejes, 
nohow wiH yoRT feet carry you dully on your propor road ; there 
will be alwaya some oíd angle of acanthus coraice, Bomo coloEeal 
potphyíy fraginent, soma memory of monastio legend or of 
pagan fbaat; some foiioy that here etood such a templo, oí tbore 
Uved snoh a poct; some marbie seca ton thonsand times and 
t eaongh, Eome ohnrch-doora set wide optin with the 



ARIADNE. 147 

torches and the jeweis and the white robes gleaming in the dnsk, 
8ome palm-tree leaning over a high palace-wall that may have 
oome firom Asia with the worship of Sol Inyictns and Astarte, 
when Orontes overflowed into Tiber : — always something to tum 
aside for and linger oyer, and set one wondering and sighing; 
for althongh Hilarión is right, that leaming is the only pleasnre 
of which there is no snrfeit, and which lends a loyely Üght to all 
the darkest coméis where we walk^ yet all onr choicest know- 
ledge is at best but a mitigated ignorance. 

The TTisest men I haye eyer known haye always been the 
first to say so. Of course I cannot jndge myself^ haying only 
picked np a little knowledge, as poor trayellers see beautifol 
things by looking in throngh such doors and gates as stand 
open along the wayside. 

It was quite eyening when I got back to the barMng of 
Fálés and the singing of my Faxin; a good woman at a fruit- 
stall had giyen me some prickly pears and pomegranates, and I 
thonght I would take them to Giojá ; I had seldom much to 
giye, and I knew she was always at home at this honr^ for she 
went to bed with the birds and rose with them. 

When I climbed the steep stairs and opened her door^ her 
lamp was bnming^ but the window was opened^ and left in 
sight the sky, still tinged with the palé primrose light of the 
dead day, with here and there the stars already out. She had 
some great books before her on the table^ and was leaning her 
arms npon them^ and her cheeks upon her hands ; her face was 
npturned^ the light of the lamp fell on it ; Hilarión was leaning 
against the casement, and was talMng to her. 

I felt angry^ which was foolish ; and as though some wrong 
were done to me and Maryx, which was more foolish still. 

" Dear Crispin, I have been expecting you an honr/' said he ; 
and that I felt was a lie, for he had known where I had been 
going, and knew my dilatory and divergent ways of going any- 
where. There were some great lilies and rose-red cactus flowers, 
and other blossoms yery rare at that time of the year ; of course 
he had brought them there. Not that there was any harm in 
thai 

" She is perfect, your Ariadné," he said, as we went down 
awhfle later into the street together. "At least she will be. 
At present she is not fidrly awake. She has her soul shut in 
her marbles. Has Maryx no eyes ? '* 

** Maryx has honour." 
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Hilarión langhed a little. 

*' Dear Lupercus, how grave you are ! So yon have gÍT6D 
her yonr room^ and yonr Hermés^ and all yonr treasnres P Yon 
never told me thai*' 

How did you find her, then?" 

Oh, ihat was easy enongh. Can yon live at a street comer 
and hope to keep a secret? She has really genins. It is a 

pity." 

'* Why ? since it is all she has? " 

''Is it all? Maryx and yon are as cmel as the Fontifez 
Maximns when the fíres were let ont. Art for a woman is as 
sad as the temple of Yesta. To gather the sacred grain, and 
draw the sacred water^ and guard the sacred flame — that was 
not worth one little honr of joy. The Bomans knew that. 
Their Venus Félix had always a child in her arms." 

Then he took his horse which waited there, and went away 
through the dark to Baila. I went back for a moment. 

" What do you think of him?" I asked her. 

She hesitated a momento and it seemed to me that she 
coloured a little. 

" He is beautiful/* she said, softly : soulptor-like, form was 
what she thought of firsi 

" The most beautifol man the world ever saw was Helioga- 
balus/' I said to her. " And perhaps the nezt most beautifol 
was St. Just.'' 

She looked at me in surprise, her hands amongst the lilies 
and cactus flowers. 

" I thought he was yonr friend ? " 

I felt the rebuke, and was ashamed. 

" He is very great in the world, is he not ? '* she asked. 

" Yes, in a way. It is not Maryx's way. Hilarion's fame is 
like that cactus flower^ glorious, brilliant, lustrous, bom of a 
barren stem, and without fruit ; the famo of words that bum 
but do not illumine." 

She put the cactus blossoms together tenderly. 

" He says beautiful things, and I think he is not happy. 
Look, did you ever see such flowers even here ? Maryx says one 
must never attempt flowers in marble. That it is absurd, as il 
would be to try and reproduce the dew or the waves. Otherwise, 
one might make a head of the Dea Syria, crowned with those 
cacti " 

** Yes. They would be appropriate symbols for the religión 
that embodied the corruption of Bome." 
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I was angry^ nnwisely so; the cacti were to me symbols oí 
cormption. 

She had left the flowers and was drawing. Maryz had tai^ght 
her that dedgn most nnderlie all great sculpture^ as the skeleton 
onderlies the beanty of human or animal form, and imtil she 
conld satisfy him with the chalk he had always refased to trust 
her with the clay. Henee her desígns were fine and firm and 
fearless. 

"Tell me all you know of him," she said; "'Hilarión?' 
What country is that ñame ? Hilarión was a saint in the desert, 
you know." 

I would not answer her at ñrst, but she would not be dem'ed ; 
she had a stubbom resoluteness under her soft and serious ways. 
I told her reluctantly about him ; it was not very much that I 
knew that was fít for her ears, but I had always had a loye for 
him, and he had done me and others grateful and gracious 
things : of those I spoke, in justice to him, knowing I had been 
churlish and unfair. Then, at her entreaties, which I never 
could well withstand, I went to an oíd credenza against the 
wall, where I kept some few books, black-letter and otherwise, 
and found a yolume he had written, and read to her two or 
three of his poems, translating them as I went, though I felt that 
I spoiled sadly the languid and melodious dithyrambics of his 
genius. 

She listened in perfect silence, drawing with her charcoal and 
ehalk all thd while by th» light of the lamp, under the statue 
of Hermés. 

At length I shut up the book, angry with myself for haying 
given in to her. 

" It is getting late— at least late for you. Put up your work, 
my dear,'' I said to her, and looked at what she was doing. 

She had drawn the head of Hilarión in as perfect a likeness 
as it was possible to see, and had crowned it with the cactus 
flowers like a Syrian god. 

''It would do for an Antinous; and he was a slave and a 
suicide," I said, yenomously, for I would not admit the excellence 
of the work or its grace. 

" Oh no," she said, liñing the lamp to light me to the door. 
" It would do for an Agathon : I should think he is like Agathon. 
It was so good of you to read me his songs. You will read me 
some more, to-morrow ? " 

What other girl or woman in the whole world would have 
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thonght of Agathon of Athens as a likeness for him ;— of him oí 
the " Flower/' and of the " Syüiposium^" whom all men mdted to 
caU^thebeautiful!" 

I had been a fool^ I said to myself, stnmbling down the dark 
Btairs to seo tbat my stall was safe. Palés woke oat of her sle^ 
in the straw, and told me that I had been a fool, and the Faon 
in the fomitain was silent. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

HiLABiON had ajsked me to breakfast with him on the foüowing 
day. I went^ walking across the Gampagna in the tracks between 
the honeysTickle banks^ where the ox-carts go. The earth is most 
beantifol at dawn^ but so very few people see it, and the few 
that do are almost all of them labourers, whose eyes have no 
sight for that wonderful peace^ and ooolness, and unspeakable 
sense of rest and hope which lie like a blessing on the land. I 
think if people oftener saw the break of day, they would vow 
oftener to keep that dawning day holy, and would not so often 
let its fair hours drift away with nothing done, that were not 
best left undone. 

I had the mutilated yolume from the Aldus press in my 
pocket for him, for he loved such things, and had a fine know- 
ledge of them ; the thyme was sweet under my feet; the goats 
plucked at the long creepers in the broken arches of the aque- 
duct ; big ozen with wide-branching homs passed, ringing the 
bells about their necks; the sun rose red; birds sang in the 
low clumps of bearberry and hawthorn ; little fíeld-mice scndded 
before my steps, where the wheels of Sulla's triumphal chariot 
once had rolled ; and Palés chased a rat where gens on gens of 
the great Boman world lay buried root and branch. 

But I could enjoy but little of it. I felt uneasy, and in a 
vague alarm. 

I found him in the great walled garden that lay behind his 
villa. 

He was lying at full length in a hammock of silk netting, thal 
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swnng between magnolia stems; and his finte-boy was playing, 
seated in the grass. There was a delicious calm about the place ; 
the autumnal roses were all in bloom^ and thickets of the Chinese 
olive scented the air like the incensé of some Indian god's temple. 

There was a high wall near, covered with peach-trees/ and 
topped with wistaha and yalerian^ and the handsome wild 
caperplant ; and against the wall stood rows of tall golden sun- 
flowers late in their blooming; the sun they seldom conld see 
for the wall, and it was pathetic always to me as the day wore on, 
to watch the poor stately amber heads turn straining to greet 
their god, and only meeting the stones and the cobwebs^ and the 
peach-leaves of their inexorable barrier. 

They were so like us 1— straining after the light, and only 
fínding bricks and gossamer and wasps'-nests ! But the sun- 
flowers never made mistakes as we do: they nerer took the 
broken edge of a glass botüe, or the glimmer of a stable lanthom 
for the glory of Helios, and comforted themselyes with ít— as we 
cando. 

"If this wall were mine, I should throw it down for their 
sakes/' I said to Hilarión ; " though, to be sure, by the time it 
came down, every poor helianthus woxild each be dead with 
frost." 

" Would you sacrifíce my peaches for those weeds? Oríspüi, 
you should have been bom a poet. You are improvident enough 
for one. Taste those peaches. That one is the Magdelaine 
Blanche, and that yonder is the Pucelle de Malines. Are yon 
leamed in fruit? I am when I am in Franco. But here, yon 
have no great gardening. Everything grows too easily. Your 
husbandry is like your brains I Will you hear the boy play ?** 
said Hilarión, stretching himself at ease, amongst the bronze 
foliage of the magnolia boughs. 

The boy played, and beautifully. Hilarión listened witii 
olofiedeyes. 

'' If anything could make one believe in immortality it woold 
be musió," he said, when the loyely sounds had died awi^. 
" The best things I haye eyer written have been written when I 
heard music; th<Taght should be like the stones of Thebes. 
How true in allegory all the oíd myths are 1 ** 

" Where did you find this lad ? " 

'' In a little island off Greece ; and I cali him Amphion.** 

** And what will you do with him t " 

** Keep him while he picases me." 



" And after ? " 

"I nevpr thint of 'after.' It is the freedom from «ly 
obltgatjou to tbink of it tliat is tbs real tusnrf of tolerable 
riciies " 

"la the immediote moment BufBcient?" 

"Perhaps not, But it is the bcst thnt one has. Yon do not 
ohooBe your peaohea welL Tako that Túton ds Vóiius, WUI 
Haryx be here to-day ? " 

" I tancy aot ; he is occupíed on Gome great idea that is only 
in the clfly." 

Hilarión smiled. 

" Or oüly in the flesh ? I wish it may be in the clay. AII he 
dees ifl great. He belongs to another time tlmn ours. One 
EaDcies he mnst have sat at Homer'e fcet And he is bo tin- 
spoüed by fame, and 60 indiBerent to praise. Most of na who 
havü any suGoesB in any art, are no wiset than Glaakns, who ran 
after a monse and tumUIed into a reserroír of honey; and no 
god-endowed Folyeidus comea to shake «a back into Ufe and 
■vigonr." 

" Why do you talk bo ? Yon lito yoni tank of honey ¡ it is 
í£ Bweet as a death ' by Malmaey wine,' " 

" Nevertheless, a death ít is," said Hilarión, with that con- 
teropt of hintself and of his caroer wliich often moved him, 
" Ferhaps we, too, began by rniming after a etar instead of a 
mouHe, bnt ve stifle in the honey all the same ; and the honey 
has always Bome stíngB of the ma^ra left in it. The honey has 
been waiting fbr Maryx for twentj yeara, and he haa never fallen 
into it. He is the strongest man I ever knew; praíse has no 
power to intoxícate him, ñor has censure any power to pain." 

" You are equally indifferent, I think." 

"Oh, no! 1 am weak enough to be glad that the fooUeh 
people come and pulí the loaves of ny myrtlcs, because they are 
my myrtlcs. Maryx cannot nnderstand that. He is only glad 
nhen hia own cense iousnoss tolla liím hia work is good. He does 
not care — I doubt whether he even knows — that a crowd io the 
atieets looks after him. t think thoro is Bome charm in marbie 
that keepa sculptors nobler thaa other men. The livea of moet 
of them have been singularly pura ; look at Michael Angelo's, 
Flaxman'8, Canova'a, Thorwaldsen's. By tho way, I haye had 
the Feronia put ía the great ball ; sbe looks well there. They 
haré come on some brokeu Etruscan pottery now, and are 
diggíng deeper ; very likely there are tombs nnderaeath all. I 
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will máke an imaginary history of the spot, as the oíd Dominican^ 
Fra Gioyamü Nanni^ did abont Yiterbo. Fancy walking all 
yoTir life to and fro a cloister, with an oíd bnríed city for yonr 
Joliet! No donbt he ended by belioYÍng bis own lies: all 
dreamers do. I can neyer tinderstand the complete annihilation 
of Etniria--can yon? It was so mighty a confederacy; but 
then^ after all^ it was not so mnch obliterated as transmnted ; all 
that was Bome's best was Etnman. Oh^ yon do not agree to 
that^ becanse yon belieye in the Qnirites. Well, they were a 
strong people, bnt they had no art except war. Let me get yon 
yonr peach. Yon do not choose well. There is no time to eat 
firuit like the early moming— the birds know that Only we 
spoil onr palates with wine." 

He fíUed my hands with peaches, and then would haye me 
in to bis breakfast-table^ and seat me at it, haying no sort ot 
pride in that way, thongh mnch in others ; and he praised my 
Aldns, and decided that it was no Lyons imitation, and talked 
of the early printers, and of rare copies firom their presses, and 
of anything and eyerything xmder the snn in that light yet dreamy 
fashion, scholarly, and yet half flippant, which was natural to 
him, and which had a proyoking charm of its own that sednced 
one into strange pleasnre, yet irritated one, becanse the pleasnre 
was añer all so shifting and xmcertain. 

All the while he neyer once mentioned Giojá, and that alarmed 
me, becanse, of what he thonght of most, Hilarión was a man to 
B^pesk the least; for bis manner was candid and careless, bnt bis 
mind was neither. 

At last, wisely or foolishly, I spoke of her. 
Haye yon seen the Nansicaa ? " I asked him. 
No. A statne or a pictnre — new or oíd ? ** 

** The last work of Maryx." 

''Ohl the Nansicaa that was in Faris in spring? I forgot; 
of conrse. A most loyely figure. But I do not know but what 
the original is fairer stilL" 

" Yon recognised her, then? " 

''Beloyed Lupercns, am I blind?"* 

It made me angry to be giyen that ñame ; it seemed as if we 
all looked foolish in bis eyes; and he was smiling as he spoke. 
Then, as simple people do blimderingly, and to their own hin- 
drance, and the hurt of those they fain would serye, I took my 
heart in my hand, and laid it before Hilarión. 

" Yon went to see her last night. I wish yon would noi I 
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read her yonr poems; 1 was a fool. She eaid yon were like 
Agathon of Athens. What other girl could think of that ? Can 
yon nnderstand? lam nothing to her; an oíd man that she 
asked her way of in the street the day she carne to Bome« and 
oíd enongh to be her grandsire and more; bnt in a way, yon 
know, I seem too to belong to her, becanse I never can forgei 
my dream in the Borghese, and it makes me anxious, becanse 
LoYO langhed — ^he always langhs when he has done bis worst. 
And now she is so ntterly at peace ; she wants for nothing ; she 
is safe, and all is well. She has tme genins too ; yon may see 
that in the things that she has done, and she is not like a girl ; 
she has snch knowledge of the past, and so mnoh of the strength 
of art ; if she be let alone she will be happy ; she will be eyen 
great, I think, as that Froperzia was we spoke of yesterday. 
Yon said that áhe sleeps still; yes, it is tme, she sleeps and sees 
the gods. It were a sin to wake her. It were a cmelty, and 
who conld measnre all that she would lose ? Yon have so mnoh; 
yon haye all the world. I wish— I wish that yon wonld let her 
alone; pass by ; think of her as a child asleep, and nothing mxxte, 
and not go near her." 

No donbt I spoke foolishly, bnt something in what I saíd 
tonched him as he heard. 

We were sitting in one of the great painted ohambers, with 
the angelio hosts of Ginlio Bomano aboye onr heads ; the room 
was all in shadow, strong beams of light alone fínding out here 
and there the ríches it contained, the gems, the marbles^ the 
mosaics, these bronzes, the yases; and one of these rays of snn 
fell on the eyes of Hilarión ; they were tronbled and softened, 
and had a look of pity in them— almost of shame. 

" I had no thonght of it," he said ; and then I knew the 
error I had committed, and its folly. 

"Perhaps it would be a sin," he added, wearily. ''Some- 
times I think all life is, for that matter; thongh whetheir a nn 
of onrs against the gods or of the gods against ns, I neyer am 
snre. Bnt I had no thonght of it. I haye entanglements 
enongh — ^too many— and I do not know why yon shonld be so 
anxions. What haye I done? I took her a few flowers, and sat 
there for an honr ; nothing more." 

" An honr has colonred etemity before wm,** I mnrmnxed, 
knowing that I was nnreasonable and nnwiso. '* It is not what 
yon haye done ; it is what yon may do. She has no mother. 
She is qnite alone.* 
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"She has MaryzP said Hilarión, with a smile I did nol 
like. 

" Yon niistak&— if that be what yon think. He is her master ; 
nothing moie. I am stnpid, I daré say, and may seem mda. 
Bnt I am afraid : — ^yon are capricions and inoonstani" 

''Ifl that my fanltf " he said, with a sí^— 

*^ * Hátte Gott mich andera gewoUt, 
£r hatte mioh andera gebaut' 

I do not see what any god can eyer answer to that charge <A 
Qoethe's. It is nnanswerable. So yon wonld have me leave 
yonr Ariadné to Maryx ? *' 

** No. I wonld have yon leaye her to her art and to herself 
I do not think Maryx has any thonghts of her — of that kind. 
He cares only for her gonins. He is a generons man, and 
good." 

''None better. Bo not try to make him ont a bloodlesa 
pedani" 

"Apedantl** 

'' Yes— to talk of his only seeing a mnse in herí Maryx is 
a great man, and greater in nothing than in the manner of his 
life. Bnt he is hnman, I snppose. When he modelled his 
Nansicaa, I donbt if he were half as mnch a scnlptor as a loyer. 
It is not ideal at all. It is simply the girl hersell Maryx for 
once in his career only copied. He mnst know that." 

" Gonld he haye done better ? " 

" I do not say he conld. I say when we are content only to 
reproduce a liying thing, we are not artista any longer; we are 
loyers. If the contentment remain with ns, Art is eziled." 

"Is it in the interests of Art, then, that yon are always 
íjúthless?" 

'' Am I so mnch worse than others?" he said, with a little 
amnsement. 

'* Yon are more cmel," I said, simply. 

He was sileni He knew that I was right. 

" At least, yon are cruel when yon are tired; and yon tire 
quickly," I said to him. 

Hilarión langhed. 

"Dear Grispin, yonarebitter. I lay no daim to Art lam 
snre none of the scattered poets of the Anthology did, and if I 
be anything at all, I am as one of tham* Only Üiey Úyed in a 
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hBppier time than L So she called me Agathon ? I do not 
thmk I ever had so pretty a flattery as that." 

I could have bitten my tongne oflf, that I had told him: 
Agathon of the " Flower " and of the " Symposium I " Agathon 
of Athens, who was called pre-eminently ^ the beautifol 1 ** Of 
ooorse he was not likely to think the less of her, hearing that. 

Falés^ conld she haya spoken, woiild haye had more sense 
than I. 

''Her head is ftdl of the people of the past/' I said to him. 
" She liyed all alone with the oíd books, and her father's talk of 
them. She is like Julián : always expecting to see the gods giye 
eigns. All the oíd time is to her as yesterday to others. It is 
a good in one way, and an eyil in another. I do not think she 
sees the time she liyes in^ one whit more than, reading Yirgil as 
she goes, she sees the throngs that bawl and pass her. Of conrse 
she may be run oyer, and be killed so, any day. Yirgil will not 
saye her." 

" A cnrions danger 1 Women do not offcen snffer mnch from 
loye of the impersonal Tell her that all that past she thinks so 
great, was only yery like the Serapis, which men worshipped so 
many ages in Theophilis, and which, when the soldiers stmck it 
down at last, proyed itself only a hollow colossos, with a colony 
of rats in its head, that scampered right and left My friend, 
yon drink nothing ; taste that tokaí, it comes off my own yines 
by the Dannbe, and it is as soft as mother's milk. Yon haye 
lost yonr mirth^ Crispin. Yon shonld not haye gone to sleep 
in the CsQsar's gallery; it has dazed yon. Yon nsed to be as 
oheerfol as any cricket in the com." 

''Wonld yon promise me?" I said, and hesitated, for it 
seemed absnrd to be so anxions abont a danger that was yet 
nnmenaced, and a thing that might be furthest from his 
thonghts. 

Hilarión langhed, and rose. 

''Oh, no! I neyer promise anything; I haye not many 
scmples, bnt I do scmple abont breaking my word, and so 
I neyer giye it. Why shonld yon be afraid of me? Maryz 
can hold his own ; and I am not Agathon, as she wonld soon 
fínd ont, if she saw me eyer so little. I am not eyen yonng 
nowl'* 

I was impatient and pained. He saw it^ and tonched my 
shonlder with a kindly caressing gestnre. 

*' Gome and see some piotores I bronght from Franca They 
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«re landscapes. Maryz is right^ that landscape paíntiiig is ihe 
only original form of painting that modera times oan boasi It 
has not exhansted itself yet ; it is capable of infinite deyelopment. 
Buysdael^ Bembrandt, and the rest, did great scenes, it is tme^ 
bnt it has been left to onr painters to pnt sonl into the sun- 
shine of a comfield^ and suggest a whole life of labour in a dolí 
evening sky hanging over a brown ploughed npland, with the 
horses going tired homeward, and one grey figure tmdging 
after them, to the hnt on the edge of the moor. Of coorse 
the modem femcy of making nature answer to all human moods, 
like an Eólian harp, is morbid and exaggerated, but it has a 
beauty in it^ and a certain truth. Our tenderer souls take 
refage in the country now> as they used to do in the cloister. 
C!ome and see my two Millets, and there are some slighter 
things by lesser men of his school, that are touching in their 
way; whom could your dear Glande ever touch?" 

" These pictures touch you : do your own peasants eyer ? " 
" No," said Hilarión, " I never think about them." 
And he neyer did. He had been brought up in the purest 
egotisHL No one had eyen spoken to him of such things as the 
duties of fortune. He had been given the most careful culture 
of the mind and the body, and the graces of both : there his 
education had ended. That he eyer did sweet and gracious 
things was due to the changefiil impulses of his nature, and a 
certain disdain in him of all meanness, which at times became 
almost nobility. But that was alL And yet one loyed him. 

Loye does not go by attributes, as is said in some comedy. 
It may be said out of a comedy, and in all sad seriousness. The 
best loyed men and women haye seldom been the best men or 
the best women. 

He was summoned away by the arriyal of some new treasures 
that he had bought on his way home; and I went out and 
looked for the little fluteplayer, whom he called Amphion, and 
whom we had left sitting where the sunflowers were. 

He was as loyely a youth as I haye eyer seen ; with a i)ale 
oyal face and great eyes, that had the pathos and the meditation 
of the oz's in them ; you laugh — ^well, look straight into our 
oxen's eyes when next they meet you coming under the yoke 
across the fíelds, and say if all the unutterable sadness and 
wonder of existence are not in their lustrous gaza " Why are 
we here to suffer ? ** say thoee eyes ; the etemal question that all 
creation asks and asks in yain for aught that we can see. 
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Foor little lad ;— he was eighteen years oíd, perbaps, and had 
lÍTed on one of those little islands of ihe ÍSgean« where fhe 
popnlation is like one ñumly, liyes by the tillage c^ the eurtli, 
Bleeps ont of doors nnder the stars — ^men, women^and ohfldren — 
and is hardly altered at all since the ages of tiie '' Woirke and 
Days." 

He had ron harefoot, leapt in the sea, mown the hay, 
slnmbered on his bit of carpet nnder the broad shining skien^ 
and been qnite happy till a passer-by, tonching at the little istob 
had heard him play to his goats and for the maidens, and had 
spread gold before his dazzled parents, and filled his head with 
dreams by a word or two, and carried him off to the great worid 
of dties— there to be listened to awhile and then forgotten. 

Hilarión was Mnd to him since his fancy was fresh ; had him 
ríchly dressed in the national oostmne, and bade his people sea 
that he had all he wanted ; bnt no one except Hilarión conld 
speak modem Greek, and the boy was yery lonely. 

He looked np at me with the timidity of a dog that had 
strayed. I myself conld speak his tongne, thongh not with all 
the modem changes that Hilarión knew, and by litÜe and little 
I gathered his short story from him. 

üe was not yery happy. He sighed for his barefooted 
liberty; his little coracle on the sea; his mother's cool little 
dark hnt with all the snn shut ont, and no smell bnt the soent 
of the oow's breath and the dried grasses ; bnt he did not daré 
to say so. He loyed Hilarión, bnt he was yery afraid of him. 

" How long haye yon been with him?" I asked him, where 
he sat nnder the snnflowers. 

'' It was in the spring he carne to the island." 

" And yon haye sean wonderf ul places since then ? ** 

"Ygb" said the boy, wearily. "Many crowds— orowds — 
crowds. Once some great person, an emperor, carne to see him. 
He had me to play. It did not matter to me. I did not see the 
great people ; I saw the hayfíelds and the sea, and my white 
goats mnning to the honeysuckle. The emperor called me np 
and gaye me a fíne ring, and told me I shonld make my fortune — 
what is fortune ? In the island, he is rich who has six goats." 

*' I think yon will be rich if yon go back to yonr goats — 
caring for them." 

He did not understand. 

"They would not know me, perhaps," he said, sadly. 
" Praxides took them when I carne away." 
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" ATiínrmlg do not forget, my dear : that is a homan privilege. 
And yon would like to go back ? Yon are not very happy ? " 

He looked with a frightened glanoe right and left. 

" Yes : I wonld like to go back. Bnt do not tell him. It is 
better here than it has been. One is in the air. Bnt in that 
great place they cali Faris— it was like being shnt in a golden 
box. I oonld not play at fírst^ in all that noise and glitter ; he 
was angry, I conld not help ii Bnt one day I heard the goats 
bleat in the street ; I thonght my heart would break ; I ran and 
got the flnte^ it was a friend. Then the oíd songs and the dances 
carne back to me." 

Poor little misnamed Amphion ! 

" Yon eannot read ? " I asked him. He shook his head. 

" Not even mnsic ? " 

" Do people read mnsic ? I thonght it was in the air.* 

" Yon mnst be lonely ? '* 

''Not when he remembers me. Bnt he does not very often. 
And I shonld like to take these shoes off ; I feel crippled " 

"We are all crippled. And we have crippled even onr 
horses to keep ns company. Two or three thonsand years s^ 
in yonr conntry the horse was a beantíful^ free, joyons thiog : 
now it is an antomaton ; most of ns are so. We cali it cítíIí 
zation. The tighter the bonds the more advanced are the 
wearers deemed. Bnt yonr gold-laden jacket eannot be as eai^ 
as the oíd white shirt with the red sash." 

The boy was silente crnshing a peach with his small dazzling 
teeth. 

I was sorry for him. 

Great singers end in millionaires : small singers end as 
clerks^ and this poor, pretty, iU-K^lled Amphion, who played so 
sweetly that it called tears to yonr eyes to hear him, had no 
genins^ I thonght, bnt only a beantifnl instinct of innocent 
melody, as a bird has. And yon conld not make CTcn a clerk of 
a little Greek, who sighed for the sea and the green grass, and 
the dances nnder the stars. He conld not read, and he was 
ignorant of eyerything in fhe most absolnte manner. Yet he 
interested me. 

It is not what the hnman being knows, it is what he is, that 
is interesting. 

I think it is Mnsset who says that the ntterances of most 
men are yery monotonons and mnch alike ; it is what is in their 
heads that is never spoken whioh is the epic, the idyl, the 
threnody, the love-sonnet. 
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He goet on to say that eTery mortal carnes abont ft irorld in 
himaelf, a world unknown, which Uves and dies in sflenoe ; — ^fbr 
wbat a solitade is eTery human eoal! 

It 18 of that inner world that I try to get a glimpse, tiioos^ 
relnctantly I am bonnd to say that I do believe that it dees nol 
exist at all in many, and that not a few are as completely emplj 
inside of them hj natore as any pnmpkin of which a littte 
b^gar boy has had the scooping. 

"Let him come home with me; he is dnll here; thece li 
not a creatnre that can talk to him," I said to Hilarión ft liitle 
latcr. 

" Of conrse, so he be here at night to play for the duchesB.* 

She, whom he spoke of, was a Boman, his reigning oapdoe 
of the honr. 

" He shall be here," I said, and took Amphion with me in 
the qniok rattling waggon of one of the wine-carriers who was 
going to the city withont his wine, and with cmly a load oí 
flowers for the gardcners. 

Amphion scaroely spoke as we flew over the Oampagna. 
Only once he looked at me with pleasure in his eyes. 

'* It is like the sea I " he said ; he had arriyed by night and 
had seen nothing of it before this. 

It was noon when I got to my fonntain on the wall ; and I 
had to be bnsy the rest of the day, and the lad would go back 
with the wine-cart at sonset. I took him np to Giojá's room; 
she was sometimes at home at noon, and was so now. 

"Here is a Greek boy for yon," I said to her, and pnt 
Amphion into the chamber with his sad, lovely face, that wonld 
have done for Italns, and his pretty dress aÚ loóse and white» 
and shining with gold thread. 

" Here is a little Greek for yon," I said. " He is all alone 
and very nnhappy, yon know his tongne a little; will yon try 
and make him a little happier ? ** 

" Are yon a Greek, really ? " said my Ariadné, coming to him 
with her grave oourtesy, which never was fámiliarity, but always 
a little distant like some girl-qneen's. 

'' Yes, I am a Greek," said Amphion, who stood looking at 
her in a kind of awe. 

Giojá's face b'ghted and grew eager. 

"Then yon ha ve heard Homer sung? Tell me — do they 
recite it all at night as they used to do round the watch-fires 
when there is danger, and in the snmmer in time of peace^ nnder 
the olive trees— tell me ? " 
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" What is Homer ? " said poor AmphioiL 

Giojá glanced at him with contempt. 

" Yon are no Greek," she said, and tnmed a^^aj. 

" Why did yon bring him here ?" she said to me. '* He asks 
what Homer is ! '* 

" My dear/' I said to her, " he was a little peasant, on a litüe 
isle in the sea ; I have been to those islands ; the people only 
think of their flocks and their hay and their harvest. They tell 
tales indeed at night, as of oíd, bnt it is not of Achules and 
Ithakns now ; it is of the hill thieyes on the main shore, or of 
the soldiers billeted on themselyes, or of the next Ioto that the 
priest is to bless, or of whatever else may be happening. Be 
kind to him. Yon can make him understand, thongh yon only 
know the Greek of the poots. And he will play to yon." 

Amphion, who conld not xmderstand what I said, xmderstood 
ihe contempt of those Instrons eyes resting on him, and felt that 
it was Bomething shamefol not to know what Homer was. 

He came with shy and timid grace, and knelt to her^ and 
tonched the hem of her skirt with his lips. 

"I cannot read, and Homer— is it a singer yon mean?— but 
if yon will let me play I will tell yon so what I feel ; yon are 
like the snnrise on onr sea; onr girls there are &ir, bnt not 
like yon." 

Giojá langhed, a thing she seldom did. 

" Yon come from the country of Helen, and cali me good to 
look npon? — and what musió can there eyer be like the march of 
the hexameters telling of yonr héroes? Bnt if yon are not 
happy — then I am sorry. I snppose I speak ill ; I know enongh 
Greek to read it, bnt that is not yonr Greek. Yon can play to 
me while I fínish my work if yon like, and afterwards I will tell 
yon abont Homer." 

He had his flute in pieces in his yest, where he alwayscairied 
it, a silyer Ante that Hilarión had bought for him. 

He sat down on the floor, as he was nsed to sit on his bit of 
carpet nnder the great plane-tree at home in the starry eyen- 
ings ; and, with his eyes still fástened on her as on some creatnre 
of another world, he began to make his tender melodies^ there 
at the foot of my Hermes. 

I left them so, and went my way down to the stall and Palés, 
who was gmmbling sore at being left alone so long. 

They were a boy and girl, it was a fresher and more healih- 
fnl interest for her than the poema of Hilarión. 

X 
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When I went np the staírs an hoor afterwards to see if they 
were friends, I oponed the heavy door so that I did not disturb 
them. Amphion was sittiiig on the floor^ his flute lying across 
his knees^ and Giojá^ seated high aboye on the oíd oak-seat 
nnder the Kermes, was telling him the story of Fatrocles' 
bnríal, and of how the absent Winds were feasting in the honse 
of Zephyros till the swift-footed Iris fetched them, and how they 
rose and sconrged the douds before them, across the Thracian 
sea, nntil the flames leaped up, and making night terrible, 
deyonred the body of his hero and the golden caris of his friend, 
and the honey and the horses, and the rich wood steeped with 
the wine that all night long Achules poured from the golden 
bowl till daylight broke. 

Amphion's palé face was glowing, and his eyes were full of 
wonder : nothing so wearies as a twice-told tale, says Homer ; 
but yet he told tales that echoing through thousands of years 
are eyer fresh and eyer welcome. 

Giojá, to whom eyery word that she recited was trae as that 
the san hong high in heay^n, saw nothing of him, bat only saw 
the Thracian shore, the blowing flames, the surging sea, the 
peace that came with mom. 

I closed the door xmheard, onwiUing to distarb them or 
break in on those oíd sweet Greek cadenees that her yoice 
tinged with a Latin accent, not angracioas ; and I was sorry 
when still another hoar later I had to fetch the lad away to go 
back, as he was ordered to Daila. 

"I was going now to tell him of Ulysses," said Giojá, reluct- 
antly. " Only think 1 He has a brother called Ulysses, and yet 
does not know ** 

"It will be for another day," I said. Amphion's face had a 
warm coloar in it, and looked happy. 
I may come again ? " 
Yes. Do yon still wish to go back to the goats ? " 

" No," he said, and smiled. 

" I do not care for the héroes," he whispered to me as we 
went down the stairs. '' And why did he bam his friend ? I do 
not understand. But do not tell her ; — the soand of her yoice 
is 80 loyely ;— that is enoagh." 

I began to doabt whether I shoald not haye done better for 
him to haye left him in his solitade and sorrowfalness, eating 
his peaches imderneath the wall with the sanflowers. Bat I 
had been thinking more of her than of him. To interest her in 
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Bometliing liTing and natural^ instead of always oíd stories and 
oíd marble^ seemed to me desirable. The boy was better than 
Apollo Soranus. 

Maryz passed me that evening on the stairs. 

" Is Giojá there ? " he asked. " I have a pleasure fi)r her, at 
least if it be one to her ; she is so müike to otbers that one can- 
not telL They want her at the Caprarola palace to-night" 

" In that great world ? " I stammered ; for they were amongst 
the haughtiest of onr princes. 

"Is she not worthy it?'' said Maryx, with some impatience 
of me and contempt. "Nay— is that worthy her? They haye 
seen her clay figures and her drawings; they wonld see her; it 
would be best; she lives too mnch alone. Can we persuade 
her?" 

''Bnt in her clothes — she has none fii" 

** I thonght of that I got Ersilia to steal me one of her oíd 
wooUen dresses when there was fírst talk of it a week ago ; I 
have clothes fit for her below. Bnt will she go? That is what 
Idonbt " 

"Will Hilarión be there?* 

"Nodoubt Why?" 

" Tell her so. She will go then." 

Maryx changed countenance a little^ and his broad brows 
knit together. 

" Has he so mnch inflnence—already ? '* 

^No influence that I know of; bnt attraction." 

" Do yon want me?" asked Giojá at that momento her slender 
body hanging over the rail in the gloom ; the lamp that always 
bnmed there under a Madonna shone on the soft colonrs of her 
íace^ and gaye it a Titian look. He told her why he carne. She 
did not answer anything. 

" Are yon glad or sorry^ willing or nn willing ? Say I " he said 
a little qnickly, and with some disappointment. 

" How can I be either ? It does not matter." 

"Yon are righi It does not matter. Only so many are so 
pleased at snch things — ^will yon come ? " 

"If yon wishme." 

"Oh, child! It is the greatest honse in Borne, and what an 
hononr I " cried Ersilia^ who was washing at a tnb in a nicho in 
fhe staírcase wall. 

"In a great honse or a small, I snppose one is always one- 
self/' said Giojá, to whose mind no ideas of social difTerence 
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conld preeent tbems^Wcs; ehe hful onl; livod on the wJld se^ 
coast and m tbe oíd cham1i«r wjth Hermes, ou the bridge ; haá 
ID tfae honse of Maryz all greatneEs vas fusod into that of ort. 
BDd no othei locc^nised. 

Maryx himBelf etood thoagbtfol and a litUe tronbled. 

"I think that it íb beet," he said, faalf to me, half to himeelf. 
" It is iinjnBt to her, it íh selfish, to Ehut her np like a dove in & 
lower. What do yon saj ? " 

" I Buppose it is. And to the tower the hawis can come." 

" St BÚbara's father bnilt a tower to keep her ia and ahnl 
ont the blessed news of Ohrist," eaid Ersilia from her waahtab. 
"Bat it was of no use, yon know. The great news fonnd het 
thore. No tower íb too Wgh fui the angels to Boar to " 

" And so yon mean ? " 

" Thftt, whetlier httwk or ángel is to bu ber fat«, either wül 
come to her, whether she be hore or there," aaid Ersilia, wrlng^ 
¡ng her Unen. 

"Yon are a fatalist," eaíd Maryx, with a amüe. "It is a 
cnriona creed : it nérvea whilst it emftBCttIatea." 

"Hay, I am a good Christian," Boid Ersilia, who did Bot 
nnderstand a word he sald, but felt that be ioipiigned her faith; 
"and Iwill get my hands dry Jn a, minute, and go fetch that 
box of clothoB. Why dUly-dally about it ? Let her have honour 
and pleasure while ehe can. Theie ia not much to be had 
anywhere." 

That was a joyona and grand night to Ersilia; but itwas 
doomed to be a haplesa one. We did onr best in honeaty of 
intont. The goda made sport of us ; and I think thete are few 
thisgs eadder than the way in which honest intenta and candid 
and LQUOceiit efibrts to do right are, so often as we see them in 
this world, twisted and turnod by obetioate aud unkind in- 
flaences to the hnrt of thoee that feel them. It ia as cniel as 
thongh one wero to take a child'a long enría to stranglo bim 
with, when he waB coming up for kiases. 

It was a joyona night to Ersilia, who, in trntb, bad been 
EometimeB picked to pieces by tha neighbonis for barbooiing a 
strange girl. 

" She goes amongst the princea," she said proudly to all ber 
gOBSips. And she attired her with a tenderaess one never wonld 
bave believed coald have been in her, looking at her flcroe and 
broad b]a«k eyea that lit so qniokty iulo rage. 

a honr later Ersilia called to me shrilly, coming to the 
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eiicl of thd brídge and screaming in a way that wonid haye 
almost ñrightened back Poraenna, had he been, as of yore^ <m the 
other side. 

I hurríed to her cali. 

"Only think!" ahonted Eisilia, her face all in a dark flame 
ofwiath. "Only think-Hshe will not wear them! No^not for 
anything will she wear fhem 1 Was there ayer snch peryersity ? 
Come yon and speak to her. Loyely stnffs fit for an empress! 
I always said she was not natnral. The marble has got into her 
herself. Who eyer heard of any girl that did not care for 
clothes?" 

•* What is it, Giojá ? " I asked her when I had monnted. 
'' I will not wear them ! " she said simply. " I did not nnder- 
stand. If I cannot go as I am^ then not at alL These clothes 
mnst haye cost mnch money, and I haye none." 

"Moneyl^screamedErsilia. "Ofcourse! Money! Enongh 
for an honest girl's dower, that I know^ for he gradged nothing ! 
How can yon look at them and say yon will not put them on? 
Jesii María! It is impions." 

'' Why will yon not wear them?** I asked Giojá qnietly. 
The tears carne in her eyes. 

"I shall be sorry if I pain him. He is good and generons. 
Bnt I cannot pay for them. I will not take them. No, I wíU 
not." 

^Bnt^ my dear^it is impossible for yon to go to a gveat honse 

nnless yon go snitably " 

''Then I will not go; I do not care to go. What is it to 
me?— ezoept that I am sorry if I pain him." 

" May one enter ?" said Hilaríon, standing at the door, and 
not perceiying me. It had grown dnsk, and the lights were 
b^nning to bnm on the winding bank of the ríyer. 

When he did see me he smiled — ^that tantalising smile of his 
which might mean anything or nothing^ and mnst haye hnrt 
many a woman worse than a blow or an oath. 

Giojá colonred as she saw him— a warm^ wayeríng blnsh 
tiíat went to the yery wayes of the hair hanging oyer her farows. 
She was silent. 

The white robes of Maryx's choosing were lying there with 
some jewellery of Etmscan gold fonnd by himself years before 
in oíd tbmbs opened at his cost nnder the thick broshwood 
abont Veii. 

"* What is the qnestionatissne? Maylhear?" 
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He Bpoke as if he had already known her for yeazs. 

Giojá looked at him with the flash ÜEidiiig. 

''It is that I will not wear— all that. He has sent it: he is 
always so good. But why shonid I go thither eyen? I do not 
want the great people, if they be great; ñor am I great myself^ 
that they shonid seek me. If I oould go as I am it would be 
very well ; but if I cannot I will stay away. The things are 
beautifol, no doubt; bnt the yery last words nearly that my 
father spoke were^ 'Eeep £ree — ^haye your hauds empiy, bat 
olean— take nothing.' So I cannot take anything, even thongh 
he gíves it " 

Hilarión looked at her intently. He did not ask any mora 
He had the poet's quickness of compassion^ and conld gather 
whole facts from fragmentary words. 

" No donbt yon are ríght/' he said, as thongh he had heard 
it all ñrom the beginning. " And why shonid yon go into that 
Tapid and tnrbnlent world that calis itself great? Yon conld 
only lose. The artist always loses. Society is a cmcible in 
whioh all gold melts. Ont of it are drawn only one of two 
prizes — ^vanity or disgnst; the perfectly snccessfnl in it are like 
the children that the Chínese imprison in jars from their birth — 
dwarfs that belieye their compressed distortion to be beantifnl. 
Hermes here is a better companion than the world. What do 
yon say, Crispin?" 

"1 say, let her do as she likes," I answered ronghly; for 
I was angry with his presence there. " I cannot say that she is 
wrong — ^no one conld say so ; bnt snch a trífle I tbink she might 
haye taken withont harm to her pride ; and it is hard on Maryx, 
thinking only to giye pleasnre, and believing it bad, as it is bad, 
for her to liye alone here, dreaming of broken marbles and dead 
gods— not that I wonld speak lightly of either the gods or arts 
— ^bnt snch a life is too monmfnl, and in a little while it will 
become morbid." 

"Better that than the fonl gases of crowded rooms and 
empty compliments. Maryx and yon are both at fanlt, my 
sensible Lnpercns!" said Hilarión, with that smile which so 
proYoked me, his eyes resting on the girl, who herself stood 
abstracted and sorrowfnl, the tears still not dry npon her lashes. 

" Take them away," she said to Ersilía, with a gestnre to- 
wards the pretty rejected things. Then she lifted her arms with 
a little sigh of relief, like one decided to pnt down a bnrden. 
*' I do not want to see these people. I see them pass. They 
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iook foolish; they are jost the same as when Juvenal wrote 
abont them^ I snppose. And what do they want with me ? " 

" I will tell you what they want," said Hilarión. ** Genios 
scares the world. It is like the silver goblet to (Edipns, telling 
of yanished greatness and the power of the gods; the world 
that is like (Edipus, blind and oíd and heavy with many name- 
less sins^ cannot bear the reproach of it ; it wants to stamp it 
into dosi Never being quite able to do that, it fondles it, filis 
it with sugared drinks, nails it with golden nails to the board 
where fools feast. Often the world sncceeds, and the goblet faXís 
to baser uses and loses the power to remind the blind sinner any 
more of the ancient glories and of the dishononred children of 
Zens. Can yon understand? — only my allegory halts, as most 
allegories do. CEdipns was repentant : the world never repents. 
So I think yon are right not to go to it Eeep the silyer goblet 
for yourself, and only touch it with yonr own lips, sinoe from 
the gods it carne to you." 

There was a sort of emotion in his voice as he said the last 
words. Ñor was it afifected. In his impulses he was always 
sincere, and his impulse then was eamest, was tender, and was 
sorrowfoL He himself had let his silver goblet often fall, and 
be oñen choked up with the lees of spilled wines and the dust 
of dead passions. 

Hef face lightened with a happy smile. It was like remem- 
bered musió to her to hear this kind of speech. She did not 
answer in words. She seemed to me to be timid with Hilarión, 
and to lose that calm, indifferent composure which characterised 
all her intercourse with other people. 

" We are so serious, and you are so young ! " said he, shaking 
off the momentary depression that had fallen on him. " You 
haye lost a night's pleasure, too. We are bound to make you 
amends. Orispin, you Iook as dull as Pasquino without a pasted 
•epigram. Wake up! Hermes wonders at you; he thinks that 
when men's liyes are so short as they are, it is astonishing they 
fihould spend any of their little measure of time in mere moodi- 
ness^; and you— you used neyer to know the meaning of such a 
word. Now let us see what we can giye to Giojá in compensa- 
tíon. I may cali you Giojá ? " 

" Oh, yes; it is my ñame," she answered him; for the only 
ways that she had known were the simple ways and habita 
of the people, and of the ceremonies of polished Ufe she knen 
nothing, though Nature had taught her grace and that serenit 
which is the highest form of graca 
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" It a ft lovelr natne, and lias s IotcI/ meaning," i 
Hilarión. "Now I liave thought — yon care íor i 
conise yon care; miTeic bta oIl tlio othor arts in it, and some- 
thing tbat nono of thcm have os ^gII. Will yon come and bear 
Bome with me ? Thero ¡b my own box alirayB ready, and yon 
can go in yonr own nianner, with yoor veil if yon lika, and 
enjoy it nnseen if you please; and Críspini 
There is the Z^nberflote to-night, and thete is no magíoian lite 
Uozart, thougb at ths beet be is poorly rendered bere. 
it wil] be bettcr foi yon tban tbe crowds that staie." 
" Mozari ! " 

Siie liad heaid Gome of his mnsic in reqoiems and maBses in 
tbo cbnrcbos; bot alie bad no idea what he epoke of, for abe 
had nover beon insido a theatra. 

" Tes, tlie Zauberflote— on the wholc, the most perfoot mosic 
in Iba world. Of o!d, the goda came down and whispored thair 
secrets to the poets. Ton remember Dionysos waking ^schjlna 
smongst the vices, and bidding him go write the Oresteia. 
Now-a-dajB the goda onlj whisper to tbe mnsicianB ; the poeta 
are loft to grope tbeír way amongst the cáncer hospitals and the 
charnel-houses. No doubt it is the poeta' fault. What we wish 
to see I anppose we do see — aee most of, at all érente, after aU. 
Goethe was tbo laat to listen to tbe god undet tbe yines, ' What 
beantiful tbings the vinos have said to mel' he wrote from Italy. 
And yet, let them pretend what tbey will, Goethe was not a 
poet¡ he was too cold and too clear; and, besidea, ho eould Uve 
at Weimar! Well, will you come? Trust me; yon wiU be 
very bappy and very unhappy botb at once, and is not tbat tbe 
very essence and epitome of life? Not to bave heaid great 
mnsíc is like having lived withont seeing Itome." 

" I will como," said Gíojá, and looked at me, " if ílaryx wiD 
not be Tesed. Will be be vexed ? " 

"My doar," I said to her, "he meant to have gíven yon 
pleasnie, and he will find tbat he has foilod, and tbat anothoF 
has given it ínstead. Tbat ia all. A very common lot — so 
common that it needs no pity." 

Por I was irritated and impatient, and hatod Hilarión, thongh 
he was doing no harm, but ouly lookíiig palo and bondsome, lika 
any one of the statnes that elie loved, Icaning tbeie andemeath 
Hermes, with tbo ebadows of the ooming night abont him and 
his ewoet voíce coiuing tbrougb the Btillness ia the fantastio and 
devjQUS talk whieh of all otbei was most certain to enchain her 
attention by ita lifceneas to her own dreaotó. 
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He had his way in the end ; he was one of those men who 
always have their way. She hesitated, and was afiraid to pain 
her absent master, bnt in ihe end yidded and went ont with 
him into the night air« which had grown colder and starry, so 
that already Borne was beginning to look paved with silver and 
caryed with álahaster, as it looks always when the moon shines 

thflNu 

I foUowed them as a dog would haré done. The horses 
weie there; bnt the night was beantifal, and they went on, on 
foot, lingering here and there as the moonlight grew dearer 
and the shades more black. 

Giojá was well nsed to Borne at night Añer snnset, when 
my labonrs were done, I often had gone with her throngh the 
aTennes abont the Flamn amphitheatre and the twisting streets 
whose centre is the mighty dome of Agríppa, or any other of 
the numy qnarters familiar to me from my babyhood, and now 
in my oíd age eloqnent of a million histories. Maryx had gone 
(^ten with ns too. Añer a long day spent in the stndio, it had 
always been his habit to go abont Bome, which he knew by 
heart, as Ampére knew it, and some of the finest conceptíons of 
his works had come to him sitting in the stillness of the great 
Therm», with only the bats and owls moving between the dnll 
red walls where yoor northem singer composed his great 
Fromethens. 

I was nsed to seeing Maryx by her side. It incensed me to 
watdh the gracefol head of Hilarión bending to her in his stead ; 
it seemed a wrong to the eme who was absent. 

It was an ordinary night at the Opera, and the Apollo 
Theatre was almost empty, and the little light there was bnmed 
Tery low, as it is onr economical habit to have it in our play- 
honses. And, indeed, what mnsic is not sweetest in the softness 
of thednsk? 

To hear mnsio well, sit in twilight and in stillness, only 
meeting eyes yon love. Tonr new school, which thinks that 
mnsio needs the assistance of glitter and glare and pictorial 
efifoct, sadly insnits the diyinest of the arts. 

The large box cióse to the stage belonging to Hilarión was all 
in gloom: I stayed at the back of it, for I wonld not leave 
them; and Giojá in her dark clothing no one saw. 

She thonght it Tery strange, the large, shadowy, almost 
empty spaoe in which the first notes of the orehestra only weie 
dnlly hnmming ; bnt when the foll glory of the mnsic bnrst 
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ovet hcr, Bhe huid bei bieatb, entrancod, and one coiild aee her 
groat eyes vida oponed and liiEtrous aa tho Btiira. 

Ho did Eot epeak to her, but only walcbed her. The render- 
ing waa in iio way fine ; but it is imposaible for even poor 
singera ntterly to mar tbe awayof tlic Zauberflote; and when 
the musió ceaaed at the firat act, the giil was pala aa her own 
marbles, and the teara were courBÍng down her cheeks ín ailence. 

"Did I not tell jou rightlj?*' said Hilarión, in hia soft, 
caresetsg voice. "Are you not moat happy aad most imhappy?" 

She emiled on hím a little thiongh ber teara. 

" It ia ftU the paat— it is all the fature I I did not know. 
Oh, wby did they nevor bring me here ? " 

" 1 am glad that it waa left for me to do," ho anawered her. 
" I think Maryx doea not care for muaío. Wliy do you ttitn 
ftway ? " 

" I do not vant to see the people ¡ they jar on it," aaid Gioja, 
meaning the actore on the Btage. " Wby can they not sjng 
wiUiout being seon ? " 

" I, too, flhould prefer that," said Hilarión. " Bnt then it 
would Eo longer be an opera." 

"Would that matter?" eaid Gioja, wbo was alwaya indif- 
ferent to the great reasoning tliat becaase & tbmg has been so 
tbua it must evci be. 

Then she was quiet again and breatbless. Ab for me, flhe 
bad forgotton that I lived. She had almost forgotten Hilarión, 
only that now and again her eyes, briltiant through moiatnre of 
unshed toare, like auy paasion-fionera through dew, tnmed tm 
liim aa on the giver of hei deep delight. He waa her Apollo 
Soranna. 

" You ate eoutfinted ? " hs murmurad aoftly onoe. 

She anawered liii" os fiom a dieam : — 

" It is like Homer 1 " 

She knew no gieat^i comparíson ; and perhapa there is none 
greater, 

At the cióse, tho passionate music troubled her, and made 
her colour riae and hei breath come and go. Thoae lovers in 
the flamea, happy merely because together, she did not under- 
stand ; yet the tnmult of emotions distuibed that claaBÍo oalm 
in her whicb made her aiwaye so grave, yet so serene. 

Sho did not speak at all when it was orer and she bad left 
the duaky, desoíate operar-house ; ñor did Hilarión Bpeok to bar. 
He nnderBtood tbat the melodiee weie all about ber— in the air. 
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in the stars, in ihe yery Yoices of the streets; and he let the 
strange passion of which she had heard the fírst notes steal 
on her nnawares. He was a master in these things. 

We went silently throngh the Tordinona street, and past the 
honse of Baffaelle, and homeward. Borne was qniet, and áU 
white with the light of a foll moon. Now and then a shadowy 
form went by, tonching a goitar ; now and then an orange-boagh 
heayy with blossom and fimit swnng over a wall in our faces ; at 
one comer there stood a bíer, with torchos flaring and men pray- 
ing; some one was dead — some one dies with every moment, 
they say ; — ^the great melodions fonntaíns sonnded everywhere 
through the night^ as thongh the waters were always striying, 
striying, striving in vain to wash the crimes of the city away^ 
the endless centnries of crime whose b^inning is lost in the dnll 
loU of Tullia's chariot-wheels. Tnllia ! the vile ñame !-^there is 
only Tarpeia perhaps viler still. How right the Sabinos were 
when they sent the bronze weight of their shields down on the 
base beauty of Tarpeia, the creatore that fírst sold Borne! 

All these odd, disjointed thonghts went stombling throngh 
my brain as my feet went stombling home. 

It was late. 

At the door I wonld have sent her npstairs alone and sent 
Hilarión away ; bnt he wonld not have it so, and he was a man 
that always had his way. 

"Let ns see her safe back to Hermes,'* he said. 

And when we reached Hermes I saw why he had chosen to 
do that In onr absence his orders had arranged a snrprise for 
her. A fíre bnmt on the hearth; there was a little snpper 
spread; there were many flowers; there was only the oíd bronze 
lamp set bnming; throngh the nnshnttered and grated case- 
ment all the moonút bnlliancy of the river was visible. 

Giojá gaye a little cry of pleasnre and of wonder. Maryx 
had encompassed her with eyery solid care that strength and 
nobleness conld giye ; bnt he did not think of snch little things 
as this. Scenio display was not in his temperameni 

"This is folly. It is midnight. 8he eats nothing at this 
honr. 8he has to be np at dawn/' I grumbled, feeling stnpid 
and ill at ease and angry. 

Hilarión langhed at me. 

His own way he wonld hayo. He was so gay, so gracioniE^ 
so charming, so kindly, it was impossible to altogether witb- 
stand him ; and^ after all^ what harm had he done ? 
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Yet eat I coala not, aml drick I would not But íf I would 
be a kiUjof, tt mado do difference to bim ; it wu not for me 
that bis poachsG shoved their btoom like ínfnots' cheekB, Qor for 
me that hia tea-roBee clnstered roand bis etarry astets. 

He bad im wa;, HÍtting withín the brood tnellow gtow Erom 
the hearth-fire, with tbo grcat moon looking in throDgh tba iron 
bars, Bailing in a silverj TadiaTtra of eoowy clond. 

She Baid bnt littlo — very littlo ; but I fdt that íf I faad aaked 
bei DOW if Bhe veré ocly coutent, she woald Lave answered, " I 
un happy." 

Once aho got np, aod took a little book and gave ít to him. 

" Eead mo Bomething— once." 

It was TQy odd volume of bie tronslated Bonnets. 

Ha smiled, and waa gilent, looking on ber taae with a dream; 
pleasnre of contemplation. Tben he did read, hia memor? 
awakening and the TOlame closisg in bis band, as he read. 

What he ohose was a frogmeut of a poom on Soapitra, tbe 
woman who, being viáted bj spirita in the guise of two Cbal- 
deans, waa dowercd \>y them with transcendent powotb and 
snperhnman knowledge, and was enabled to behold at onca 
all the deeds that were doua in a!l lands bencath tho son, and 
was raised higb above all human woes and homan froUtioa;— 
eave only Loto and Death. 

Save only Loto and Dentb. 

It was a great poem, the greatest that ha had ever given to 
tha world, and perhaps tbe most terrible. 

Por in it was all the despair of genioB, and all tbe derision 
ofhell. 

The woman dwelt alone with tbe etars and tbe palms and 
the fidling waters, and waa tranfiuil and prond and at peaoe ■ 
and wben nígtit fell, Baw all the darkoned eartb ontspreod 
before bef as a bctoII, aod read tbe hidden Eotüs of ratlliona, and 
knew all that tho day tad seeu done ; and the Uon lay at her 
foet, and tbe wild antílope oame to bei will, and tbe eagla told 
her the seotet ways of tbo pianola, and the nigbtingale sang to 
her of lovers smíling in their alaep, and Bhe was eqnal to the 
godB in knowledge and in visión, and waa content. 

Tben one day a tired wanderer came and aaked her for a 
dranght of water to elake hia tbirat and lave bis woonds. And 
she gave it, and giving it, tonohed bis band ; and one by one 
the magic eifbB fell from her, and tbe Chaldeana carne no more. 

In oU the Tastneas of the nniverGe abe only bearkened foi ona 
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Toice; and her ^es were blind to earth and heaven, for they 
only songht one fe^ce ; and she had power no more over the 
minds of men, or the creatores of land and aír, for she had cast 
her crown down in the dost^ and had become a slave; and 
her slavery was sweeter than had ever been her strength* 

Sweeter for^for a space. 

Then the wanderer^ his wonnds bemg healed and his thirst 
filaked, wearíed, and aróse and passed away ; and she was lefl 
alone in the silence of the deseri Bnt never more carne the 
Ohaldeans. 

When the last words died on the silence, the süenee remained 
nnbroken. One conld hear the lapping of the river against tha 
piles of the bridge, and the sonnd of the little flames eating the 
wood away npon the hearth. 

Hilarión at length rose abmptly. 

" Good night, and the Chaldeans be with yon ! " he said ; and 
touched the soft loóse locks on her forehead with a fEuniliarity of 
gestnre that not I or Maryx had e^er offered to her. 

Giojá did not moye; her face was rapt, palé, tronbled, in- 
finitely tender ; she looked np at him and said nothing. 

" This is how yon keep yonr promise ! " I said feintly, on the 
stairs ; and then pansed — ^for he had made no promise. 

Hilarión smiled. 

" I would not make any. I never make any. We are all too 
mnch the playthings of accident to be able to say ' I wiU/ or 
*I will not.' And what have I done? Is there harm in the 
Zanberfióte?'' 

" Yon are more cmel than the Chaldeans/' I said. " They at 
least did not cali the destroyers." 

Hilarión went out into the night aír. 

**1 hardly know why I read her the poem/' he said, almost 
regretfolly ; "it was a piiy, perhaps; of love, believe me, I have 
had more than enongh; aod besides," he added, with a langh 
that I did not like, " besides, there is Maryx ! " 

Then he went away down the darkness of the Via Pettinari, 
the feet of his horses, wearied with waiting, nnging sharply on 
the stones. 

He went to his dnchess whom he more than half hated ; yet 
with whom he would not break his nnholy relation, becanse she 
had that ñame in her eyes, and that flint in her heart, at whidh 
men whose passions are wom ont are glad to strive to rekindle 
them. 
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OHAPTER XV. 

WiTH the moming, Giojá went np as nsnal to the stndio. 
Maryx was leaning over the balustrade of his terrace^ as his 
habit often was in that lovely time of the clear early moming^ 
when there are still mists hovering abont the curying ways of 
Tiber; yet every spire, and tower, and riiined glory stands out 
distinct in all their yaried architectnre against the radiant sky. 

Maryx adyanced to her, and met her. 

" My dear, why did you change your mind last night ? Was 
it not sudden ? " 

" Yes, it was sndden/' she answered him. " When I saw the 
thlngs, then I remembered I conld not bny them ; I would not 
wear them. It was good of you ; so good ; were yon yexed ? " 

Maryx's changefal eyes darkened, and grew dimmer. He 
gaye an angry gestnre. 

"Such a líttle thing! Had you not faith enongh in me for 
that? Am I so little yonr friend after all this time? I, who 
am yonr master ? " 

Gioja was sileni Then she took his hand and tonched it 
with her lips. 

" You are more than my friend, and if to serye you I had to 
hurt myself— that I would do. But this was different; it 
would haye done you no good, and it would haye made me 
ashamed." 

He coloured slightly, and his eyes grew son; he drew away 
his hand with a sort of impatient confusión. 

"Gtoá forbid that you should be ashamed— for me I But to 
refase such a mere trifle ; it looks like distrust of me." 

*' How could I distrust you ? " 

She looked in his face whilst she spoke, with the sweet, open 
seriousness of a young child. 

" How could I distrust you — distrust you ! " she repeated, as 
he remained silent. " I do not know what you can mean. But 
I did not wish for those rich things, and I did not wish to go 
atalL" 
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Maryx smiled, re-assnred. 

" If yon did not wish to go, my dear, that is another matter. 
I think yon are very wise. The artist loses more by the world 
tiían ever he gains from it. It was only that since it opened to 
yon, I thonght it right yon shonld have the cholee. Bnt I was 
disappointed a little, I admit ; I had looked forward to seeing 
yon move in those great rooms as no girl can move except one 
like yon, whom the sea has made strong, and the trammels oí 
fashion never have fettered; only to see yon walk wonld be 
despaír to them I— bnt I am content now that yon chose as yon 
did ; qnite content ; only yon mnst promise me to keep my poor 
Etmscan goldL I shonld have told yon so last night, bnt when 
I called for yon, thinking to find yon ready, yon were in bed, 
yonr window was all dark." 

« Bnt did not Ersüia tell yon ? " 

''Tell me what? Yes. She pnt her head ont of her own 
casement, and called that yon wonld not tonch the clothes ñor 
go ; and then she slammed the window to again, and I got no 
more from her. What did yon bid her say ? " 

" Nothing— -I forgot." 

''Forgot to leave a pretty message for me to soffcen the 
rejection? " said Maryx, with a smile. '' Well, never mind, my 
dear. Soft words passing by that good soid's month wonld 
barden in the passage. Did yon sleep well, yonng philosopher ? 
—pagan thongh yon are, I begin to think yon have something 
of the early Ghristians in yon after all; of S. ürsnla, or S. 
Dorothea." 

Giojá flnshed scarlet ; then grew palé. 

"I did not sleep ; I was not at home ; I went with him, and 
he came back with me." 

Maryx, leaning carelessly over the terrace parapet, casting 
the fallen flowers of the jessamines into the gnlf of cactns and 
aloes below, raised himself erect with sndden qnickness, and 
gazed at her. 

'* With whom ? with what ? Went where ?— of what are yon 
talking?" 

"Himl* 

"Who!* 

*' I went with him," she answered, very low, vaguely con- 
scions that he grew angered, and that she had done ill. " It was 
to the mnsic of Mozart. Why did yon never take me ? I seemed 
to tmderstand everything in all the world: all that was dark 
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grew dear; I nnderstood why the woman did not feel tbe 
flames, ñor have any fear of death ; then he carne back with me» 
and he had made the room like a garden, and Hermes waa 
oovered with roses, and it was yery late, and he read to me his 
own poems, and the one on Sospitra, whom the Chaldean seers 
raised aboye every sorrow except death and love " 

She stopped abraptly at that word ; no doabt she oonld not 
have told why. 

Maryz was silent. He looked like a man who had reott^ed 
a blow, and a blow that his manliness forbade him to retum. 

His lips parted to speak, bnt whatever he was about to bkj, 
he controlled its ntterance. 

" Go in to yonr work, my dear/' he said, after a panse. ^'It 
grows late." 

That was alL Giojá looked at him with a hesitating regret 

" Are yon displeased ? " she asked him, as she lingered. Bnt 
he had left her, and had come down amongst the aloes, and thna 
met me, as I ascended the steep slopes of his gardens. 

*' She was with Hilarión ? " he said, abmptly. 

" Yes, but there was no harm in that," I answered him, and 
told him how the night had been spent 

He heard, looking far away from me towards the great pfle 
of the Farnese glowing like bronze and gold in the moming 
light. 

There was a great pain npon his face, bnt he said nothing ; 
he was too generóos to blame a creatnre owing so mnch to him 
as she did ; and Maryx, so eloquent on matters of his art, and so 
felicitons in discnssion and disqnisition, was of few words when 
he felt deeply. 

" So long as she had some change and pleasantness, it is not 
mnch matter who gave it," he said, at length, when I had ended. 
" No donbt he knows how to amnse women better than I da 
For the rest, we are not her keepers — yon and I." 

Then he moved to go on away down his gardens, towards 
Borne. 

*' Yon are not going back to the studio ? " I ventnred to say, 
for it was his practico always to spend there the houm of the 
forenoon, at the least. 

" No ; I have bnsiness yonder," he made answer ; and I lost 
him to sight in the windings of the cypress alley that shelyed 
sharply downward. 

I nnderstood that he did not wish me to go with him then: 
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he had been woimded^ and like all otber noble animáis, songht 
to be alone. 

I went up into bis hoiuse, wbere I was always ñree to wander 
as I liked ; it was beantifally still ; the wann snn sbone into the 
open conrts; on the marble floors bis great bounds lay at rest; 
tbe creepers were red with the touch of \miter; throngh the 
wbite colnmns and porphyry arches there was a golden gbiy of 
chiysanthemums ; it seemed tbe abode of perfect peaoe. 

I went into the workrooms wbere the blocks of marble were 
standing, and the scale stones, and the iron skeletons to bold the 
clay ; and the workers were labouring nnder tbe goidance of tbe 
oíd foreman, Ginlio. 

Giojá was already at her own work before tbe plañe onwbicb 
she of late had been modelling in alto relieve. 

He had let her choose her own subject, and she bad cbosen 
tbe death of Fenthesileia : the fair danghter of Ares lay ai 
the feet of Achules, her belmet off, her long tresses sweeping 
tbis cmel earth that drank her blood ; Thersites stood by, on bis 
face tbe laugbter that would cost him life ; tbe Hero bent aboye 
her; in the rear were the press and tumúlt of armed men, the 
shock of sbivered spears, the disarray of startled borses; and 
farther yet, the distant walls of Troy. 

The clay seemed sentient and alive ; tbe whole oompositioii ^ 
was foll of inyention and of beauty; and the prominent re- 
cumbent figure of Fenthesileia, in the drooping flexible abandon* 
ment of death, would scarcely baye been unwortby of that Greek 
of tbe North, your Flaxman. 

How great is the sorcery of Art ; bow mean and bow feeble 
beside it are the astrologers and magicians of mere necromancy ! 

A little washed earth spread out upon a board and touched 
by tbe band of genius ; and lo! the wars of Homer are fought 
before your eyes, and life and death, and woman's loveliness, 
and the yalour of man, and the yery sound of battle, and tbe very 
sigbt of tears, are all in that grey clay I 

I looked oyer her shoulder at her work. I bad seen it in its 
yarious stages many times ; it was now almost complete. 

*' My dear," I said to her, saying what I thought, " you baye 
that Aaron's wand, which £rom the bare rods can cali fortb 
almond flowers. Be content Whoeyer has that, has so much, 
that if life treat him unkindly in other ways, be can well afford 
to bear if 

Giojá sigbed a little restlessly ; leaning ber ÜEMse upon bar 
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hsoíñB, and looking down npon the plañe <m which her 
Penthesilcia lay. 

" Jb it good ? " 8he said, donbtfally. " Yesterday I thonght 
8o; I was so glad in it ; bnt now— — " 

"WeU?— now?" 

" I do not care for it Who can say in a worid of marble 
what he can say in two lines of bis Sospitra ? " 

Her eyes were fall of tears ; she had no pleasnre in her noble 
iíomeríc labonr ; she conld not have told why. 

" Sospitra be aocnrsed, and he who wrote it ! " I mnttered in 
my throat. 

*' Yon place the poet highest of all artists," I said alond^ wifh 
snoh patience as I could assnme. " Well, yery likely yon are 
right He interprets the passions, the aspirations, the pains, and 
the gladness of liying—what we cali the sonl — more directly, 
and of conrse with mnch more research and intimacy, than any 
other artist can do. The scnlptor and the paínter can bnt deal 
with the ontward expression of emotion, and with Natnre in her 
visible and tangible forms. The singer, the reciter, in cTery 
nation, from Helias to Scandinayia, was the earliest inspired • 
his were the first notes heard in the dosk of the world's slow 
dawn. It is natnral that supremacy remains with him. But 
this is finished. What do yon do to-day ? " 

She lifted her hair off her forehead— thick^ clnstering soft 
hair, that was a weight to her small head. 

" I do not know ; I am tirad ; is Maryx angry with me, that 
he does not come ? ' 

" He is gone into Borne. No. He is not angry ; perhaps he 
is pained." 

" I am sorry.** 

'* Yon see he meant to give yon pleasnre, and he failed, and 
another sncceeded. A small thing perhaps; still a man may be 
wonnded." 

*' I wonder if he wonld think this good ? '* she mnrmnred, her 
eyes still on her Penthesileia. '* Do yon think he wonld see 
any strength or beanty in it at all ? " 

" Maryx ! Bnt surely yon mnst know ! He never says what 
he does not think, ñor ever stoops to give yon mere flattery." 

''I did not mean Maryx/' she said, and then she tnmed 
away, and went to a desk in an inner room, and began to 
transíate the legendary portions of Pansanias relating to 
Endoens ; a kind of employment which her master had given her 
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to change at intervals the postnre and the position of work at the 
clay^ which he thonght were not good too long together, for one 
of her sex, and one so yonng. 

I let her alone ; it was of no tuse to speak; I went and taiked 
a little to the oíd woman who sat in her wooden shoes in the 
beantiful chambers, and who looked ont oyer Bome^ and wished 
she were hoeing in a cabbage plot. 

"Ib the girl here to-day?" asked the mother of Maiyz. 
" Ah ! She has not been to see me this moming." 
Does she always come ? " 

Always. We manage to nnderstand each other. Not yery 
mnch; bnt enongh. It is good to look at her; it is like seeing 
the yines in flower." 

"ShaU I cali her here!" 

^' No. Let her be. Perhaps Germain wants her.** 

•* You haye grown to like her ? " 

" Yes ; one likes what is yonng. And then she is yery fair 
to look at ; a fair face is so much ; it was hard in the good Grod 
to make so many faces ngly ; to be bom ngly—that is, to enter 
the world with a hobble at your foot — at least, when yon are a 
woman. Will my son marry her, think yon ? ** 

" I cannot tell. Who has thonght of it ? " 

"No ona Only myself. But a man and a girl— that is how 
it always ends ; and he is not qnite yonng, bnt he is so noble to 
look at, and so good and so great. I think that is how it will 
end. And why not? It wonld be better for him — something 
liying— Ihan those marble women that he worships. Yon see 
he is yery great and íamons, and all that, bnt there is no one 
to watch for his coming and look the brighter becanse he comes. 
And a man wants that. I am his mother indeed. Bnt that is 
not mnch, becanse I am yery stnpid, and cannot nnderstand 
what he talks of, ñor the things he does, and all the nse that 
I conld be— to sew, to dam, to sweep, to make the sonp— that 
he does not want, becanse he is so great, and can Uye as the 
princes do. All tíie world admires him and hononrs him— oh 
yes— bnt then, at home, he is all alone. Bnt do not say a word 
— ^not a word. Loye is not like a bean plant ; yon cannot put 
it in where yon wish and train it where yon lika If it grows, it 
grows, and it is God or the deyil who sets it there : may the 
saints forgiye me ! " 

Then she folded her hands, and began telling her beads 
a little, qniet, brown fígnre, like a winter leaf, amidst the 
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splendonra of the room, with hor wooden áhoes snnk Bi Um 
thick costern cnrpets, and the leaden efOigy of the M>doPiMi 
that Blie liad liought for a coppor at a fair in her girlhood, itíll 
hang round hor throat as more precioiiB than pearls. 

8he was a good sool; sho would have takon to her heuri aoj 
creature that hor son had loved, or that had loTed him; ahe mm 
oíd, and ignorant, and stupid, as she said, bnt she was npright 
and jnst, and what was puré, that she thooght worthy. The 
groatnoss of hor son she could not comprehend, and of his woiks 
and of his genius she was afraid — not understanding them; bat 
she would havo understood if she had seen him happy nilh the 
simple oommon joys of iunocont affection. 

" £ut I am foarful ; yes, I am fearful/' she murmiiTed^ wüh 
hor hands clasped togother. " Bocause, yoa see, he has been 
good to hor, yery good ; and my life has been long, and never 
yet did I see a grcat beneñt done but what, in time, it oame 
back as a curse. The good Grod has ordered it so that we may 
not do what is right just for sako of reward." 

Tlien she told hor beads, unwitting of the terrible irony aha 
haduttered. 

I loft her sorrowfully, and went down the hill past the biright 
Paulino water, down the oíd Aurolian Way, to my stall hy Ponte 
Sisto for the labours of the day. 

A sorrowful constraint fell upon us all after that moming; 
and marrod the happy, unstrained intercourse with which our 
time had gone by so pleasantly. Maryx said nothing, and 
nothing was alterod in Gioja's modo of life, but still there was 
a chango; there was that " littlo rift in the wood/' which, with 
the coming of a storm, strikes down the tree. 

For me I sat and siitched in the driving of the winds which 
bogan to grow yery chill, and the ncighbours round said that I 
had become churlish. 

One is so ofton thought to be sullen when one is only sad. 
Anziety is a sorry bedfellow, and when one risos in the moming 
he has chilled us for the day. 

Palés snappod at hor cats, and worried them, and gamboUed 
before her lovere, and growlod at thom, and said, as plainly as 
her sharp black nose and fox's eyos could speak to me, " Why 
not come away to the Falcone and eat a bit of porcupine, and 
eiyoy yourself as you used to do, and never trouble your head?" 

But I would not adopt hor philosophy, oven though Fortune 
did so favour me at that timo^ that in a roll of oíd vellum I 
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bonght to cnt np for shoe linings, I actnally fonnd a fragment 
of a mannscript of a Tractatus in Mattheum of S. HieronimtiSy 
written by an Italian Bcribe, and wiih Bome of the floreated 
borders still yifiible. 

"Your lot shonld have been casi in those times^ Gríspin/' 
said Hilarión^ who saw it, and wonld have given me a roll of 
bank notes for it^ if I would have taken them. " What a monk 
yon would have made! I think I see yon — spelling out the 
Greek mannscripts^ooUecting miniatures for the library Gtospels, 
keeping an eye on the wines in the bnttery, tending the arti- 
choke and the sweet berbs, talking to Erasmus in Latín when 
he passed your way, and getting all the artists that had work in 
the chapel to do something or another for your cell, whích wonld 
have been snre to have had a painted window and a vine climb- 
ing abont the window. Yon were meant for a sixteenth-century 
monk. There is no greater hardship than to be bom in an age 
that is too late for ns." 

Bnt I could not jest with him, for he had come down from 
the honfie on the bridge in that honr of dosk when Giojá's 
Btudíes were over. It was worse than nseless to object in any 
way ; he wonld only have langhed : and after all, as Maryz had 
said, we were not her keepers, and how could we insult him by 
saying that he should not approach her ? 

" Have you seen her Penthesileia ? '' I a&ked him. 

"Atthestudio? Yes." 

" And what do you think of it ? " 

" It is wonderful ; like everything that Maryx does ; entirely 
noble, and puré, and classic." 

"Maryx! He had no hand in it; he neyer touched itl 
Unaided she composed and executed eyery Une of itl What 
are you thinking of ? " 

" My dear Lupercus, that is no woman's work— and a girl's 
too--a mere child's ? How can you believe it ? " 

''I believe it, as I believe in the sun that hangs in the 
heavensl" I said savagely, and feeling ready to strike him. 
" Whatl a man all truth and candour, and a girl who is truth 
itself, conspire to thrust a lie upon us like that ? — ^the very idea 
is an infamy. I tell you it is as utterly her own as the stitches 
in this shoe that I have stitched are mine ! " 

" You excite yourself ; and I meant no infamy at all. Only, 
of course, it is Maryx's brain that has guided her hand every- 
where; what shame is there in that? It is an impossibla 
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work for a girl of her years to have conceived and exeonted 
alone." 

" Have yon told her so? " 

" Of conrse not. I never tell tmth to any woman, and áhe 
has genins of her own, no donbt ; more is the pity.*' 

" The pity ? And you are a poet ? " 

''Am I? The world has said so, bnt I I:aye been ver} 
donbtful all my days." 

And indeed he was so with reason, for thongh he had a 
magical power of magniñcent versifícation, and e classical grace 
of stmctnre that amazed and awed bis age, he was in no sense 
a poet, for he had no faith, and he derided leve. 

" Tell her what yon have told me of the Pcnthesileia, and sha 
will hate you," I said to him. 

" Wül she? " said he, with a Kttle smile. " Tell her, then, if 
yon like." 

I went a little later and fonnd her ; there were some logs on 
the hearth, and she sat dreaming before them, drawing lines in 
the embers with a charred stick. Her face was floshed, her eyes 
were abstracted and hmnid. 

I had never before fonnd her losing time, doing nothing ; she 
to whom the past was so foll of ínexhaustible riches, and the 
futnre so open for all accomplishments, that study was to her 
as their playtime to children, and their love tryst to other 
maidens. 

" He says that yon díd not do yonr Penthesileia," I said to 
her abrnptly. " Hilarión says so. He ís certain that it is the 
work of Maryx." 

She coloured, and shrank a little as if in pain. 

"He is wrong," she said, simply. "But it is natural he 
should think so, and what merit there is in it must of course 
be most due to my master — ^that is quite true." 

I felt myblood boíl in my veins, for I knewthat she shrouded 
her own pain in that patience, because she would not acknow- 
ledge that this stranger who misjudged her, was cruel. 

" I see yon will be only a woman, my dear," I said, bitterly. 
" I thonght you were something above your sex — aloof from it — 
bom for art and nothing else, a very ofifspring of the gods yon 
love. But I see you will be only a woman after aU." 

" Why do you say that?" 

"Because you suflfer wrong, miegudgment, and even insult, 
in patience, when you like the giyer of them." 
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She looked thonghtfally into the red embers ^n the hearfh ; 
her face was tronbled. 

** If he knew me better he wonld not donbt me at all. It is 
not hi8 fauli I think he has lived with false people. Bat he 
onght not to doabt Maryx; he has known hün so long^ and 
Maryz could not lie. But I daré say he only says it to try me.'' 

" And yon forgive that ? " 

She was silent a momeni 

" There is nothing to forgive,** she said, after a little. *' It 
mnst be snch pain to him to donbt so miich— if he do really 
donbt I snppose that is what yon meant by the snakes of 
Heine." 

" Yon have a noble sonl, my dear.'* 

She opened her grave soft eyes on me in snrprise. She wonld 
have nnderstood praise of her Fenthesileia^ but she did not 
nnderstand it of herself. 

I left her in the dull glow of the wood ashes, with the tawny- 
colonred sonset of the winter's eve shining behind the iron bars 
of the casement, and tinging the Fentelic marble of the Kermes 
to palé gold. When I had got half-way down the stairs, she 
came after me. 

*' Do yon think he does really disbelieve ? " 

*' He disbelieves everything ; it is a habit ; many men are 
like that who have been spoiled by Fortuna What does it 
matter?" 

''But if I did some greater thing? Something the world 
called great ; he wonld believe then ? '* 

''My chüd, go on with yonr noble fancies withont caring 
whether he have faith or good feúth, or neither ; Hilarión will 
always say some gracions thing to yon ; some captions thing of 
yon to another ; in his world, sincerity is msticity ; what does 
it matter? The artist shonld never heed any one individual 
opinión; to do so is to be narrowed at once ; if you must have 
any one in especial, have that of Maryx alone : a great master 
«nd a just judge." 

She did not seem to hear, her eyes glistened in the yellow 
light of the Madonna's lamp. 

"I will do something greater, very great; then he must 
believe," she said, low to herself; and I could see her heart 
was heaving fast. 

" As great as you like ; but for yourself, not for Hilarión, or 
for any man," I said to her. '' If yonr likeness in Borghese had 
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kept the due &nd the sword in her own hands, sbe nerer bad 
been stranded on the rocks of Día. Remember thai" 

But Bhe did not heed me ; her eyes had got in ibem a finr- 
away gaze, and her yonng face grew resolute and heroxo. 

'' If I had the cine and the sword/' sbe said softly, ** I woald 
goide bim throngb the mase of donbt, and I wonld kill iba 
snakes abont bis feet." 

I bade her good night; sbe had no more than erer any 
tbongbts of hnman love ; he was to her Apollo Soranns ; tbat 
waa alL Wbat else but barm conld I have done by shaking bar 
awake^ and bidding her beware ? Tbis might be only a dream 
the more — and so fade. 

"If only be wonld go away I'' I said to Palés and the Eaun 
m ibe fountain. 

But it was the oool crísp beginning of winter, witb all the 
abades of porple on the hills^ wbere the grasses and flowers bad 
died, and the yirgin snow npon Soracte, and the cyclamen in 
the boUows wbere the bnried cities lay; and in winter and 
spring Hilarión loved Borne, even if be bad ceased to loye bis 
dnchess, witb the broad imperial eyes; ceased sncb loye aa 
alone be knew, worshipping the fálse gods of Apatd and 
Fbüotés. 

" Does sbe bate me? " said he tbat day, witb a smfle in Mi 
cahn bine eyes; eyes tbat bad so mnch bght in them, and so 
little warmtb. 

"No. Sbe is only sorry for yon," I said, bluntly. "Sorry 
tbat yon have the pain of donbt, and the meanness of it ; nay» 
she did not say tbat last word — tbat is mine. Do yon nnder- 
stand a great sonl, great writer tbat yon are, and Tíyisector of 
men and of women ? There is not very offcen one in tbis world» 
bnt there is one np yonder wbere tbat lamp bnms nnder my 
Hermes." 

Hilarión was silent. 

One might almost have said he was asbamed. 

He bade me good night gently, and did not go np towarda 
the bridge ; be wonld take rongb words witb sweet temper, and 
own a tmth tbat went against himself ; these were amongst tbosa 
gracions^ tbings witb which Natnre had made bim, and which 
the world and its adnlation, and bis own contemptnons temper, 
bad not nprooted. 

''If only he wonld bnt go awayí" I said to Palés and the 
Faun in the fonntain. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

*' Mt son,'' said his mother to Maryz, one day, in ihe twilight^ 
is not the girl changed ? She comes so little to me ; and why 
do yon neyer read to her in the evening time, as last winter yon 
did ? I did not nnderstand the words, bnt ít had a fine sonnd ; 
I liked to listen to i V 

*' She is a year older/' said Maryx^ ''and do the same things 
ererpleaselong?" 

** Fools^no. Bnt she is not foolish ; she cannot be fíckle^ I 
think. Do yon ask her tocóme?" 

*' She does as she likes best She knows that she is always 
weloome.'* 

*' And what does she do instead ? " 

'' She sits at home, in her room, and stndies.'' 

The oíd woman spxin on at her wheel ; she was remembering 
the days of her yonth. 

''Is tfao» no one there?" she said, sharply. "Is there a 
yonth— a stndent ? any one yonng as she is ? ** 

'* Not that I know of :— No." 

" There mnst be some one, or else Germain, yon are a 

great man, and wise, and go yonr own ways ; bnt maybe yon 
tnm yonr baok on happiness. I have heard that wise people 
oflien do that. They look np so at the snn and the stars, that 
they set their foot on the lark that wonld have snng to them 
and woke th^n brightly in the moming— and kill ii Are yon 
liketiiat,my son?" 

He changed colonr. 

"What do yon mean?* 

" I mean this," said his mother, ceasing to spin, and looking 
np at him in the firelighi " Why do yon let the girl escape 
yon? Why do yon not marry her?" 

His prond brows bent together, and grew warm. 

*' Why say snch things to me ? Do yon think——* 

"Yes. I think that yon have some loye for her; perhapi 
yoa do not know it ;— very well." 
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lásayí was silent, commnniíig with his own beart 

" lí 1 did," he said slowly and sadly, at length, neitheír deoy- 
ing ñor affinning^ "that would not be enough; she has no 
thonght of me ; no thonght at all, ezoept as her master/' 

" That yon cannot tell/' said his mother, simply. " The heazt 
of a girl — that is as a rose still shat np— if it be too nrnch frozea 
it never opens at alL Look yon, Gtórmain, yon have been so 
bnsied with yonr marble women, and those vile living things 
that bare themselves before yon, that yon have not thonght 
perhaps ; bnt I remember what girls were. I was a girl so long, 
long ago, down there in the oíd vülage, washing my linen in the 
brook, and seeing yonr father come throngh the colza and the 
rose-fíelds. Oh, yes! I can remember, and this I can tell yon — 
women are poor things ; they are like swallows nnmbed in the 
winter ; the hand that warms them, and lifts them np, pnts theni 
in the breast withont tronble. If yon wonld be loyed of a 
woman, giye her the warmth of loye ; she will be ronsed, and 
tremble a bit, and perhaps try to get away, bnt she will be like 
the nnmbed swallow— if yon cióse yonr haóid fast she is yoozs. 
Most women love love, and not the lover. Take my word 1 ** 

Maryx had grown very palé. He smiled a little. 

"For shame, motherl That is what the wanton Fanfíne 
Venns said in Crispinas dream in Borghese. And if it be not 
onrselYes, bnt only the passion that is loyed, where is the worth 
of snch lo ve ? " 

" Nay, if yon begin to qnestion, I get stnpid. I keep to the 
thing I say. I know what I mean. She is asleep. He who 
wakes her, him will she cling to ; there is an oíd song that says 
that in onr conntry. Why not be the one ? She has a great 
heart, thongh it is aU shnt np, and sileni" 

Maryx made no answer. 

" Why are bad men the men that women loye the most ? '* 
mnttered his mother to the distaff, her mind plnnging into a 
depth of recoUection, and stirring it dnlly. " Only becanse they 
are foremost, becanse they haye no modesiy, becanse they bnm 
women np in their fíres— as the children bnm np the locnsts in 
snmmer nights. Oh, I haye not forgotten what I nsed to see, 
and to hear. Why let another come np with the lighted tow, 
while yon stand by, and say nothing? '* 

" Becanse it wonld be base to say anything,'' he answered 
her, suddenly, lifting his bent head, and with a stemness in his 
yoice that lüs mother had neyer heard. " Do yon not seo ? she 
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is triendless, and withont money or a home. She has a great 
talent; nay, a great genius; she depends on me for all the 
means of makiiig her what ^e may be, what she will be, as a 
trae artist in the years to come ; were she to cease to come to 
me now, it would be impossible to measore what her loss might 
not be by broken studies and nnaided effort. Do yon not see ? 
She can take everything from me now with no thonght, and no 
sort of shame ; she can come to me in all her difficnlties as a 
child to a father ; she can do here what it is easy for ns to make 
her believe is stndent's labonr worthy of its wage; it is an 
innocent deception— she was so proad, one was obliged to lead 
her thns a little astray. Do yon not see ?— if I approach her as 
a loyer, all that is over. She does not care for me — ^not in that 
way : and how can I seek to know whether she ever wonld, since 
if I speak words of love to her, and they revolt her, she is scared 
away from here, and loses all guidance and all aid. Do yon not 
see? I am not íree. Speaking to her as yon wonld have me, I 
shonld bnt seem a creditor demanding payment. I cannot be 
so mean as that Granted that she is as the frost-nnmbed 
swaUow that yon think of, it is not for me, since I have sheltered 
her, to say, ' be all my own, or else I cast yon forth ; ' and it 
wonld be to say that, since what woman, howeyer yonng or nn- 
snspectíng, coidd remain nnder the roof of a lover she repnlsed ? 
Loye is not bom from benefíts, and mnst not be claimed by them." 

His mother looked np at him, as he spoke, impetnonsly and 
almost fíercely, in the common tongne of their nativo province. 

" Ton are a good man, Gkrmain," she said, hnmbly, with the 
tears in her oíd dim eyes. " A better man than yonr mother is 
a woman. For if she be deaf to yon, if she be as a stone to yonr 
greatness and yonr generosity, I wonld say let her be cast forth, 
and come to misery as she may, for she will merit it. Yes, that 
is what I wonld say, and there is no evil that I wonld not do 
to her ; the saints aboye forgiye me ! " 

" Hnsh 1 ** said Maryx, with a sad smile, that broke throngh 
the stemness and pain npon his feuse. " That is becanse yon 
think too well of me, and set too great a store on me. It wonld 
be yery base in ns to claim her merely becanse we befriend her. 
The yery sayages leaye free their gnests, once haying sheltered 
them. Besides, she is not as other maidens are ; she has a great 
genins in her ; that at least mnst be sacred, to me aboye all other 
men. Gonld I do wrong to her, I wonld not do wrong to that. 
"What shonld I be ? A high-priest dishononnng his own altar I " 
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His mother was silent. Her lower &nd dallar mtnd conld Dot 
attaÍD tlie Dobilit; of his, but Bhe hononred it, and díd Dot oppom 
it, Only she tnottered rather to herself than him : 

" YooT talk of whíLt yon cali genios, that I do not mtdeistand ; 
itnd if it bring hardnosa of hoait, then it is sn accnrEed Ihing 
and abominable; and aa for making stone ímages— that isnot 
woman's work. She is seventeen yeara oíd, and faír as a flower , 
Íj)Et«ad of ahaping stone, and hanging over it, and eettíng all her 
bou] on it, Bhe shonid be seeing bel owQ ejee in a Uving child's 
bce, and feeüng ita little wet moatb at bor breast. What woald 
she cara for ber marble ihings then ? " 

Maryi etood bj tbe fireplace ; his face was in ahadow ; all 
that bis mother had said to him had stiirod bis heart painfully, 
and ehowed him in naked trnth what he had striven to pot 
awa; from him, and had refueed to dweU apon, evon ia hú 
innermoBt tbougbtB. 

" Oood nigbt," he snid at Isat, aroosing &om biB eilonoe. " I 
muat go to tbe Vatícan. I have promised Antonelii. Nerer 
lak of tbÍB anj more. It íb nselcsB, and it pains me." 
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HÍB faoe ohaoged, and bis olive oheek grev paler and thoi 
warm again. 

■ I tbiak BU — ^yes. Bnt wbo knowa ? Perhapa somo timo — 
but yet, — no gift tbat was not a frea gift to me wonld I erer 
take. I oould better go unlovod all mj Ufe tlian be offered 
a pasdonlofis palé mistreas, yieiJod fiom gratitnde and given 
np wttbont joy as the payment of debt That veré a hell 
indeed 1 " 

Then be bent bis head to her farewell, and went ont to go to 
tbe greal Cardinal. Kia way lay tbrougb tbe room wbere Gioja 
was uaed to work. 

There was a single !nmp bnrning. He paused and looked at 
the Penthesüeia. Tho íeara carne iuto bis ejes for the firet time 
Binee the day tbat, Btomng and fríendless and metched, he bad 
won tbe Prize of Rome in bis yonth. 

Tbe high deak was near, with tbe Greefc and Latín volnmes, 
■nd the loóse sheets of her translations from tbem, and the 
eooBeíjuilla that she had writfcn with, and the glass that abe liad 
filled with haliotrope and myitle to be near her as ehe wrote. 

He toQcbed them all witb his haud carcssingly. 

" ib, my dear 1 how safe yon would be with me 1 " he mor- 
mnred bolf alond. 
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Then he went out ; bnt as he went^ the whiteness of a xnarble 
figure barred his way. 

A sickly sense of impatience passed over him as he tnmed 
to avoid it in his passage to the door and glanced upward at the 
lamp-fllnmined face, whioh was that of the Apollo Githaroedus — 
the face of HflarioiL 



CHAPTEB XVn. 

LiTTLE álmond-eyed Greek Amphion carne often, with his Ante 
in the pocket of his yest, to the honse npon the bridge ; and he 
played to her, but she ceased to recite to Imn. 

"He does not feel it; what is the use?'' she said. Bnt of 
his melodies she was never tiied, and he was never tired of 
playing them. 

She would sit by the embers of the hearthfire and listen with 
half-closed eyes. The boy was no more to her than a chorister 
or a nightingale; less, for the nigh tíngale she would have ever 
imagined to be the sorrowfol mother of Itys, and so woald haré 
oherished it. 

She grew dreamier than of oíd, she studied less, she passed 
for fewer hours in the studio. 

One day Maryz found her with her head resting on her arms 
befiide a plañe on which the wet clay was spread out, awaiting 
her compositions. When she lifted her head, her eyes were 
heavy with tears. 

"What use is it to oréate anything?" she said, before he 
oould speak. " He would always think that I did not do ii" 

Maryz tumed away írom her without a word. 

Then a little later she took up work with eager energy and 
fererish ambition, for she had become ohangeable and uncertain; 
she, the equable, meditatiye, deep-sonled young muse who had 
been so indifferent and so serene, thinking that nothing mattered 
muoh, since there were Art and Borne. 

As for Hilarión, who had dropped this poison of unrest ínto 
her heart. I seldom saw him. I neyer found him in her room. 
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Ersilia told me that he went sometiines at noonday or at twilight, 
and no donbt it was so ; but for some weeks I neyer saw him 
there. I had to be bosy in the days ; for light was short, and 
as the last week of the Gamival drew near, all the lads and 
lasses of my qnarter carne to me to be shod afresh for the taran- 
tella and the masque ; and Palés had to eat, and I, and there 
was no longer that little store of money in the cnpboard in the 
Wall; and when I saw a bit of black-letter manuscript^ or a 
msiy gem, or a fragment of oíd marble torned np from mider 
the share, I had to look the other way, and could not eyen think 
of them. 

One day when I was there Maryx fonnd her again sitting 
beside her nntonched works, with one hand bnried in the 
dnsters of her hair, and her face hnng^ in a very ecstasy of 
adoration, orer the open pages of a volame. It was the yolnme 
whioh oontained the poem of Sospitra. 

Maryx went and looked oyer her shonlder, and read álso, she 
not hearing or perceiying him. I had come to accompany her 
homeward oyer the bridge; for it was near six of the eyening^ 
and the yespers were being said and sung in all the millicm 
chorohes of oor Bome. 

His face grew dark as he read. He tonched her^ and she 
looked up. Her eyes had a soft moistnre in them, langnid and 
loyely, and her oheeks were flushed. 

''Yon haye forsaken Homerl" he said, abruptly. ''He is 
the finer teacher. Go back to him." 

She was silent. She seemed still in a dream. 

Maryx shnt the yolmne of the Sospitra with a gestare as 
thongh he had tonched some noxions frnii 

''Those yerses that yon wander in/' he said, ronghly, ''are 
like oor Boman woods in midsmnmer — glades of flowering 
luxnrianoe whose soil is yile from patrefactíon, and whose son- 
set glories are feyer and delirinm and death. Come ont from 
them and walk as yon nsed to loye to walk in the oíd Homeric 
temples, where yon leam the excellence of strength and patience 
and the mysteries of f ods. Yon waste yonr time and yon misnse 
yonr gifto, hanging on that persuasive sorcery of words that has 
no single good or great thing that it can tell yon o^ but only 
stories of feyer and decay/' 

She seemed co awaken from her dream and listen to him 
with an effort. She took the yolume tenderly from where he 
had pushed it 



ABIADNÉ. 191 

" Yon are imjtist,'' she said ; " and I think yon do not nnder- 
Btand.'' 

Then I saw that she flnshed hotly again, and I thought 
to myself that, alas! alas! she had begnn to nnderstand only 
too well the lessons of that fatal book—- fatal and íatefal as 
Francesca's. 

The face of her master flnshed hotly too. 

"Perhaps I am nnjnst/' he said, abrnptly. "Bnt I thiíA 
noi I wonld say to him what I say to yon. He is no poet : — 
Hilarión. He is a singer of songs, and his heart is cold, and his 
passion is Tileness, and his life knows neither sorrow ñor shame. 
When he sings to them, men and women listen, and their ears 
are Inlled, bnt their sonls are withered, and they go away faint 
and foll of feyer. He is yonr Apollo Soranns ; he has the lyre, 
indeed, in his hands, bnt the snakes are abont his feet. Why 
will yon listen?" 

His eyes grew wistfnl and fnll of entreaty ; his volee lost its 
oontemptnons anger, and had in it a pathetic pleading. She did 
not speak, bnt she held the yolnme to her, and her face did not 
lose its resolnte coidness. 

This silence in her stnng him into sharper pain and more 
bitter eamestness. 

"Ton haye loyed Art. Is it Art only to see the canker in 
the rose, the worm in the fmit, the cáncer in the breast, and let 
all freslmess and all loyeliness go by nnconnted ? Wonld yon 
go to the pestilence ward to model yonr Hebe, to the nloered 
boggar to monld yonr Herakles? Tet that is what he does. 
Art, if it be anything, is the perpetnal npliftdng of what is bean- 
iifnl in the sight of the mnltitndes — ^the perpetnal adoration of 
that loyeliness, material and moral, which men in the haste and 
the greed of their liyes are eyerlastingly forgetting ; nnless it be 
that, it is empty and nseless as a chüd's reed-pipe when the 
reed is snapt and the chüd's breath spent. Genins is obligation. 
Will yon be fedthless to that great canon? The writings of 
Hilarión will poison yonr genins, for they will embitter it with 
donbt and cormpt it with eyil teaching. I will not say that as 
yonr master I forbid, bnt I do say that, as yonr friend, I beseech 
yon to resist his influence. Bid him come here, and I wül say 
the same to him." 

" Yon are nnjnst ; he is a great poet," she said simply again ; 
and her face did not chango, and she tnmed to move away, her 
hands still clasping the book. She was cold to the eager and 
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ftrdent snpplication of his gaze and his yoioe; fox indeed theie 
is nothiiig on earth so cold as is a woman who loves^ to all 
things ontside her lore; and this loye was in her then» thongh 
we knew it noi 

Something in that indifferent and tranqnil leflolntion feU od 
ihe heart of Maryz as ioe íalls on fíre. The blood bimied in his 
ÜEkce, and his eyes lit with an ongovemable rage. With a sndden 
and nncontrollable gestnre, he caoght the book from her banda, 
and with an oath he dashed the yolmne to the groxind. His íbob 
was dark with f oríons scom. 

"Do yon cali him a poet becanse he has the triok of a 
Bonorons cadenee and of words that fall with the measme of 
mnsic, 80 that yoaths and maidens recite them for the vain 
charm of their mere empty soond f It is a lie—it is a blasphemy. 
A poetl A poet snffers for the meanest thing that lires; ihe 
feeblest creatore dead in the dost is pain to him ; his joy and 
his Borrow alike oatweigh tenfold the joys and ihe sorrowB (A 
men; he looks on the world as Christ looked on Jerosalem, and 
weeps; he loyes, and all heayen and all hell are in his loye; he 
is fEuthfnl unto death, becanse fídelity alone can giye to loye the 
grandenr and the promise of eternity ; he is like the martyrs of 
the Ghnrch who lay apon the wheel with their limbs racked, yet 
held the roses of Paradise in their hands and heard the angeis 
in the air. That is a poet ; that is what Dante was, and Shelkjy 
and Milton and Petrarca. But this man? this singer of the 
senses, whose solé lament is that the appetites of the body are 
too soon exhansted ? this langnid and cnrious analyst who ronde 
the soul aside with merciless cmelty, and puts away the qoiyer- 
ing neryes with cold indifference> once he has seen their secreta? 
— ^this a poet? Then so was Ñero harping! Accursed be the 
book and all the polished yileness that his yerses eyer palmed 
off on men by their mere tricks of sound. This a poet 1 As soon 
are the swine that rout the garbage, the lions of the Apocalypee 
óy the throne ofOtoál" 

The passionate eloqnence natural to him shook him now, 
as an oak-tree is shaken by a storm. The scom and the hate 
that were in him ponred forth their fury on the pnnted thing, 
as on an emblem and ofkpring of the man by whom it had been 
begotten. He thonght that it was the false genins which he 
cursed ; in truth, it was the faithless passion that he foreboded. 

Giojá listened, and her young face grew stem as that of the 
Athene Promachos; ihe lines of her mouth cnryed with a aUenl 
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soyeriiy of pain and wrath. She took the book np from the 
floor of the room» and held it with clasped hands to her bosom. 

" Yon are nnjust/' she said simply ; and saíd no more. 

Maryz stood silent and breathless^ like a man exhausted from 
fiome bodily conflict. His breast heaved, and his face grew yery 
pala. 

" I was too violent; I insulted yon; forgive me," he muttered 
Yery low. " My dear — ^I forgot myself— will yon forgive me 
and put yonr hand in mine ? " 

She looked at him with a look that was almost cruel, so nn- 
forgiying and so nnresponsiye as it was. 

"Yon are my master, and have been my fríend, other 

wise " she said, slowly, and held out her hand slowly, as 

she pansed. 

Biit he motioned her from him with an irrepressible gestnre 
of passionate pain. 

"K only 80 — better never," he said, hoarsely. "Leare me 
nnpardoned then. I claim no debts by forcé." 

And he tnmed and went ont of the chamber, and I heard 
his swiffc, firm step echoing over the marble pavement of the 
atrimn, and passing into the gardens that lay without. 

"Oh, my dear, my dear! What have yon done? how conld 
yon wonnd him so? " I moaned to her, feeling the arrow of her 
hardness in my h^ari There was a great pain in her own eyes, 
as she tnrned them on me ; they had a dreamy look too, as of 
one seeing afar off some sweet visión. 

" I am sorry. but I conld do no less ; not to be faithfol," she 
said, softly and very low. Then she also went away, holding 
her book, «nd left me sorrowfiü and afraid. 



19A ABIADN&. 



CHAPTER XVm. 

Thi days of joyons, foolish mumming carne— the OanÜTál 
mmnming tbat as a boy I had lo ved so well^ and that, eyersince 
I had come and stítched nnder my Apollo and Grispin, I had 
nerer been loth to meddle and mix in, going mad with my lit 
taper, like the rest, and my whistle of the Befana, and all the 
salt and sport of a war of wits snch as oíd Borne has always 
heard in midwinter since the three nights of the Satnmalia. 

Dear Lord ! to think that twice a thonsand years ago and 
more, along these banks of Tiber, and down in the Yelabrom 
and np the Sacred Way^ men and women and children were 
leaping, and dancing, and shouting, and electing their ÍBstal Mng, 
and exchanging their New-Year gifts of wax candles and little 
olay figures : and that now-a-days we are doing just the same 
fhing in the same season, in the same places, only with all the 
real faunic joyfulness gone out of it with the oíd slain Satum^ 
and a great deal of empty and luxurious show come in instead ! 
It makes one sad, mankind looks snch a fool. 

Better be Heíne's fool on the seashore, who asks the winds 
their " wherefore " and their " whence." You remember Heine's 
poem — ^that one in the ** North Sea " series, that speaks of the 
man by the shore, and asks what is Man, and what shall beoome 
of him, and who Uves on high in the stars? and tells how the 
waves keep on murmoring and the winds rising, the cloads 
soudding before the breeze, and the planets shining so cold and 
80 far, and how on the shore a fool waits for an answer, and 
waits in yain. It is a terrible poem, and terrible because it is 
true. 

Eyery one of os stands on the brink of the endless sea that 
is Time and is Death; and all the blind, beantifol, mnte, 
mtjestio forces of creation moye aronnd us and yet tell os 
nothing. 

It is wonderfol that, with this awfol mystery always abont 
US, we can go on on our little Uves as cheerfuUy as we do; that 
on the edge of that mystical shore we yet can think so much 
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abont the orab in the lobster-pot, the eel in the sand^ the sail va 
the distance, the child's face at home. 

Well^ no[donbt it is Heayen's mercy that we can do so; it 
sayes from madness snch thinkiiig souls as are amongst ns. 

Now as for onr Gamival, foolish no donbt it is^ and strange, 
that^ for fíye and twenty hundred years^ sonls that all that time 
haye held themselyesimmortal should haye liked snch pranking 
and parading^ and fooling and fussing. But, all the same, Camiyal 
is pretty, and we Bomans are perhaps the only folk smce the 
Milanese who know really how to amuse onrselyes in its sports. 

Out of place, too, it may be ; yet Eome looks well in the 
winter's snn, with all the coloors of the masqners shining on its 
great staircases and its yast courts, nnder the great gloomy walls 
oyertopped with the orange and aloe, and in the arched passage- 
ways where the lantems swing ; when costmnes by the million 
flannt their tinsel and satín at the shop-doors and in the dens of 
the hncksters, and blow in the breeze with all colours, and in 
eyery nook and comer of the oíd steep streets and tiie wide 
piazzas there are groups dancing and sporting, and the thmm 
of a tambonrine to be heard. 

One is glad to get away from it all into the quiet of the 
deserted galleries, or of the ilex ayenues of the gardens and 
woods; bnt, all the same, Eome looks weU, and would haye 
pleased Ck)mmodus and Messalina when the riderless horses fly 
from the Colnmn of the Sun to the Yenetian Palace, and the 
war of the lighted tapers wages all down the mile of the Corso 
nnder the red-and-white balconies; and there are groups to 
gladden a x>aiiiter's soul, if not a sculptor's, where girls in their 
black masks caper atop of a flight of steps to the sound of a 
mandoline,and through the gigantic gates of some palacea band 
of many coloured roisterers rush into the darkness where the 
fountains are shining amongst the jagged leayes of the palms 
and the cactus. 

All foolish sights, no donbt, as were the reyels of Satum 
long ago, yet picturesque and pretty. 

In the high days of Camiyal Giojá had neyer gone out often, 
and neyer eyen to the studio, imless accompanied by Maryz or 
myself. Indeed, little of the riot came near the Ponte Sisto in 
any way ; but still there were always stray groups of maskers 
twanging their guitars and thumping their tambourines, and 
the good folk of the Via Giulia and thereabouts were at that 
time none of the quietest neighbours. 
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She never could endure to hear the sotinds or see the gro- 
tesque dresses; the Borne of the past to her was never the 
actual ancient Borne of the gross Satumian verses; of the 
coarse Ludí Liberales ; of the drunken Matrons of the Bona 
Dea ; of the debased populace scrambling and scufi^g for the 
fried meats and the savoury cakes of Domitian. 

The Borne of the past was always in her sight chaste, austero, 
noble, self-contained, as it was actually in the earliest days, when 
a tuf t of grass with earth on the roots was symbol of the highest 
power, and the volee of Scipio Nasica was raised against the 
erection of the theatre as an emasculating spectacle. 

This was how she always thought of Borne, and the Gamival 
crowds were almost worse to her than had been the físh-sellers 
and the barrow-drivers clamouring round the site of the PortícuB 
Octaviana on that fírst summer noon which had brought her to 
the city. Once I had tried to persuade her that the Corso was 
pretty to behold, with itp motley crowds and draped balconies, 
its flowers and soldíers, its masks and dominóes, íts cars and 
shariots, its resounding musió and its mirthful faces ; but she 
would not hear of it. 

" It was the Flaminian Way ! " fIib said to me in reproot 
" There is only one kind of procession befits it ; when the ghosts 
of the legions come down at nightfall, passing Sulla's tomb. Do 
you never see them ? Oh, I can see them, whenever yon ta^ 
me there by moonlight." 

And no doubt she could, as Martial's imagination saw " all 
Borne " waiting there for Trajan, whilst Trajan was lying dead. 

No doubt she could, for her young brain was full of these 
things, as other maidens' are of lovers' tales and fortune-tellers* 
follies. 

So she had said all the winter before, and she was never 
changeable, but in all things only too steadfast. 

It was her habit to go into the beautiful oíd gardens of 
the Yatican, or of the Albani Villa, or any other of the places 
where the interest of Maryx secured her free permission to enter, 
in the noisy boisterous days ; or to pass those hours, when all 
the world was masquerading, in the ilex avenues of the Villa 
Medici, whence you see St. Peter's through a screen of ilex 
leaves, and as you pace the cool, leafy, dusky aisles of the clipt 
box and arching arbutus, seem to be as far removed from all the 
life that is going on under the million roofs that lie beneath the 
terrace, as though Bome were a thousand leagues away beyond 
the mouutains. 
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She had always shnnned all sights of the merry, motley Ufe 
of Garnival, though it is pretty enongh seeing the little children 
ron through the oíd conrts, ciad in the oíd costumes of the 
bygone days, and the devils, and harlequins, and soldiers, 
scaramoaches, and crnsaders, and troubadours, sitting drinking 
in the wineshops, or skipping with lond glee down the pavement 
in the many Teniers-like pictnres, all colonr and stir, that every 
tayem, or bakery^ or fruitshop shows at that time throngh its 
arched entrance. 

£nt she saw no beanty in it, and it hurt her like a discord- 
ant chord, or a line out of drawing. She liked better to be left 
alone on the grass before the Benaissance honsefront of the great 
Academy, or within doors before the casts of the Braschi 
Antinons and the Gapitoline Juno; or to pass the day in the 
Borghese Palace, where Eaffaelle's frescoes of Alexander's 
Nnptials are (how puré and perfect are his frescoes, he shonld 
never have touched oiis!), and through the window in the 
passage-way yon see the fountain up-springing, and through 
the arch beyond, the trees by Tiber, and know that within the 
other rooms cióse by you are Titian's Graces, and his Loves, and 
Albano's sporting Seasons, and so many earlier paínters' sad 
sweet Saints, and dying Ghrists, and that beautiful Presepio of 
Lorenzo Oredi's, of which the world does not know half enough, 
áüü that S. Cecilia of Domenichino's, which they will cait a 
Sybil there, despite her lute and music. 

Therefore, she surprised me much on one of the latter days 
of this Gamival, when I had gone with her, as my oíd habit was, 
on such roistering afternoons, into the little garden of the 
Kospiglioso Gasino, which is as sweet a place perhaps as any 
that we have ; small as it is, it seems to have all medisBval Kome 
shut in it, as you go up the winding staírs, with all their lichens 
and water-plants and broken marbles, into the garden itself, 
with its smooth emerald turf and spreading magnolias, and 
broad físh-ponds, and orange and citrón trees, and the frescoed 
building at the end where Guido's Aurora floats in unchanging 
youth, and the buoyant Hours run before the sun. 

Myself, I own I care not very much for that Aurora ; she is 
no incarnation of the moming, and though she floats wonder- 
fuUy and does truly seem to move, yet is she in no wise etherial 
ñor suggestive of the dawn either of day or life. When he 
painted her, he must have been in loye with some lustj 
tavexner's buxom wife busked in her holiday attire. 
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But whatever one may think of the tamed Aurora, of Üie 
loYeliness of her quiet garden home, safe in the shelter of the 
stately palace walls, there can be no question ; the little plaoe Í8 
beautiful, and sitting in its solitude with the brown magnolia 
frnit falling on the grasa, and the blackbirds pecking between 
the primroses, all the courtly and snperb pageant of the dead 
ages will come trooping by yon, and yon will fancy that the boy 
Metastasio is reciting strophes nnder yonder Spanish chestnnt 
tree> and cardinals, and nobles, and gracious ladies, and pretty 
pages are all listening, leaning against the stone rail of the 
central water. 

For this is the especial charm and sorcery of Borne, that, 
sitting idly in her beautifol garden-ways, yon can tnm over a 
score of centuries and sammon all their pomp and pain before 
yon, as easily as little children can tnm over the pages of a 
colonred pictnre-book until their eyes are dazzled. 

Giojá, I say, startled me as we stroUed there this latest day 
of February while all the city was alive with masqners, for 
abrnptly, with her face qnite palé, and a look as of tears in her 
eyes, she tumed to me and asked me to take her to see the 
mnmming of the streets. We had only been a few minntes in 
the place ; and were intending to go on, and see the san set from 
beside the ruins of the Temple of the Son in the Golonna 
gardens, with the pretty pigeons strutting to and ñ!0, and the 
mass of the Gapitol looming beyond the cypresses and the pine 
bonghs on that snnniest terrace, and the grand oíd war-wom 
tower of Sta. Gatenna lifting itself aboye the leaves, and &r 
down beneath the ripple of all the falling water, and glow of the 
scattered gold of the orange trees. 

Henee I was more amazed than by anything that conid have 
happened, when, npon this last great Sonday of GanÜTal, she 
said tome: 

" Take me to see it ; take me somewhere where I shall not 
be seen myself. Ton can do that, can yon not ? " 

I was speechless with snrprise; bnt then, reflecting, was 
rejoiced that anything like a girl's natnral interest in merry 
foolish things was waking in her. 

It was not very easy for me to comply ; for every hole and 
eorner of the Gorso is of money's worth on those days ; but I had 
many friends, and amongst them one good sonl, an oíd apothe- 
oary and herb-seller, who had a little oíd dark nook of a shop 
projecting into the Gorso and looking straight np it into the 
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great square where once senators and patrician women were 
burned at the stake to b'ght the chariot of Ñero, and beyond 
to the trees and shrubs upon the left where once GaBsar and 
Fompey were feasted in the Hall of Apollo. 

The apothecary had once told me he wonld let me have for 
her use one of his dnsky, small, cabin-like Windows that were 
wedged in aboye a great noble's scutcheon and next to a 
qnattro-centro pórtico. 

So there I took her before the festíTal had fairly begon, and 
there she coold sit unseen behind the Pesaro gallipots and the 
big Faenza jars of sweet and bitter waters, such as might very 
well in the oíd times haye held choice poisons for pióos cardinala' 
blessings or the salying of impatient heirs. 

No one coold see her, for the rich porple and Torkish stofb 
of the carpets draping the balcony of the noble's pórtico, next 
door, completely screened her from the yiew of any one. 

What did she want to see? Her face was palé, her eyes were 
intent ; it was not the face of a girl come for the first time to 
a merry spectacle. 

My lean and leamed oíd fríend, who was like a leech of 
Moliere or Gk>ldoni, looked at her gravely. 

" My dear, yoo look as if yon carne to some sad sighi Well, 
perhaps It is one — ^when one thinks that once the Soipiones and 
the Antonines were applaoded hefe." 

But even the allosion did not move her ; she sat silent and 
abstracted, her beaotifol eyes watching — ^for something— like a 
straining antelope's, op and down the slowly fiUing Corso. 

Musió began to sound; clarions to blow; gay coloors to 
mingle together on pretty, foolish figores ; all the swift shrill- 
ness of the Boman clamoor began to rise, and the poor flottering 
birds tied to the nosegays to be tossed from pavement to case- 
ment, and then back agaío: — ^for who shoold care for théir 
Bofferings here, poor little simple dweilers on the sweet honey- 
sockle and acanthos thickets of the wide Oampagna ; here, where 
Zenobia, and Yercingetoriz, and so many other nobíe sools had 
been dragged before them, boond and captive, in the conqoeror's 
wake? 

Giojá sat intent and silent, leaning her chin opon her hands, 
her arms opon the stone sill of the little window; the apothecary 
and I, oíd men and content to be silent, stood behind her, think- 
ing of mirthfol Gamiyals of oor yooth, when to pelt foes and 
friends, and to toss the bladders and to catch the flowerv and 



aOO ARIADNÉ. 

Bweetmeats^ and to dance to the twang of onr tíoIs, ciad in all 
ihe colours of the rainbow, was the finest sport of all the jocund 
year. 

An honr and more went by, till the winding street was as 
fully crowded with trampling horses and jostling throngs as eTer 
it had been on any triumph of the armies retumed from Asia 
or from AMca imder Scipio or Sulla. She still watched, quite 
motionless ; at last I saw a sudden colour in her fB.ce> a sudden 
Ijghtening under the drooped lids of her attentive eyes. 

It was the day when the great equipages of the prinoes and 
the nobility carne forth, gilded and glorious under a rain of 
flowers. 

I looked down into the street ; there was a very grand carriage 
just beneath, nearly smothered in camellias, red and white ; lying 
back in it under that foam of camellia blossoms were Hilsürion 
and the Duchess Sovrana ; standing up before them in üanciful 
disgnise was the boy Amphion : — ^I íancied he looked sullen. 

Giojá watched them, the colour buming deeper and deeper 
in her face, then fading away utterly: she did not moTe or 
speak. The carriage stood still a little while, under the pressure 
of the crowd, and then moved slowly onwards towards Nero's 
hül. 

Amphion had looked up ; he alone had found out her fsuce, 
hidden in the little dark window under the carviugs and the 
stufiis. 

He kissed a cluster of camellias and threw it up to her ; it 
fell short, and was trodden down imder the many hurrying 
feei 

The carriage passed on, Giojá did not move ; she had become 
white as the marble in which her Nausicaa likeness had been 
wrought. 

I understood now why she had asked to be brought here. 

No doubt Amphion had told her, for it seemed to me that he 
was playing his part in the pageant with an angry and reluctant 
grace. She never stirred ; she míght have been deaf for anything 
that she appeared to hear of the gay vociferous tumult, and when 
I looked at her more narrowly I saw the lids were closed over 
the eyes that still seemed to watch the street. 

She sat there throughout the afternoon, the carriage passing 
thrice; Amphion threw no more flowers; Hilarión never lifted 
his gaze to the little cabin-like window behind the great 
escutcheon; he was smiling and murmuring indolently in liis 
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companion's ear, and castmg camellias at the many women that 
he knew. 

When the simset began to bnm red behind the trees of 
Lncnllus's gardens, she left the window with a sudden gestnre^ 
like one waking cold and numb from a bad dream. 

" Can we go home by some by-street ? I am tired." 

It was difficolt, but out of the back-door of the apothecary's 
little dwelh'ng we got into an open coort or yard, thence by a 
turning into the Via di Bipetta^ and so to the quay of Bipetta, 
where my fríend the ferryman was drifting quietly in his ark- 
like covered boat, as though there were no mad world astir 
within a rood of him. 

Here it was quite dnsk ; winter mists hnng on the river ; on 
the opposite bank the alders were blowing in a chill wind ; oxen 
were dragging timber ; some peasants were going on their way 
to the fields of S. Angelo^ where the messengers of the Senate 
hailed Cincinnatns, — "May it be well with the Bepublic and 
with yon!" 

'' Let ns go for a walk ; it is a long time since I had one/' 
she said, feyerishly^ and her Yoice had a changed sound in it. 
" Let ns go out there into the eonntry." 

" But it is so cold, and nearly dark " 

"What does that matter?" she said^ for her, almost irri- 
tatedly, lor I had always seen in her a perfect sweetness and 
evenness of temper, not only in large things (where it is easy), 
but in small ones, which is far more difficult. 

I was in the habit of always giving in to her. My oíd fríend, 
the Oharon of Bipetta, nothing loth, took us over the silent^ 
dreary, misty water, and we were soon on the othor bank, 
walking against the bitter wind, then tossing the leafless trees, 
and through the wet meadows of what used to be the oíd Nayalia, 
where the galleys that took Borne out on the high seas to her 
oonquests, used to be laid np high and dry amongst the rushes 
and the yeUow moly. 

She díd not speak ; she walked straight on, with that swift, 
fleet, elastic walk, which Maryx was wont to say was worthy of 
Atalanta. 

It was yery still and ghostly there ; the damp curled up like 
smoke ; the enormous masses of the Yatican and of S. Angelo 
loomed dully through the partial darkness ; in the grass of these 
flat meadows, once the Oirous of Ñero, frogs and nightjars hooted; 
in the leaden dampness and chilliness one seemed to see the 




Christinn Virgina slain after p^ss'JiB thrtragh worse than death, 
ta Poai'pbae, aa Dirce, as Am^moiiB; one suemed to ese the 
Morcury nomíng and tonoliicg cacb naked corpse with hia 
rod-hcrt cadnceuB to test if «ny lingering Ufe might yot malee 
tortoie Bweet, and Ünding any, calUng the tuasked elaTes to 
drag tbe bodjes out by their feet, and end tbetn with a QutUet, 
Ñero and tbe protty painted damea smiling all tlio while. 

" Let ua go back," I said to her. " Tiiis place is misenble 
at BÍgbt; one bincies one meets ghostlj tbings ; all tliia earth 
was Boaked tlirongh and thraagh with blood ; — come awaj." 

Bnt Bhe did not appear to hear; she waa moring throngh 
the wet rank grass witb ber bead borc to tbe wind. 

" Is Bhe a good woman oí a bad ? " she asked, suddenly . 

" Wbat wotoan, my dear? " — bere it seemed to me as if one 
conld only tMnk of Poppea — poor, pretty, írail, imperial Poppea, 
" a ÍTiry witb a faee of the Graoes." 

" Tbe one witb him," abe said, simply. 

" Ob 1 — good 7 bad ? tliose words are etrong ; most men, and 
women too, are best doscribed hy neither, they fall betwixt the 
two ¡ we are not in Nero'a times, when there was Ñero, yet there 
wtto Paul also. Let ns tiim back ; the night ia vory eold." 

" Is flbe good or bad ? " abe said, with ber usnal insiatanoe. 

" A great dame; a faitbless wife; a princeps and a jade; » 
common type of that worid of theira ¡ not worth your thonght ; 
yon are far off in higher air-^ " 

"A bad woman, then?" 

" My doar, in their world they ¿to not uso theeo wohÍb, Were 
Bhe a tavemer's or carpenter'a wife she woald be called bad, na 
doabt, and hcr hnsband wonld use sharp steel if o&ly to be no 
more tbe langhing-stock of neigbboura. But they have othor 
logio in that greater world. Witb m a jade is a jade, but there 
their reaeonings are moro complex, aa belits more cultjvated folk, 
Why talk of any sneb mattera ? Ton do not nnderstand üm 
thiDg that & bad woman ia ;— or bigb or low," 

" Yes, I ímderBtand : — bnt why do men love them ? " 

"Ah! Let os cali np üxe shades of the Antonines, iind 
qnestlon them." 

She was silent. 

" Tbey do not always love," I added, " Sometimes tbe^ hato, 
bnt that holds tbem jnat as well or even bettar : men are made 
80 i as ftir why,— ask Hermea ; or, as ObristianB eay, the devü" 

Bhe did not anewer, but walked on throngb the wet flelds 
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wb«re Gineiimatiis had left the plotigli to serve his cíty, only 
that in a few hondred years Galignla and Garacalla might come 
after him and be masters of the world. Oh, grim derision that 
callest thyself Histoiy! Pondering on the bittemess of fhy 
innumerable ironies, thy endless chronicle of faüores, the 
brayest and the homblest soul might ahnost " curse God and 
die!" 

The pains that men have been at to make mankind most 
miserable ! and the little that heroism or virtue ever have been 
able to do to make them happy ! 

" Why speak of love at all, then ? ** she said, in a low Toice 
that had scom in it " Love is not bom «o." 

"My dear, of love there is very little in the world. There 
are many things that take its likeness : fierce nnstable passions 
and poor egotisms of all sorts, vanities too, and many other 
follies— Apaté and Fhilotés in a thonsand masquerading charac- 
ters that gain great Love discredit. The loves of men, and 
women too, my dear, are hardly better very often than Minos' 
love for Skylla ; yon remember how he threw her down from the 
stem of his vessel when he had made the use of her he wished, 
and she had cnt the cnrls of Nistis. A great love does not of 
necessity imply a great intelligence, bnt it mnst spríng ont of a 
great natnre, that is certain ; and where the heart has spent itself 
in much base petty commerce, it has no deep treasnry of gold on 
whioh to draw— it is bankmpt £rom its very over-trading. A 
noble passion is very rare, believe me ; as rare as any other very 
noble thing." 

** Yes : I can believe that.** 

Her voice sonnded tired and feebler than nsnal, and her steps 
grew slower. 

"Tet Sospitra was happier,"she added, '^dying and having 
known love, than living loveless with all the knowledge that all 
the powers of the earth and air could bnng to her." 

The accnrsed poem had snnk into her mind with that forco 
which came from the great tmth tkat it embodied. 

"Sospitra is a mere fancy and fignre," I said to her, ''and he 
who wrote it made the world weep with it, no doubt, bnt never 
spaied a woman for its sake. He is like Phinens, whom Poseidon 
pnnished; he has the high gifts of propheoy and of golden 
wisdom, bnt two harpies are always with him that breathe on 
fhe sweetest and the simplest food, and taint it when he tonohee 
H. His harpies are Satiely and DisbAÜef." 
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** The frefih winds drove the harpies away/' she said, sofUy; 
" dxoTe them away for ever into their cavems ín Érete." 

"Becaose Phineas prayed for the winds and the Argonants^ 
Hilarión does not pray ; to him his harpies are welcome." 

She made me no reply ; I heard her sigh ; she walked on 
against the wind, baring her head to it with a sort of eagemeBS, 
and letting it blow in amongst her hair. 

Ton may walk thence straight on between the hedges and 
the fíelds ontil the road begins to rise, and climb the sloping 
8ide of what was once the Glivus CinosB ; it is lovely there in the 
spring-time, or later, when all the grass is fall of violets and 
fritillaria, and the firagrant yellow tulip, and all the darkling 
bine of the borage tribe, whilst through the boles of the ancient 
cork and ilex trees yon look and see the porple gleaming capola 
of St. Peter's lifted against the sky, and the dome of Agríppa, 
and the Alban hills ; but at night the road is dull and dreary, 
dark, and not very safe. 

I was glad when she did not notice that I tnmed back to 
cross the river — ^she not heeding where we went. 

I stumbled on, taking a homeward way throngh the mists and 
the gloom, while across on the other side of the Tiber one coold 
see the serpent-like curving of the line of light where Camiva* 
was rioting, and some faint bray of trumpets and noise of dmms 
came oonfusedly to os through the vaporóos night ; there were 
pyrotechnic showers of all colours going np into the darkness to 
please the crowds of Bome ; they rose from the square by the 
tomb of Angnstos, where Livia sat by the burníng pile for seven 
nights and seyen days, disrobed, and with her hair loosed npon 
the wind, whilst the ¿eed eagle cleft the air and rose aboye the 
flames. 

We went homeward in silence, still along the shore and oyer 
oor own bridge to where the water was falling, palé and beautifol, 
in the deserted place. 

"Good night, dear friend," she said, softly, and her yoice 
sounded to me unsteady and low as if from tears. 

I went heayy-hearted to my nook in the street by my stall, 
where I slept 

He had cast his glamonr on her, and the poison had sunk 
into her, and of what ose was the shield of Athene Ergane now ? 

I sat by my little lamp, and the hours were sad to me. 

The echoes of the boisterous reyelries came dnlly to me ; the 
lights of the coloured fíres made the sky ruddy and golden 
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ftbove the dark domes and roof ; over the bridge and down the 
Street gay gronps carne dancing, maakeis with bladders and 
Intes in their hands. 

Qenins had given her the cine and the sword, and what use 
wonld they be to her, I thonght. She wonld give them away, 
throw them down at bis feet, and so perish herself — the gods are 
weak and men are cmel. 

For I grew stnpid and sleepy with fatigue, and heavy-hearted 
with a vague sore dread ; and my eyes closed, and thus I did 
not see who came out from the house on the bridge. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Now, as afterwards I leamed, when she went up the stairs it 
was quite dusky, and even dark, for the three-wicked lamp had 
only one bumer lighted, and there was no fire on the hearth 
either, Ersilia being a woman at all times very careful in such 
little matters, observing justly that the great things concemed 
the good God, but the little ones were all our own, as the good 
God sent the tempest, and there was no getting out of it, but if 
our sock or our smock were in rags the ñiult was our own, and 
easily to be mended with a needle. 

So, there being no light to speak of, she went forward with- 
out seeing anything except the dim outline of Hermas, and she 
was touched by the soft cool hands of Hilarión ere she had 
perceived that any one was there. 

" Abroad in this damp and chilly night ! " he said, tenderly. 
'*Is that wise for yourself or kind to those who care for you? " 

She started away from him and stood silent. 

Her face was quite palé, her hair wet with the mists ; her 
eyes were dim and dilated, coming out of the cold and the 
darkness. 

" Let US light the fire ; you are chilled to the bone," he said, 
Boftiy taking her hands once more; but she withdrew them 
quickly. ''Ghüls in our oíd Borne are dangeroua Who has 
been with you? Grispin? He should be wiser with all bis 
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wdght of years. I have had a wearying and siapid daj ; whal 
íb more stupid than the noise of crowds ? I carne» hoping for 
an hour's rest ;-'inTist I go away? I shall not go unlesB yoa 
faroeme." 

And he bent down ovar the broshwood and fir apples od Um 
fitone of the oíd open fíreplace, and bnsied himself with rnáking 
the flame tvbq, and lit the other wicks of the oil lamp, and thxew 
before the hearth a rug of skins that he had bronght vp from 
bis carriage a little before, and the light beginning to wann and 
glow in the chamber, lighted up a great basket of roses that be 
had set on the floor. 

*' Sit down/' he said, gently, and she obeyed him, sinking on 
the oaken settle ; still quite silent, the mist of her damp hair like 
a palé circling nimbas aroond her head. She was nsed to see 
him there, and it did not seem strange to her. 

" These are the tea-roses that yon like/' he went on, kneeling 
on one knee on the hearth, and pntting some of the flowers on 
her lap. "These large cnmson ones are the Marshal Bngeand; 
how barbarie to give a ñame of war to so much fragrance 1 and 
this is the Belle Marguerite, and this the Narcissns, and thii b 
Hymen ; see how golden and brilliant and perfomed it is I*— and 
this, so pnre and white, is my favourite of them all, the Niphetos ; 
the Niphetos is like yon, I think, as yon look now, yon are 
80 palé. Did yon think I did not see yon in that little window 
this affcemoon? The boy threw yon camellias. I would not 
throw yon blossoms that were for all the world. I would not 
even look at you — ^being where I was. It would hayo been 
profanation." 

All the colour came back in a second into her face; her 
cheeks bumed ; her eyes dropped. 

" Why were you tiiere then ? " she said, very low, but with a 
firm Yoice — then paused as if afraid. 

Hilarión smiled, stooping for more roses, so that she did not 
see thesmile. 

''Because men are fools, my dear," he said, gravelF "Be- 
cause we are no wiser than the poor siUy greenñncheo, that the 
Thuringian foresters net, by no better trap than a little bit of 
mirror set amongst the ríver rushes. Past follies have present 
obligatíons ; and oíd sins have long shadows— but what do you 
know of those things ? Believe me I was weary enough-— " 

She looked at him ; then looked away. 

The truth and strength of her own nature made her doubt; 
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Ibe innocenoe and candonr of her own natnre made her believe. 
And of sophism snch as his slie had no conception, and from 
snch a snbjeot, vague as it was to her, she slirank by instinct. 

" Ton did not seem weary," she said, with an aching pain in 
her voice. 

Hilarión smiled. 

" My child, do not take the face of a man for more than a 
mask--in public. When he is alone, look in his eyes and trust 
them,*' 

'' But Amphion saíd that you — loved her ! " 

She spoke very low and with a sort of shame. 

Hilarion's face grew dark. 

** Does he prate— the Greek boy ? Let him keep his breath 
for his flute. What more did he tell you ? *' 

" Not much more. Only that you would be with her there 
to-day ; as you were.** 

" And was that why you went ? " 

** I wished to see her." 

Her ÍBce grew paler again and resoluto, and her mouth had 
its curre of scom, which Maryz had not put into his Nausicaa's. 
She was not aware of all that she expressed by that wish. She 
only said the truth as she always said it, when she spoke at alL 

Hilarión busied himself with his roses. Then kneeling there, 
he took one hand of hers between his own, and rested them with 
the roses on her lap. 

*' Ferhaps I loved her, as I have loved many, with passions 
that you cannot guess, so vile they are and poor and base, — ^for 
men are made so. Do you despise me that I own it ? " 

" I do not know," she murmured ; her colour changed, she 
trembled from head to foot, she did not look at him. She did 
not know what she felt ; only it hurt her like a stabbing knife 
that he should speak so : and how, she marvelled, could Love 
be ever base ? 

For of Philotés she knew nothlng. 

''Do you think I love her nowf" he said, and looked up at 
her in the dim firelight ; the dewy leaves of the roses, and the 
brilliance of his own eyes, dose to her drooping face in the soft 
áhadows. 

Her heart beat violently ; her limbs shook ; she was terrifíed 
she oould not have told why ; she sprang upon her feet, letting 
Ihe flowers fall, and taking her hands away. 

" What do you think ? " he said, with soft insistance, still 



208 ABIADNk 

kneeling there, and watching all the tnmultaons i>aiii in her with 
pleasure. 

She stood ereot, white and still, with her heart 80 loudly 
beating that he conld hear it in the silence of the chamber. 

" What can I tell ? " she muttered. " Love— is it not always 
Love? It cannot change, I think ; — and yon were there to-day.* 

He smiled, and his eyes had a gleam in them that was hálí 
derision and half regret. 

"Dear, — men have many loves; their true ñames are, or 
Tice, or vanity, or feebleness, or folly, or many another that is 
not fítting for yonr ears. But the love yon think of— that comes 
bnt seldom, and comes to few. I wrote of love all my Ufe long» 
nothing knowing of it — till I came to yon. Are yon cold to me 
—are yon agaínst me— that yon stand so still and palé ?-^— * 

And all the while he knew so well ! 

Her eyes dilated like a honted stag's ; her breath came fiuBt 
and lond ; a mortal fear possessed her ; she pnt her hands to her 
heart. 

'' I am afraid 1 ** she cried, and trembled, as thongh with the 
cold of the night 

Hilarión stooped his head where she knelt, and kissed her 
feet softly. 

"Afraid! Ofme?" 

"Of myself!"— then with a wonderfol light and glory 
qnivering on all her face, and changing it as the break of day 
changes the earth and sky, she stretched her arms out to the 
shadows ronnd her, as if in an oath to some great nnseen god. 

** It will be all my Ufe ! " she said, with a sob in her throat» 
yet the glory of the moming in her eyen. 

He nnderstood. 

He rose, and kissed her a& th& mouth. 
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OHAPTEB XX- 

Eablt in the morning of the next day I was sitting at my stall, 
working by such grim light as there was ; for it was a grey and 
gosty day, and the fonntain sounded cold and cMU, and Palés 
shivered despíte all the stiaw^ and there was a discordant blare 
of tmmpets somewhere near that made one think of Séneca and 
his sore trouble in the showman's bngle playing. 

There was not a creatore astir near me ; people were tired 
after the night's frolicking^ and were lying abed to begin their 
capers afresh with spirits when noontide shonld be passed. 1 
worked on in silence ondisturbed, a few flakes of snow íalling on 
fhe heads of Grispin and of Crispían aboye mine. 

Suddenly, a little figure ninníng &st down the Via Gialia« 
paused by me; it was a pretty figure^ all in a Garnival disgoise 
of medÚBval minstrelsy^ shivering sadly now, and splashed with 
mud. 

" Amphion ! " I called out in amaze, as Palés began snarling 
at his slender ankles. 

It was indeed the lad ; jaded and tremulons^ very cold^ and 
Tery pitiful to f?ee. 

" He has tumed me out !" he moaned, Hke a child of seven 
years oíd. " Without a word, without a sign— only told me to 
go, and noyer daré return. What haye I done ? Oh, what haye 
I done?" 

" Tou haye angered Hilarión ? " I asked him^ not surpnsed, 
for yery often his caprices ended thus ; and I remembered the 
peor dog he had killed. 

" I do not know ! " the boy sobbed ; " I haye done nothing. 
Nothing^ nothing I When he came back last night, it was yery 
late^ he had told me to wait for him, so I had not dared un- 
dress; he looked at me— just lookedl — ^but it was like the blue 
Hghtning, just as cruel and as cold ; then he put his hand on my 
collar^ and led me out of the great doors. ' Go out of Bome^ and 
neyer daré return I' — that was all he saíd. He put a roU of 
money in my yest — ^here it all is — ^but not another word did ha 

p 
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ever say, but shut the doors himself npon me. It was nearly 
dawn. It was snowing. It was so bitterly cold. I carne to 
yon. I do not know where to go; what to do, — I have no 

friendfl! " 

I looked at the money : it was a roll of notes for a heayy som 
—enongh to keep the lad a year or more. 

" Yon mnst have displeased him/' I said ; " and it is yery 
üke him to do so. He never wastes words on what displeasea 
him. But it was crneL He can be cruel." 

Foor little Amphion was sobbing all the while, his gay dress 
all splashed and tom, his dark caris tmnbled; his olive cheek 
bine with cold. 

It was of no nse to press him more; if he knew or gnessed 
what had cansed his expulsión, he wonld not say it : he was a 
Greek. All one conld do was to shelter him, and take care of the 
money, and send him back to his own home. 

As for speaking to Hilarión, past ezperience told me the nse- 
lessness of that. 

Yet of conrse I tried it ; whenever did the known fatility of 
anything prevent one from essaying it, or whenever was past 
ezperience enongh deterrent ? 

I warmed and fed the lad in the little den near the fonntain 
which I had taken to sleep in Bínce giving up my Hermes^ 
chamber ; then I went and sought Hilarión. 

He was at those rooms in one of the oíd palaces of which the 
boy had spoken. There was difficulty in seeíng him. They 
bronght word fírst that he was not there, and then many yery 
Tarions excuses. 

Not being easily baffled, and being conyinced that there he 
was, I said nothing, but sat down on the steps to watch his 
coming. 

There were a grand staircase, and oíd stone lions, and a loyely 
little green garden, then all in a golden glow with oranges, and 
with one of the few pa^ms of Eome leaning under its green 
diadem in their midst. Along one side of it ran a frescoed casino 
like the one of Bospigliosi, in which Aurora and the rosy 
Hours are. 

Affcer waiting a long time, I saw him in that casino. I made 
straight to him. It might be fancy, but I thought he tumed 
paler and looked guilty as his eyes lighted on me. Evidently he 
would haye ayoided me, but he could not do so. 

" Perhaps I haye no right to speak to you ; but I cannot help 
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myself," I b^an to him. " That poor little fellow, whom you 
cali Amphion — ^ís his offence bo great ? " 

It did not stríke me at the time, but I remembered later that 
his ÜEbce cleared and he looked relieyed as oí some apprehensioii 
o f amioyance. 

''Dear CSrispin/' he said, with a little Eanüe, '^ that is so like 
you I Why waste yonr morning and distxirb yoor peace ? Has 
the boy been to you ? " 

I told him, and begged for the poor little culpiit with the 
best eloquence I knew. 

Hilaríon heard indififerent; patient out of courtesy to me« 
but 1 oould see no yielding in his face. He was looking at the 
frescoes on the wall near him, and pulling the orange blossoms. 

He heard me tul my breath and my zeal both paused panting. 
Then he spoke : 

''The boy has nothing to complain of ; I have given him 
enough money to keep him for two years. 1 have done with him. 
That is alL n you are his friend, put him in the fírst yessel that 
sails for Greeoe. Only take care he come near me no more. Do 
you know these frescoes are disputed ? But I am nearly sure 
they are Masaccio's. He was in Bome, you know, some little 
time. I think I shall buy this house. 

" After all," he went on, finding me silent, " there is no life 
like a Boman pnnce's ; like life at all, indeed, in these grand oíd 
palaoes of yours. Even the motley modem world gains grandeur 
from them, and even modem society itself looks like a pageant 
of the renaissance when the ambassador or the noble receives 
it in his great galleries rich in Baffáelle's, and Guído's^ and 
Guercino's frescoes, and with all the lustre of that splendid age 
stül lingering on tiie sculptured walls, and on the velvet dais, 
and all its light and laughter hiding with the Cupids amongst 
the flowers on the panelled mirrors : and all its majesty still 
abiding in the inmiense domes and stairs and halls where kings 
might marshal their armies, or the very archangels summon 
their heayenly hosts. Oh ! there is no life like it : in these oool 
marble chambers, with their lovely palé frescoes, and their open 
courts, and their fountains, and their gardens, it is not difficult 
to forget the time we live in, and to think that Lucrezia is going 
by with her two hundred ladies, and their horses, and theii 
cayaliers ; or to shut the shutters and light the lamps, and in 
these noble rooms, where floor and ceiling and wall and casement 
are all masterpieces of the arts, think that Bernardo Accolti is 
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reading alond to ns by torchllght with his gnaid ci hanonr 
round him. Oh 1 there is no life like the life of Borne : a woman 
going to her ball seems on these stairways like Verónica Gkunbaia 
herself, and when yon look in the glass, a little Love of Mario 
dei Fiori throws roses at yon írom it^ and when yon open yonr 
window yon see a pahn, or a god, or a lion] of Egypt nnder a 
colossal arch^ and the stars shine through the orange leaves, and 
the Inte in the street sounds magical, and the gardener's 
danghter crossing the conrt looks like a palé sweet Titian of the 
Lonyre. There is no life like the life in Borne. I shall pnrchaae 
this palace." 

"But what conld a little lad so yonng have done?" I 
argned, foolishly, and having no patience to hear his pictnresque 
discnrsiye talk. 

Hilarión played with the orange flowers. 

" Have yon anything more to say to me ; for I am going to 
Daíla, and am pressed for time ? " 

" Bnt he is so yonng, and all alone ** 

" Dear Grispin, when I am tired, I am tired ; and I am tired 
of flnte-playing, that is all. There is no more to be said. A^k 
me anything for yourself, and yon know I am glad to grant it 
always. Bnt leave my own affairs to my own fancies. I think 
I shall bny this place, if only for the sake of these frescoes; the 
damp is hnrting them. And there are some Overbecks npstairs 
in the great hall, dry and cold and joyless, bnt still yery fine in 
drawing. Walk up and look at them, and forgiye me if I seem 
rude to hnrry from yon " 

And so he went, seeming desirons to escape my importunity, 
bnt conrteons and even kindly, though quite unyielding,as I had 
known him twenty and twice twenty times before. 

I did not go and look at the Overbecks. I went back yezed 
and dÍBpirited, haying wasted my forenoon, as he had said. 

I fonnd the poor little flute-player warming himself oyer my 
brazier. 

''Yon had best go seaward, and get home," I said to him, 
sadly. 

But the boy set his small pearly teeth tight. 

" No. I will stay in Borne, but he shall not know it." 

" How can yon do that ? " 

" I ha ve enough money." 

" But it is his money — ^you can hardly do what he forbida 
with that" 
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" What do yon mean ? " said Amphion^ with an ovil gleam in 
his son dark indolent eyes. " When any one has given yon a 
blow^ it does not matter whether it is tiieir own knife or not 
that yon take ont of their girdle to give it back with — ^at least^ 
so they say where I come from— - " 

"Give back a blow? Hnsh, hnsh! what Tengeance shonld 
yon take, my poor little girlish lad? And besides^ those are 
evil thonghts, Amphion, and he is only a patrón, and capricions 
— snch men always are." 

He clasped his slender hands abont the brazen yessel with 
the ashes in, and his pretty face looked pinched and snllen and 
ohanged. 

" In those tales she read me/' he said, slowly, "the hero slew 
twelye of their enemies to please his dead fríend; and she thonght 
that right and great; and it was a Greek did it. I know what 
I know. I can wait." 

I thonght it boyish prattiing, and thonght that it wonid pass; 
so let him be. 

Bnt there was more pnrpose in him than I snpposed; for 
that yery night, withont saying anything to me, he slípped off 
his gay clothes, and cnt his dark cnrls, and made himself look 
like any other of the little brown half-clad fisher lads swarmiog 
abont the bank of the popnlons Tanner's Qnarter, and hid his 
money heayen knew where, and hired himself ont as if he had 
none, to a fisherman of the Eione, who spent life watching his 
gireUa, and pnlling his skiff to and £ro between the arches 01 
Ponte Sisto and Quattro Capi 

The boy wonld hardly say more than a mnte, and was nn- 
handy, and delicate as a girl, thongh at home in the water from 
childish habits in his own archipelago ; bnt I snppose he nsed 
his money adroitly, for the fisherman neyer called him to acconnt 
for laziness or clnmsiness, bnt let him do yery mnch as he liked, 
making a pretence of lying on the damp gronnd to watch the 
fish sweep with the cnrrent into the nets, or pnlling the little 
boat about ronnd the Tiberine Me, and nnder the Temple of 
Vesta. 

Amphion shxmned me, and neyer went near Giojá, and I did 
not think it was my bnsiness to betray him, so I let things be, 
and offcen after dnsk a Ante as sweet as a nightingale's song 
made mnsio nnder the piles of the bridge of Seztns, sighing 
throngh the dark in answer to my Fann in the fonntain. 

Bnt Giojá took no notica. I do not snppose that she eyen 
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heard. There was so mnch melody at twOight all aboat fhere ; 
from gnitars thrununing in balconies, and tamboorines ringing 
in tayem doorways, and fitudents singing as they passed from 
shore to shore, and físhermen as they set their nets; and in her 
own heart, then, there was that perpetual mnsio which makes 
the ear deaf to every other harmony or discord : the mnsic which 
is never heard bnt once in Ufe. 

But of this I then knew nothing. 

I only saw that her step was elastic, that her eyes weie toll 
of light, that her &ce had lost that deep and troubled sadness 
which it had never been withont before since the day that she 
songht Yirgilian Borne and found but ruin. I was glad^ and 
never thought to trace the chango to its true source. She was 
more silent than eyer^ and more than ever seemed to like to be 
alone ; but she was occupied on a new and greater work than 
her Fenthesileia^ and I supposed that this absorbed her. 

I was nsed to the way of artists^ and knew that tme Art 
allows no friends ; it is like Love. One day Loto comes^ and 
then slighted fríendship is avenged. 

The monumental sculpture of Greece was yery tme in its 
all^ories — ^where the young lovers^ led by Loye, walk hand-in- 
hand, veiled, and not seeing whither their steps lead; is that 
not as true to-day as it was three thousand years ago? And 
yet again^ where Love bums the butterfly in the flame of the 
altar and tums his head away, weeping, so as not to see the 
pain that he is causing ? As Love was then, so is Love now. 
These allegories have lost nothing of their sweet and bitter trath 
through Time. Loto bums p the soul. He may weep, yet he 
is mthless. Neyer more can the wings rise that he has laid in 
ashes in the fíre. And where he leads, needs must the led 
follow, blinded and deliriously oontent» and the end of the path 
none know but he. 

Meanwhile^ of Hilarión I had no serious thought; for I ne^er 
saw him pass Ersilia's door^ and indeed he seemed to me tobe 
more than ever with his imperial jade the Duchess. 

One evem'ng the people were coming out &om the gieat 
church of the Trinity of the Fügríms hard by my fountain, and 
there was a smell of incensó on the air, and a sound of chaunt- 
íng everywhere, beoause it was in thé days of Lent^ and mirtiifol 
Eing Gamival had gone to his grave and Pasquino back to his 
Bolitnde ; and that evening as I sat stitching, communing with 
my own thoughts^ and not liking them, because of late they had 
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got oonf osed and dondy, and I had a sense of impending woe 
withont any oorresponding sense of how to meet and to pieyent 
it, Giojá carne to me as her habit had nsed to be, thongh of late 
sbe had changed it, and tonching me gently said to me : 

''Let US go for one of onr oíd walks. Will yon not take me? 
The snn is setting." 

Palés leaped for joy, and I rose in obedienoe, glad as the dog 
was to see her retum to one of onr oíd familiar cnstcuns, that 
of late had been abandoned, as the vague restraint of an un- 
explained estrangement had grown np between her and me. 

She was very silent as we walked, bnt that was nsnal with 
her; for nnless strongly moyed she had never been giyen to 
many words. 

We carne away throngh the vegetable market, and the windy 
sqnare, dedioated to Jesos, and so past the Hill of the Horse, as 
we called it, to onr favoorite Golonna gardens, where she and I 
had spent many a pleasant qniet hoar« with Borne outspread 
like a map at onr feet, and the iron gates dosed between os and 
the outer world. 

We sat down on the npper terraoe, where the pigeons 
and the geese pace amongst the flowers, and the pine stem 
stands that was set there when Eienzi died, and that brave 
oíd tower rears itself above the ilezes against the blue sky, 
which the people will cali the Tower of Ñero, thongh Ñero 
never behdd ii 

She leaned there as she had done a hnndred times, looking 
down on to the shelving masses of verdnre, and across the bare 
wildemess of roo& that seem to rise one on another, like the 
waves of a great sea arrested and changed to stone, with the 
sky-line always marked by the distant darkness of the pines 
and the dome of Si Feter's against the light. 

"lí one lived in it a thonsand years, could one ezhanst 
Borne!" she said below her breath. ''Always I loved it; bat 
now— " 

She pansed; and I, coward-like, fool-like, did not ask her 
what she meant, becanse I shrank from every chance of hearing 
the ñame of Hilarión on her lips. God forgive me! If only 
I had known 

The pretty pigeons, bine and bronze and white, came peck- 
ing and strolling round us, looking up with their gemlike eyes 
for the crumbs that we were used to bring them. 

'' I forgot their bread ; I am sorry," she said, looking down OQ 
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them^ as she stroked the soft plnmage of one that she had 
always especially caressed, and which wonld let her handle it. 

" Will yon do something fDr me ? " she said^ holding tiie bird 
to her breast, as she had held the Sospitra. '' That is what I 
wanted to ask yon. I have not seen Maryx smce that day when 
yon said that I wonnded him. I have been to the stndio, bnt 
he is neyer there. Listen: he was wrong and nnjnst, and it was 
not to me that the insnlt was, bnt to what he spoke of ; yet he 
has been so good to me, and I can never repay it, and I seem 
thankless, and he will not nnderstand. Will yon tell him for 
me that I can bear no bittemess in my heart against him, and 
that the giatitnde I give to him will never change? Will yon 
teUhim?" 

''My dear, it is not gratitnde that he wants/' I said, and 
then pansed; for after all I scarcely dared to speak for him, 
since for himself he was silent. "It is not gratitnde that he 
wants; great natores do not think of that. They act nobly as 
mean ones meanly, by their instinct, as the eagle soars and the 
worm crawls. Maryx wonld be glad of your fEÚth, of yonr 
obedience, of yonr affection, for indeed yon owe him mnch ; I do 
not mean snch vulgar debt as can be paid by any feeling of mere 
obligation, bnt snch debt as may well be borne by one frank and 
pnre natnre firom another, and can be only paid by loyal love." 

And then I stopped for fear of saying too mnch, becanse I 
had no warrant from him, and a certain look of alarm and of 
distaste that carne npon her feu» arrested me. 

She did not answer me for a few moments, bnt bent her fEuse 
OYer the bird she held. 

^ I shall seem thankless to him, and yon," she said sorrow- 
folly, and then was still and seemed to draw her words back as 
remembering some order not to speak. She laid her hand npon 
my arm, the hand which had held the drooping poppies that 
day when I had seen her fírsi 

''Fray tell him I am thankfnl, always thankfnl,** she said, 
with a tremor in her voice. "He has been very good to me, 
good beyond all my own deserving— and yon too. If eyer I 
pain yon, yon will forgive me, will yon not? For so long as 
I shall liye I shall remember always how yon sheltered me in 
that time of wretchedness, and all the peaoefnl days that you 
haye giyen me." 

The bird stmggled from her breast and flew to regain its 
féUows; hot tears had fiallen from her eyes npon its bumished 



ABIADNÉ. 217 

sapphire head and seared it. I gazed on lier, touched to my 
sool, yet tronbled. 

''Why, my child, why, my dear, yon speak as though yon 
were going to join those gods yon loYO^ and leaye ns and Rome 
desoíate!" I mnnnnred, with a poor attempt at lightness of 
heart and speech; ''bnt as for what I did for yon — ^ít was 
nothing; yon forget my dream, yon know I conld do no less for 
yon^ my Aiiadné, come £rom the shades to earth." 

Her hand fell from my arm ; her face changad. 

'* Do not cali me by that ñame — I loathe it/' she said> with a 
sndden impatience ; '' I am not like her. I neyer can have been 
like her^ and Homer is too kind to her by far 1 Let ns go home 
now. Yon will tell Maryz what I said. I wonld not pain bíTn. 
Bnt he will never nnderstand " 

''He nnderstands well enough/' I saíd bitterly^ for something 
in her tone had stnng me. " He nnderstands that two years of 
pnrest devotion to eyery highest interest of yonrs weighs as 
nothing in the scale beside a few forced hothonse roses and a 
few hectic idle poems ; he nnderstands that well." 

''Yon are nnjnst/' she said, merely, as she had said it to 
Maryz, and she walked slowly away from the snnny terrace, 
down between the high walls of ilez and arbntns, and so home- 
ward. 

I did not speak any moré. I felt angered against her, and 

Heayen forgiye me! I did not know Silently and sadly 

I foUowed her throngh all the narrow, crooked, noisy passages 
and streets till we reached the familiar shadow of onr Holy 
Trinity of Filgrims, and going a little fnrther were at home. 

At the bridge where Ersilia's honse-entrance gax)ed wide 
open, she stood still, and held her hands ont to me once again. 

" Forgiye me," she said, yery low nnder her breath. 

I thonght she meant me to forgiye her impatience of my 
rebnke, and I took her hands, so fair and slender and nnwom« 
tenderly within my own, that were so hard and brown and 
farrowed. 

" Dear, where we loye mnch, we always forgiye, becanse we 
onrselyes are nothing, and what we loye is aU." 

" Thank yon," she said softly, and let her hands linger in 
mine ; then she passed away from me into the darkness and the 
coldness of the honse. 

I went back to my stall, and thongh I was tronbled yet I 
was relieyed, becanse she had giyen me gentle words to bear to 
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Maryz, if they were not all one conld have ^víshed. The Vwan 
sang me a song in the fonntain as I sat nnder the wall of the 
oíd monastíc hospital that had sheltered me so many yeim. 
I heard the song for the last time. 



OHAPTER XXL 

Now it came to pass that the evening following^ when I wae 
Bítting at my stall^ haying lit my lamp to see to fínish a moie 
delicate piece of work than common^ I felt weary and ont of 
spirits^ I could not have well told why^ and sat sighing as I 
stitohed; sighing in my own meditations, for the blithe oíd 
days when a hand at cards and a flask of wine and a meny 
oompanion had made bright the winter nights to me, and the 
finding of an eyangeliarium in the medisBval Greek or Latín» or 
of a broken seal-ring or a fragment of a marble hand, made me 
80 happy that I woold not have changed places with a king» as 
I tramped in the snow or the mad, through the darkling streets 
of Borne. 

Now I felt heavy-hearted ; all my qnarter was empty; ihe 
people were gone to the Piazza Navona, where a mid-Lent íair 
was, with the booths, and the fon, and tiie frolic, and a year or 
so before I shonld have gone too, and langhed with the loadest 
in the oíd Oircus Agonalis aronnd Domitian's obelisk, with the 
splash and sparkle of Bemini's fonntains reflecting the chang- 
ing lights of the litüe colonred lamps. 

As it was, I sat and stitched, and Palés slept, and the stars 
began to come ont aboye Tiber, in olear cold skíes that were 
clondless. 

It was so entirely stUl that a step coming down over the 
bridge made me look np; I saw Maryx as I have seen him many 
a time in a score of years since in the days of his yoath he had 
made my Apollo Sandaliarius. 

He paused by my stall. 

"Is she not well, that she has not been to me of late?" he 
asked. 

A vague trouble began to stir in me. 



ABLáDNÉ. 219 

''Has she not been?" I aeked him. ''No; I haye heard 
nothing.** 

" But yon haye not seen her to-day ? ** 

" No, bnt often the day passes " 

I did not end the phnuse, fearing to seem to blame her; for 
indeed it paíned me that of late she had so yery seldom come to 
lean her hands on my board, and ask how things went with me> 
and b^ me to go and sit with her in Hermes' room[; or wander 
throngh the streets, as before the last few months it had been so 
constantly her habit to do that I had grown nsed to it, and 
missed it as an oíd dog will miss the pleasnre of a walk. 

Maryx stood silent, while the light from my lamp fell on his 
noble íace^ which was flushed and troubled. 

" I spoke to her wrongly a month ago/' he said at lasi " It 
was base in me, and yery unworthy. It is not for me to depre- 
cíate his genios. It is not for me, if she fínd beanty in it, to 
say her nay ; beauty there is, and íf she do not see the foulness 
beneath it-Hso be ii To the pnre all things are pnre. I would 
ask her pardon. Ferhaps I haye driyen her away. Shall I find 
her inher room?** 

My heart leaped with joy. 

" Of course ! " I said hastily ; " and yon were in no way to 
blame, and it is only like yonr nobleness ; and she is worthy of 
it, for she, too, repents and regrets that moment of cold worda 
Lookl She bade me say so to yon only yesterdi^, in tiie 
Golonna gardens. She said, ' Wül yon tell him for me that I 
can haye no bittemess in my heart for him^ and that my gratí- 
tnde will neyer chango.' That is what she said; the tears in 
her eyes the while. She was too prond or too shy to say so 
to yon herself. Bnt her heart is tender, and if yon pnt out yonr 
hand, she will giye hers now— ah, so gladly— >that I kno w 1 " 

So I spoke, like a fool as I was. 

Maryx looked at me with a beantifal li^t and warmth apon 
hisfiMia 

" Is that indeed trae? or do yon say it to make me deceiye 
myself? Better all pain— all life-long paín— than any self- 
deception." 

" Nay, it is trae; that I swear. Go yoa and hear her say it 
again. She does repent hersel£" 

" I wonld take nothing from mere obedience, mere sense oí 
gratitnde," he mnttered; bnt the light of loye was still in hñ 
eloqnent eyes. 
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" Go you yooTself to her/' said I, langhing, like the foolish 
thing I was, and got np and went quickly before him across tha 
Street to Ersilia's door. " For now," I said to myself^ " he will 
speak straightly to her, and all will be well between them for 
eyer." 

But at the door Fippo, leaning there smoking, swore that 
the girl was not within, ñor had she been seen all day, he said. 
I looked np at Maryz. His face seemed to me to be stem and 
palé and disquieted. 

" Let US ask Ersilia/' he said; and I went with him into the 
honse. 

" Has she not been to yon ? " said Ersilia, coming ont with a 
lamp held over her head. ^ Oh^ yes ; she left here this after- 
noon^ quite early^ as her habit is; I thought she was still up 
yonder with your marbles." 

Then a great and sore trouble fell upon us that was the 
boginning of the end. 

Maryz neyer spoke. He went with swift strídes up to the 
chamber, and entered it^ for the door had no lock. The light 
from the newly risen moon, that hung aboye his own Gk)lden 
Hill^ streamed soft and pallid across Hermes^ and left the rest of 
the empty space in darkness. 

She was not there. He struok a light, and searched the 
room, but there was nothing to show any intention of departure, 
and no word whateyer of farewell. Only the beautiful head 
ihat she had drawn in blaok and white of Hilarión as the poet 
Agathon was no longer in its place against the walL 

There is something in the silence of an empty room that 
sometimes has a terrible eloquence : it is like the look of coming 
death in the eyes of a dumb animal; ít beggars words and 
makes them needless. 

Palés following raised her head and gaye a long, low, wailing 
moan, that echoed woefuUy through the stillness, in which onl^ 
ihe lapping of the water against the stones of the bridges was 
to be heard, and the stroke of a single oar that was stirring the 
darkness somewhere near. 

Maryx looked at me, and there was that in his look which 
frightened me. He pointed to the empty place upon the wall. 

" She is gone with him," he said: that was all ; and yet in 
the sound of his yoice it seemed to me that I heard speaking aU 
the despair of a great life ruined and made yalueless. 

I broke out into Gk)d knows what wild protests and breath- 
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lesa denials ; I wonld not let snoh a thing be said^ be tiiought 
possible^ for one single moment; she was so fax aboye all touoh 
of man^ all weakness or passion or Tinwisdom of woman^ it was 
impiety^ profanation, folly, hatefolness^ to hint snob tbings or 
dream tiiem. Was be mad ? 

Maryx stood there quite motíonless; bis face was wbíte as 
bis own marbles, and Tery rigid. All my passion passed bim 
and left bim unmoyed as tbe winds leave tbe rocks. 

" Sbe bas gone witb bim/' be said again; and bis lips were 
dry, and moved, as it were, witb difficnlly, and bis great brown 
eyes, so brilliant and so bold, grew black witb beayy wratb and 
desperate pain. 

"Do yon not see?" bemnttered; "do yon not see? Wbilst 
we thougbt her a boly tbing, be all tbe time *• 

And be langbed — ^a terrible langb. 

Tbe moon was on the ÜEUse of Hermes ; tbe moutb seemed to 
smile in pity and derisian. 



CHAPTER XXn. 

Mabtz stood quite silent and qnito stilL 

I raved, and my own raving words fell back on my own ears 
and made me dumb again; and only tbe wailing of tbe dog at 
tbe moon, tbat was sbining in tbe sky and on tbe riyer, fílled 
tbe cbamber. 

I did not belieye ; I wonld not belieye ; I tbrost all possibility 
of belief away from me as so mucb blaspbemy and infamy 
against ber ; and yet all tbe wbile I knew tbat be was rigbt, as 
yon know tbat some gbastly sorrow is on íts way to yon long ere 
tbe day dawns tbat actnally brings it. 

"Wby sbonld yon say so — wby, wby, wbyV" I said oyer 
and oyer again, till tbe words lost all sense to one. " Sbe bas 
gone astray somewbere in some oíd baont of Bome, or fallen 
asleep, or ill, in some gallery of Capitel or Yatican; yon know 
ber ways ; sbe dreams amongst tbe marbles till sbe is almost a 
statue like tbem. Tbat is it ; ob, tbat is it— notbing more. We 
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shall meet her coming throngh the darknofw if we go into tto 
streetB^ and then how she will smile at na— only she mnst n6?er 
know. Why, Palés will fínd her; Palés is wiser tium you aze ; 
PUéB knowB '* 

And then I hroke down and langhed and sobhed, and simok 
my head with my own hands, thinking of that day when my 
Aríadné had come to my stall in the snmmer noon» with the 
poppies and the pasdon-flowers in her hand ; and Aríadné had 
the olne and the sword, and gave them np and drifted away into 
a oommon love and oonunon fate of women^ songht and then 
foraaken. 

Nay I— this conld not be hers. 

''No! oh, thríce no!" I screamed. "Aríadné? It waa bat 
a jest to cali her so, you know; a fancy and a jest; the goda 
conld not be so cruel as to make it true ; just for a dream, an 
oíd man's foolish dream in the hot sunshine 1 " 

''Gome!" said Maryz, and grasped me with his fine and 
Blender hands as in a vice of iron, and thrust me from the 
threshold down the stairs. 

" Where would yon go? " I stammered; " into the streets?— 
to the Capítol, that would be best ; she loyes it so, and will sit 
thinking there for hours. She is shut in some gallery there ; oh 
yes, that I am sure. Come to the Capítol, or, if not, to the Pío 
Clementíno ; she so often gets away amongst the marbles, that 
you know ** 

"Are you a madman?" said Maryx. "Come with me to 
him.'* 

And he drove me with that gríp upon my arm to the palace 
where the frescoes were in the garden, but of Hilarión there waa 
nothing to be heard ; he had not been there that day. 

We went to Diula. 

Tbe night grew yery oold; there had been much rain ; the 
water glístened amongst the tombs and under the boshes; 
the hoofis splashed it, the wheels sank in it ; the snow lying 
on the mountains showed white in the moonlíght ; the wild fozes 
stole and burrowed in the sand holes as Ñero did before them ; 
the owl and the bittem cried from the waying shrubs that 
oorered the site of lost cíties ; the night's ride was long and 
horrible. Soracte was always before us. 

Maryx spoke not one word. 

We sped aoross the desolation of the Campagna in the teeth 
of ^e bitter north wínd. It was late in March, but unusually 
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oold; ftnd I remember the smell of the Tiolets as we cmslied 
ihem, and of the sweet bnds that Tvere sprmging in the grass. 

Honis went by ere we reaohed the ilez forest of Diula. The 
great white honse was shut and silent; doga barked, and a 
moimted ahepherd— a black weird figure against the moon-* 
aakedxuswhatonrenandwasatsachanhoni; then,recognizing 
na, doffed his hat and let na pasa 

Máryx, who had anthority therein, entered. No mere word 
of any serrant woold he iake. The honse was empty, dark, 
momnifal; the honsehold was aronsed from early sleep or 
fiñendly drinking, and oonldsay nothing. Yes, their masterhad 
beeii there at three the day before, not since ; of him they knew 
nottung. 

It was of no nse to qnestíon them ; the people who serred 
Hilarión were trained to silence and to lies. 

We passed throngh all the grand, desoíate, ghostly rooms, 
one by one, missing no gallery or cabinet or smallest^ chamber ; 
fhen, baffled, drove baok to Borne in the lonely, ioe-cold midnight, 
throngh the rain-pools and the thickets that were now quite 
dark, the moon ha^ing by this time set. 

"What will yon do?" I muttered to him as we passed the 
gate into the dty and the guards of it. 

'' Eínd him," he answered me. 

I was deadly oold ; my limbs were oramped ; the mists and 
the winds of the night had penetrated my yery bones; but 
iomething in his tone ohilled me with a ghastlier chill. It 
seemed so simply plain to him that there oould be no other way 
to reaoh her— only this. 

For me, I would not own that she was other than somewhere 
aatray, or sick and ill in one of the many f^yonrite haunts she 
had in Bome. 

^Let me down here," I said to him midway in the Oorso. 
" I will go and ask at the galleries and palaces, and seek for her 
80. It will soon be dawn. The custodians all know me. Sha 
may be in the Borghese Tilla itselñ They olose at dusk, and 
she is so oareless, yon know, once dreammg " 

Maryx smiled : a smile I never thought to liye to see on his 
noble and frank lips, 

^ Do yon deceive yourself— -still ? " he said. 

He did not seek any suoh solace as lies in a yain hope ; he 
knew the truth at once, and never pandered with ii It was his 
nature neyer to attempt to blind either himself or othera. 
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As we neared the Ponte Sisto, there rose np from beneafh my 
stall the small brown figure of a físher-boy. It was AmpbioiL 

He rose with diffioulty and signed to me, and I went to him. 
He was shivering, and spoke disconnectedly. 

" Yon did not know, but I knew. I, in the boat undemeath» 
I oonld see his shadow so often. Oh, no ; no one knew. He was 
a&aid of the woman with the great black eyes; the womazi th^y 
cali a dnchess. But he has cheated her. I have watched always, 
night and day, undemeath the bridge. But much I oould not 
tell. So this moming they escapad me; he is gone to Santa 
Chiara, and she goes toa What is that story she told me ?— 
Ariadné who went away over the sea — you called her so— 
Ariadné was left all alone. He will leave her just so ; he always 
does. I was with him a year, and I know. Does that man 
yonder care ? He looks so palé. Yon are too oíd and I am too 
young ; but he looks strong — does he listen ? I ran and ran and 
ran to be even with him this moming, and the horse struck at 
me and I felL It was my head. I feel stupid. I do not think 
she saw ; that is why I did not come here before. I have been 
stupid all day. Oh, it is not much. That man is strong. Let 
him go — ^it "vdll be too late ; but there is always yengeance.** 

And then the lad swooned on the stones, having told fha 
truth that Maryx had known without the telling. 

Maryz listened ; and he never spoke once, not once. Forme, 
I think I was mad for the moment. They have told me so 
since. For to me it was as though the sweet serene heayens 
had oponed to yomit a spawn of deyils upon earth, and I would 
hayo swom by my soul and the God who made it that she, my 
Ariadné, would haye borne the waters of the Tiber in a sieye by 
yery forcé of her puré and perfect innocence, as did the Vestal 
Tuccia in this our Bome. 

I was conscious of nothing till in the full light of day we 
droye against the wind on the way to Santa Chiara. 

Santa Ghiara was on the sea-coast. It was a little yilla in 
a little bay ; its roses and its orangeries grew to the sea's edge ; 
it belonged to Hilarión, who sailed thence not seldom. 

We went thither. It was many leagues away ; there was no 
manner of reaohing it possible except by horses. We droye out 
of Bome as the day broka 

There was no doubt now, ñor any kind of hope. 

It was sunset on the second day when we reachedthat ortion 
of the coast where Santa Chiara was. 
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** Let me go alone/' said Maryx. 

He seemed to me to have aged snddenly in those two mghts 
and days as men do in a score of years ; all his fearless royalty 
and carelessness of bearíng were gone; he was grey and hag- 
gard, and had that deadly bloodlessness of the olive skin which 
is 80 mnch ghastlier than the pallor of fair faces ; he was quite 
silent, he whose warm fancies and eager eloqnence had ever 
fonnd so natural a vent in words. 
" Let me go alone/' he said. 

But I clung to him^ holding him back. When men look as 
he looked^ there is always death upon the air. 

" What right have we ? " I said to him. " She is not ours by 
any tie of blood or ñame ; and what do we know ? She is not 
here^ that I am sure, ñor with him any where. Gkxl would not 
let all that nobility be trodden in the dust for a man's Tileness— 
oh^ no I oh^ no ! What thought had she of love ? No more than 
the Nausicaa you made standing l:>y the sea-shore, puré as the 
pearls of it. Amphion is not to be listened to; he is a foolish 

boy " 

And then my words ohoked me; for I remembered how her 
&ce had looked as she had watched the Oamiyal pageantry, and 
how she had spoken that dark, wet, solitary night by Nero's 
Cirous. 

Maryx shook me roughly firom him. 

" Bight? Do you want right to stop murder if you see itf 
And the murderer only kills the body, not the soul. Let me go.'' 
"But if it be what you think — ^we are too late ! " 
The anguish upon his face smote me like a blow. 
** There is always yengeance/' he said, under his breath. 
I was a Boman. 

Yengeance to me was sacred as duty. 
I kt him go. I begrudged him the first right to it, but I 
oould not gainsay it ; he had the right of infinite patience, price- 
less gifts, and great and generous love — all wasted ; the supremo 
and foremost rights of a great wronged passion. 

The moming had risen clear and fair ; here southward the 
eunshine laughed upon a brilliant sea, deep-blue as the jewela 
men cali sapphires; it was fár milder weather; the orange 
groves were as a green-and-golden wood to the water's edge; 
the turf was azure with the wild hyacinths ; against the white 
walls ten thousand China roses blossomed, fresh as the little rosy 
mauthsi of children. 
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We, who for two days and nights had neithar olosed oar «jea 
ñor taken off onr clothes, were cold and stiff £rom the heaTy 
chilla of long exposure. We shuddered like frozen things in aU 
that radiant and elastio light, and delicate aii, fragrant with the 
smell of the orange, fruit and flower, and with the glad salt 
scents of the snrf that was breaking^ cnrled and snowy, om the 
smootii beaoh at onr feei 

Bat even yengeance was denied him. 

The long, low honse, white as a seashell and gay with many 
oUmbing plante, and walled all round with the high apean of 
aloes, was shat and silent even as Daila had been. 

In an oyal window a woman was sitting, making thread-lace 
witi^ nimble handSy and singing amongst the litüe BengaleBe 
iobÓb. 

Yes, the master had been there, bat he had gone-nsaüed 
awaj in his own yessel, as his custom was. Yes, he had been 
gone twelye honre. Yes, there was some one with him ; he was 
neyer alone, never alone. And the woman langhed, twisting 
the threads of her lace, knowing the ways of her employer. 
Then she looked across tiie roses seaward, and, shading her eyes 
trom the snn, pointed to a yanishing speck of white on the 
horízon. That was the sohooner, yes, if we looked qnick ; in 
another moment it wonld be ont of sight. 

We looked. The canyas shone for one second more in the 
annshine far off, so far, no bigger than the leaf of a white camellia 
flower; then blended with the blent light of sea and sky, and 
yanished and was lost 

I langhed aloud. 

"The sails shonld be black — they should be black!" I 
muttered, and canght at the roses to help me stand, and félt 
the earth and the water all swirl and heaye in giddy eddies 
ronnd me. ''The sails shonld be black. Theseos has taken 
her, and he will leaye her on Naxos, and he will dance and 
laugh and garland the helm. Why are the sails not black ? " 

Then I fell down on the yellow sands. 

And for a space I remember nothing more. 



ABIADNÉ. 2H 



GHAPTEB XXlxJU 

I DO not remember how I fonnd my way back to Borne. I Iobí 
BÍght oí Maryz. I was clearly conscious of nothiiig till I felt 
the wet tongne of Palés against my cheek^ and fonnd that I was 
sittíng on my own oíd bench beside my stall in the moonlíght 
by the bridge. I snppose he mnst have bionght me hqme. I 
do not know; I had forgotten him. Ferhaps he had forgotten 
me — ^why not? 

It was night, and the place was deserted. There was no one 
abont, only some girl from an open window aboye in the street 
was singing alond a lovensong. I conld have choked her throat 
into sflenoa It is not wonderfol that there ís so mnch crime 
on earth ; it is rather wonderfol that there is so little, seeing 
how mnch pain there is, pain that is the twin brother of madness. 

It was the middle of the nighi I think two or three days 
had gone by. I cnrsed the stones of the street becanse they had 
borne his steps, and the waters nnder the arches becanse they 
had not risen and swallowed him. 

Ah, God! in onr bate (as in onr love) how we feel onr own 
cramped littleness ; we stretch onr arms for the whole nniverse 
to giye ns yengeance, and the grand oíd dome of the sky seems 
to echo with inextingnishable langhter. Ah, Qoá ! why are onr 
hearts so great, onr years so few and feeble?— therein lie all the 
mockery and crnelty of life! 

I sat there like a stnpid frozen thing, the yast mighty 
heayens aboye me — ^the heayens that should haye been full of 
weeping angels and of ayenging swords, if there were any more 
heed of hnman sonls than of the ants that crawl along black 
dust on a white snmmer-way. 

The dog kissed me, moaning; foll of woe, becanse sha knew 
that I was so. 

I rose to my feet. 

The Apollo Sandaliarins shone white in the moon-rays» 
Snrely, it was only yesterday that she had come to me there» 
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hATÍng her handa on my Btall, with the passion-flower and tbt 
poppy in her hands — ^the flower of death ? 

Suiely^ it was but yesterday that I had dreamed my dieam 
in Borghese? 

Then I looked at my things in fhe drawer nnder my stUl; 
ihe dog had gnarded eyerything safely, bdng fed, no donbt, bj 
the neighbonis. 

There was in the drawer a long slender-poínted knifo— « 
blade of steel made in past ages, and yery keen; I had naed ü 
to cut throngh the skins of leather. I put it in my broasl^ 
where it is most at home with a Boman. 

After all, there was no other vengeance than the poor BÍm^le 
trite one, aU too áhort, that never could quenoh the thirafc of 
man yet, ñor wash ont any wrong; there was no other. Tha 
fikies did not faXL — the stars did not pause in their oonisea. I 
looked at theuL It seemed to me stranga I felt the edge of 
the knife, and waited for moming. There was only the did, 
oíd way. 

" May deatii neyer come when yon cali on it! " said the oíd 
mnrdered man, Servianns, dying, to Hadnan. And in the after 
time Hadrian did cry on death to relieve him, and death wonld 
not come ; not eyen bis o wn hirelings wonld giye the blow aft bia 
conmiand ; and the dead was avenged. 

But then Seryianus never saw bis yengeance. 

I wonld see mine ; or rather, hers ; so I told mysell 

I was oíd, but I was strong enough for this. 

I waited for the moming. 

Of Maryz I had no thonghi 

I only saw the ship going away, away, away, oyer the shmÍDg 
silent sea in the olear daylight, with tiie white sails againak 
the bine. 

When the moming broke I went across the riyer, and acxosB 
the fields, still misty, and wreathed with fog, to offices of the 
Vatican. 

''Yon haye offered me often many dncats for my Greek 
Hermes : giye me them now, and take him," I said to them ; I^ 
who had neyer sold the snudlest firagment, or the mstiest relio 
of the arts I loyed. They dosed with me eagerly, haying for 
many a year desired that fair Greek thing for the great giüleiy 
they cali the Fio Glementino. 

"Put him next your Ariadné! " I said to them, and langhed 
aloud in iliat ^irato palace ot the Pope. They thought me mad. 
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DO doubt; bat they desiied the statue, and they took no heed 
of ma 

I sold him withoat lookíng on him, as a man in a ingan land 
may sell a cherished son. Bat I had ceased to caro for him ; he 
was a dnmb dead thing to me— a carren stona The thonght of 
any statue froze my blood. 

They fetched him down with ozen and men, bearing hia 
beantiful tender snow-white limbs along the streets^ where of 
oonrse he mnst haye passed so often in other ages, throned and 
garlanded, in snch processions of the gods as Ovid and his ladies 
loTed to watch. 

I never looked at him— not once ; I dutched the money that 
the gnardians of the galleríes gaye me, and signed something 
they pushed to me, and hnrried ont into the air ; bells were ring- 
ing, and the snn was bright. I felt dizzy, and deaf, and blind. 

Hermes woke all mortals from sleep with his wand at the 
break of the day. Oh! thathehadnot wakenedme! 

I dntched my wealth that I had booght with my bartered 
god as with some hnman life, and felt for my long narrow kniíé 
in the folds of my shirt, and hnrried away on my qnest. 

I had no cine to gnide me, for the sea is wide, and its shores 
are many. Yet I had no doubt but that I shonld find them—- no 
doubt at all ; and so I passed out of Bome. And Hermes was 
set in the great gallery, with the ray-crowned head of a Júpiter 
Anxnr beside him, and at his feet a jasper basin of As^yria, in 
which Semiramis might once haye bathed. 

It does not matter where I wandered, ñor how I fared; I 
went on no olue whateyer saye the well-known ñame of Hilarión, 
but whosoeyer has any sort of &me has lighted a beacon that is 
always shining upon him, and can neyer more retum into the 
cool twilight of priyacy, eyen when most he wishes ; it is ol 
theee retributions— some cali them compensations — of which life 
isfoU. 

Hilarión liying always, wbether he would or no, in the red 
light of that beacon fire, was not yery difEloult to track. I went 
my ground oyer and oyer, indeed, and made many a needless 
1oumey,«but I had the money for my Hermes, which was a large 
sum, and more than enough ; and so it came to poss that in the 
fall heat of June, that sweetest month, when the stars are so 
many, and eyery soul on eaith it seems ought to be glad, I 
f6und him in Yenice. 

There in the shallow salt lagoons was riding his own pleasnre 
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vesael— the ship with the white sails. They said it was aboat 
to bear Iiim eastward, to the oíd enohanted lands of the East 

The city was lovely, then in the fall snmmer. I knew it 
vréñ, and in my day had been happy there. Now it appeared 
to me hatefuL 

Its water streets were once familiar to one as the ways of 
Bome^ and I had leamed to row the fruit-boat to and fro, 
gorgeons with the autumn colonrs of their freight, and the 
beanty of the women of the Lido : now it was horrible to me. 

The silence seemed like the awful stillness of a God-forgotten 
world ; the gliding water seemed like the silvery sb'ding course 
of serpents ; the salt-scented beach of the marshy shores seemed 
like the snlphnrons dank mists of the awful world where Fer- 
sephone moumed. 

I stumbled along the narrow footpaths of the place^ and the 
song of the boatmen and the langhter of the little children, 
dancing and dabbling on the edges of the cañáis, jarred throngh 
my brain, as in other years the like must have jarred on the 
heavy pains of the condemned creatures in the cells beneath 
the water-line. 

I had no definite thought except to take his life. 

The pnrpose had gone with me in my bosom ; had lain with 
me by night ; had grown to be a very púrt and parcel of myself, 
going with me over the blossoming lands in the snmmer of the 
year, lying down with me, and rising with me — ^the last memory 
and the fírst. 

It had no horror for ma 

I was a Román, and to me yengeance was duty; beyond all 
other duty when it was yengeance for the ínnocent. I did not 
reason abont it ; I only said to myself that he should die. 

It was easy to fínd the palace where he dwelt in ; any one of 
the idlers of the street conld show it me. He was famons. 

The house was in a large street ; a great oíd palace fretted 
and fantastic, gilded and caryed, and majestic, looming oyer the 
thread of dnll waters in gorgeons sombreness, as it had loomed 
there in blind Dandolo's own day. 

Generally, eyerything passed near withont entering this 
narrow, silent way ; it was ont of the way of traffio ; there was 
a great bell tolling heayily from a tower near, and a flock of 
pigeons in the air, and the scent of lilies — ^these I noticed at the 
time. My sight was quite olear, and my brain, too ; allí thought 
of was where I shonld strike him. 
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If he wonld only come ont into the aír ! 

I sat down in an angle oí the stonework and waited. It ^sras 
very early; no one noticed me, an oíd man mooníng by the 
water's síde. I watohed the honse ; she, of conrse, was there, 
bnt strangely enongh, I never thought of her then— my mind 
was intent, and solely intent, on him. 

When yon have 8aid to yonrself that yon will Mil any one, 
the world only seems to hold yonrself and him, and God— who 
will see the jnstice dona 

The lofty doors of the paladee were open; one conld see 
straight np the marble steps into the conrts and the halls* 
they were all vast, and cool, and solitary; not a sonl seemed 
there. 

Perhaps the people of the streets had misled me? I rose 
and climbed the stone staírs, and entered the halls. I snppose 
some honrs had gone by; the snn was yertical, the porphyry 
shone red in it, and the yellow marble was like brass. I 
remember that as I trod on tiiem. 

There was no sonnd. I ascended the staircase, lined with 
the forms of giants and of héroes in the paled and peeling fresco 
of an hercio time. I held my knife clos jr, and moxmted step 
after step. What if he heard— so best if it bronght him forth. 
I wonld have stabbed him before an armed mnltitnde ; for I 
had no desire to live añier him. 

I went on np the stately stairs and the painted landing- 
places ; there was a long gallery in front at the head of the 
stairs, and many doors; I opened the one that was nearest to 
me : he might be there ; if not, I might leam of some one. 

The chamber was únmense, as onr rooms are ; the light that 
fell throngh it was of all kinds of hnes from falling throngh the 
glass of painted casements. 

I went on across half its length, over its polished floor of 
many-colonred stones ; there came on my ear a sndden ory of 
welcome — ^low, snrprised, and happy as the snmmer cry of any 
bird; in the lily-scented air, in the halo of coionred snnlight, 
she sprang np before me, glad and beantifol as any hnman 
thing conld eyer be, dothed in white, with a golden fíUet on her 
forehead, and at her breast a knot of crimson camatíons. 

I stood still, stnpefíed and afraid ; I had forgotten her. 

** Dear fríend 1 is it yon ? " she cried, with a pnre and happy 
tone in her Yoice. 

How shall I tell the ohange that had passed orer her ? Jnst 
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snch a chango as I had seen when, in my dream, the bronaa of 
ihe Borghese had bloshed and moved and started into sudden 
lifd. Not greater the change npon the feuse of earth when fxfím. 
the still grey silvery dawn, in which the stars are trembUng, the 
glory carnes^ and the snn shines over the hills. 

What is it that Love does to a woman? — ^withont it áhe ooly 
Bleeps ; with it, alone, she lives. 

Neyer in aÚ my years have I seen happiness so pec&ot, so 
exqtiisite, so eloqnent withont a word, as was in her tace, her 
aír, her yery limbs and moTements ; before, she had been lavely 
as the statnes were, and like them mute and cold, and aoaroely 
human ; now her eyes were like the light of day, her month was 
like the dew-wet rose, her whole form se^med to thrill with the 
graoe and the gladness and the glory and the passion of lifa. 

I stood before her stupidly and dnmb. 

''Dear friend, is it yon!" she said, and carne and took my 
hands and smiled. 

What conld I say to her? I had come to kill him. 

** I mnst haye seemed so thankless in my silence," she said, 
sofUy. " It hnrt me to keep silenoe — ^bnt he wished it sa" 

I drew my hands away. I hated her to touch me. 

'' Yon are happy then ! " I said, and was dnmb, stanng npon 
her, for there were in her snch power, snch loTeliness, snch 
radiance ; and all the while she was looking in my ^es with 
ihe Bweet candoor of a fearless innocence. 

'' Happy 1 " she smiled, as she echoed the word. 

No doubt it seemed so poor to her, and feeble to measnre all 
she felt Then all the oíd pride carne into her eyes. 

''He loTes mel" she said, onder her breath; as if that 

saíd all. 

" Do yon remember I wanted to know what happiness was ? " 
the said, after a little while. " Do yon remember my asking the 
girls mider the trees by Gastel Gondolfo ? As if one conld evet 
know untü " 

Then the warm oolonr stole over her face, and she smiled, 
and the dreamy wonderíng look I knew so well came into her 
eyes, and she seemed to forget me. 

I stood gripping the handle of my knife. I conld not take 
my gaze fsom her. She seemed transfígored. To snoh a creatnre 
as this, in the fresh glory of her joy, what conld one say of shame 
and of the world's scom, and of her wrongs, and of the mockary 
of women ? 
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Then her eyes oame back from theír mnsing towards me, 
and her thoughts with them. 

"And did yon come to fínd me? That is so good; youwere 
always so good, and I seem always thankless. I wished to tell 
yon, bat he wonld not ; and Maryx too, it mnst have seemed 
to him, also, so thankleBa Only now he will know— he wül 
onderstand. 

"Yon look at me strangely I Are yon tired? '* she added, as 
I kept silenoe. " Why will yon stand ? Are yon angered ? " 

''Are yon happy ? " I said, hoarsely. Howoonld I say to her^ 
" I carne to kill your seducer I ** 

"Am I?" she said, yery low, nnder her breath. ''What| 
when he loves me? Do yon remember — ^I was always a&aíd 
of Loto, becanse it is all one's Ufe, and one is no more oneself, 
bnt breathes throngh another's lips, and has no will any more, 
and no forcé. But now I know ; there is no other thing worth 
liying for or dying for— -there is no other Ufe. Do yon remembar 
—I nsed to wonder why women looked so happy, and why they 
nsed to go and pray with wet eyes, and why the poets wrote, 
and the singers sang. Now I know— there is only one good on 
éSl the earth, and it is more beautifnl to Ioto than even to be 
loTed." 

Then a sudden blosh carne aU over her oheek and throati 
and she paused snddenly, ashamed ; as if some beauty of her 
form had been suddenly Isdn bare to cnríons eyes. 

** Gome and look I " she said, and touohed my hand with hers $ 
and it seemed to me as thongh flame bomt me ; and she went 
on a Uttle way across the chamber, and drew back a curtain of 
brocado with heavy fringes, and signed me to pass beneath it. 

Quite mechanicaUy and stupidly I followed her, and on the 
other side of the curtain I saw a loyely eight-sided yaulted room, 
like many of the palace rooms in our own Bome, and here there 
were marbles white and grey, and clay , and the tools of sculpture ; 
and the light was pouring in from a high casement that faced 
fhesea. 

" Look! " she said, and showed me a statue, only in the clay 
as yet, but yery beautiful. 

It would be difficult to teU where its infinite beauly lay. 

You can desoribe a picture, but not a statue. Marble is like 
musió : it can neyer be measnred or told of in words. What can 
any one know of the beauty of ihe Belyedexe Mevoury, who hai 
not looked up in its face? 
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This solitary figure was Love ; but the loveliest and nobles! 
Love that ever human hand had fáshioned^ surpassing eyen the 
perfect Thespian Love of Borghese. All the passion of the whole 
world, and all the dreams of lovers^ and all the visions of heaven 
that haye eyer come to poets in their sleep^ were in the langour 
of its musing eyea, and in the smile of its closed lips. 

" What can all earth and all etemity bestow worth one hour 
that I giye?" this great Loye asked yon by a look. 

Yet the face was only the face of Hilarión; but that tace 
transfigured, as those eyes of hers which worshipped him beheld 
it ; unlike the face of any mortal ; — great as godhead, and glorious 
M the moming. 

I stood in sflence. 

I could haye struok the statue down, and cleft it from head 
to foot, as the false god it was. But then it was god to her. 

She looked at it« and then at me^ and sank upon a block of 
stone that stood there near^ ruffling back her dusky gold of 
eurls, and smiling, while the oamations fell out &om her bosom 
at Loye's feet 

"Lookl this he knows that I haye done, for he has seen it 
grow under my hands out of the mere moist earths ; and now he 
doea belieye. Look! you will tell Maryx. It is greater than 
anything I eyer did ; that I know; but it is because I look up 
in his face, and find it there. He is glad, because he knows 
that it is mine, and he says they will say, 'No girl's hand eyer 
made that.' What does it matter if they think so? he knows! 
and then when they say that it is beautiful, after all it will be 
him whom they praise, and if it should liye after me, long, long 
ages, like the Faun, people will not think of me, but only of 
him, and they will tell one another his ñame — ^not mine. And 
that is what I pray for always. Who can care for fEutne for one- 
self alone ? But to tell the world in all that Hereafter that one 
neyer will see, how beautiful was what we loyed, so that eyen 
when one is dead, one will seem to liye for them, and to serye 
them — that is almost like immortallty. Oh, the gods were good 
when they gaye me that power, for in all the other ages I shall 
be able to make men see what he is now, and all that he is 
to me ! " 

Then she laugned, a sweet little low laughter, the tears of an 
exceeding joy wet upon her eyelids all the while ; and she bent 
and kissed the feet of the statue. 

*' Maryx used to say that Loye killed Art," she murmured. 
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" Ton will tell him now— oh, how I pity hím, that he doos not 
know what love is ! " 

And softiy she kissed again the feet of her god. 

Tben, with a sudden flush over all her throat and bosom, for 
it was iinlike her to show any emotioni or to ponr forth thonght 
in open words, she sat still on the block of stone at the base of 
the Love, with dreaming sujffosed eyes and silent lips. 

" It Ttdll be in marble soon/' she said, after a space. " I shall 
carre it all with my own hands, no one shall tonch it in any 
line. I can 'hew the rocks/ yon know; Maryx was so good to 
teach me. This will be great, that I can feel; but then I have 
had only to look in his face." 

What coald I say to her? her innocence was so perfecta so 
perfect her joy and her pride ; and to speak to her of the world, 
and the ways of its men and its women, seemed like a yery 
blasphemy. 

And the statne was great 

Ferhaps she had only looked in his fEíce, bnt she had seen 
it throngh the greatness of her own passion, and of her own 
sonl. 

She rose qnickly and pnt ont her hand. 

" Come away ; he does not wish it to be seen ; not yei" 

I did not take her hand. 

" He is yonr only law ! " I said, and stopped, for how oonld 
I say to her all that consnmed my heart ? 

She looked at me in snrprisa 

"I do not know that any one else eyen lives," she said, 
simply. 

It was qnite trae, no donbi 

A great loye is an absoluto isolation, and an absolnte absorp- 
tion. Nothing liyes or moyes or breathes, saye one life : for one 
life alone the snn rises and sets, the seasons reyolye, the donds 
bear rain, and the stars ride on high ; the multitudes around 
cease to ezist, or seem but ghostly shades ; of all the sounds of 
earth there is but one yoice audible; all past ages haye been 
but the herald of one soul; all eternity can be but its heritage 
alona 

Oh, children of the world, what know yon of such loye ? — ^no 
more than the blind worm creeping to its fellow knows of ihe 
moming glory of the day. 
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OHAPTER XXIV. 

1 0IOOD by the base oí the statne, and gazed stíll stapidly npoa» 
ber. Her eyes were ahining, sweet, and tender, and abstracted, 
Ihtongb the glad tears that were npon their lacees. 

Whateyer else be bad done baaely, be bad made ber bappy — 
asyet. 

Ferbaps abe was rigbt : for a few bonrs of joy one owes the 
debt of years, and abonld giye a pardon wide and deep as the 
deepsea. 

This Loye wbich abe bad made m bis likeness, the tyrant 
and oompeller of the world, was to ber as the ángel whieb bringa 
perfect dreams, and lets tiie tired sleeper visit beaven ; — ^wbo 
oonld tell ber tiíat ber god was bnt a tbing of olay? Not I; not 
L And yet I coold haré wept witb yery tears of blood. Sbe 
dropped the cnrtain, and carne and stood by me. 

** Ton will not come away ? " sbe said. " Well, nerer mind, 
h does not matter for yon to see it; yon will go bome and tell 
Maryz. Tell bim that, if I seem tbankless, I have not forgotten 
all bis noble lessons. Yon will wait witb me; stay all day ? In 
half an bonr be will be back, and be will be so glad to see yoa : 
oh, that I am sure " 

''Hewillbebacksoon?" I felt for the knife nndemeath my 
shirt 

''Yes; be bad only gone to bis boat— that pretty ship that ú 
in the barbonr." 
/' The ship witb the wbitesails? Iknow, Iknow!^ 

I laugbed aloud: sbe looked at me snrprised, and in a 
littlefear. 

''And wben the ship sails away withont yon?** I said, 
bmtally, and langhing still, becanse the mention of the sobooner 
bad bioken the bonds of the silence that bad held me against 
my will half paralysed, and I seemed to be again npon the 
Tyrrbene shore, seeíng the white sail fEule against the sky. 
"And wben that ship sails without yon? The day will coma 
It always comes. Yon are my Ariadné; yet yon forget Naxosl 
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Oh, the day wíH come! yon will kiss ihe feet oí yonr idol then, 
and they will not stay ; they will go away, away, away, and üiey 
will not tarry for yonr prayers or yonr tears — ay« it is always 
60. Two love, and one tires. And yon know nothing of ihat ; 
yon who wonld hayo love immortal 1 " 

And I langhed again, for it seemed to me so horrible, and I 
washalf mad. 

No donbt it wonld haye been kinder had I stmck my knife 
4own into her breast with the words nnspoken. 

All shade of colonr forsook her tone, only the soft aznre of 
the yeins remained, and changed to an ashen grey. She shook 
with a sudden shiyer from head to foot as the ñame she hated, 
the ñame of Ariadné, fell upon her ear. The icebolt had fallen 
in her paradise. A scared and terrible fear dilated her eyes 
that opened wide in the amaze of some suddenly stricken 
creatnre. 

"And when he leayes yon?" I said, with cmel iteration. 
'* Do yon remember what yon told me once of the woman by the 
marshes by the sea, who had nothing left by which to remember 
loye saye wonnds that neyer healed? That is all his loye wiU 
leaye yon by-and-by." 

"Ah, neyer I" 

She spoke rather to herself than me. The terror was fiíding 
ont of her eyes, the blood retuming to her face; she was in the 
Bweet bewildered trance of that blind faith which goes whereyer 
it is led, and neyer asks the end ñor dreads the feíte. Her loye 
was deathless : how conld she know that his was mortal? 

" Yon are crnel/' she said, with her month qoiyering, bnt 
the cid soft, grand courage in her eyes. " We are together for 
eyer; hehassaidso. Bnt eyen if— if— I only remembered him, 
by wonnds, what wonld that change in mel He wonld have 
loyed me. If he wonld wish to wonnd me, so he shonld. I am 
his own as the dogs are. Think ! — ^he looked at me, and all the 
world grew beantifnl ; he tonched me, and I was happy — I, who 
neyer had been happy in my life. Yon look at me strangely; 
yon speak harshly; why? I nsed to think, surely yon wonld 
beglad " 

I gripped my knife and enrsed him in my sonL 

How oonld one say to her the thing that he had made her in 
man's and woman's sight? 

" I thonght yon wonld be glad," she said, wistfnlly, ** and I 
wonld haye told yon long ago— myiselt I do not know why yon 
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should look 80. Ferhaps you are angered beoanse I seemed 
nngratefal to yon and Maryx? Ferhaps I was so. I haye no 
thought — only of him. Wliat he wished, that I did. Even 
Borne itself was for me nothing, and the gods — there is only one 
for me ; and he is with me always. And I think the serpents 
and the apes are gone for ever from the tree, and he only hears 
the nightingales — ^now. He tells me so often ; very often. Do 
you remember I nsed to dream of greatness for myself-— ah« 
what does it matter? I want nothing now. When he looks at 
me, the gods themselyes could give me nothing more." 

And the sweet tranquil radiance came back into her eyes» 
and her thonghts wandered into the memorias of this perfect 
passion which possessed her, and she forgot that I was there. 

My throat was choking ; my eyes felt blind ; my tongue clove 
to my mouth. I, who knew what that end woold be as snrely 
as I knew the day then shining wonld sink into the earth, I was 
dTunb like a brute beast : I, who had gone to take his Ufe ! 

Before this love whioh knew nothing of the laws of mankmd, 
how poor and trite and trivial looked those laws ! What conld 
I daré to say to her of shame? Ah ! if it had only been for any 
other's sake ! But he, — ^perhaps he did not lie to her; perhaps 
he did only hear the nightingales with her beside him ; but how 
soon their song wonld pall upon his ear ; how soon wonld he 
sigh for the poisonoos kiss of the serpents 1 I knew 1 I knew ! 

I stood heart-broken in the warm light that was falling 
throngh the casement and streaming towards her faca What 
conld I say to her ? Men harder and stemer, and snrer in eyery 
way of their own jndgment than I was of mine, no doubt wonld 
hayo shaken her with harsh hands from that dream in which 
she had wandered to her own destmction. 

No doubt, a stemer moralist than I would hayo had no pity, 
and would hayo hurled on her all the weight of those bitter 
truths of which she was so ignorant ; would have shown her 
that pit of earthly scom upon whose brink she stood; would 
haye tom down all that perfect credulous faith of hers which 
could haye no longer life ñor any more lasting root than the 
flowering creeper bom of a summer's sun, and gorgeous as the 
sunset's hues, and clinging about a ruin mantling decay. Oh 
yes, no doubí But I am only weak, and of little wisdom, and 
neyer certain that the laws and ways of the world are just, and 
never capable of long giying pain to any harmless creature, least 
of all to her. 
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She seexned to ronse herself with effort to remember I was 
there^ and tnmed on me her eyes that were sii£fiused and dreamr 
ful with happiness^ like a young child's with sleep. 

" I mnst have seemed so thankless to yon : yon were so yeiy 
good to me/' she said, with that serions sweetness of her rare 
smile that I had nsed to watoh fot, as an oíd dog watohes for his 
yonng owner's — an oíd dog that is nsed to be forgotten, but does 
not himself forget, thongh he is oíd. " I mnst haye seemed so 
thankless ; bnt he bade me be silent, and I have no law bnt him. 
After that night when we walked in Nero's fíelds^ and I went 
home and leamed he loved me ;— do yon not see I forgot that 
there was any one in all the world except himself and me? It 
mnst always be so— at least, so I think. Oh, how trne that 
poem was 1 Do yon remember how he read it that night after 
Mozart, amongst the roses, by the fíre ? What nse was endless 
life, and all the lore of the spirits and the seers, to Sospitra? I 
was like Sospitra, till he came ; always thinking of the stars and 
the heayens, in the desert, all alone, and always wishing for Ufe 
etemal, when it is only life togetlier that is worth a wish or a 
prayer. Bnt why do yon look at me so ? Perhaps yon do not 
nnderstand ? Perhaps I am selfísh." 

This was all that it seemed to her : that I did not nnderstand. 
Oonld she see the tears of blood that welled np in my eyes ? conld 
she see the blank despair that blinded my sight ? conld she see 
the frozen hand that I felt clntching at my heart and bennmbing 
it? I did not nnderstand : that was all that it seemed to her. 

She was my Ariadné, bom again to snfíer the same fate. I 
saw the fntnre : she conld not I knew that he wonld leaye her« 
as snrely as the night sncceeds the day. I knew that his 
passion— if passion indeed it were, and not only the mere com- 
mon yanity of snbjngation and possession — ^wonld pall on him 
and fade ont, little by little, as the stars feule ont of the grey 
moming skies. I knew, bnt I had not the conrage to tell her. 

Men were fiEdthfol only to the fúthless. But what conld she 
know of this ? 

" Thinking of the stars and of the heayens in the desert all 
alone ! Yes ! " I cried ; and the bonds of my silence were nn- 
loosed, and the words mshed from my lips like a torrent from 
between the hills. 

** Yes, and neyer to see the stars any more, and to lose for 
eyer the peaoe of the desert— that yon think is gain ! Oh, my 
dearl whatcanlsay toyon? Whatcanlsay? Yonwillnot 
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beliere if I tell yon. I shall seem a liar, and a prophefc ni ÍUae 
woe. I shall curse when I wonld bless. What can I aay to 
yon ? Athene watched over yon. Yon were of those who dwéQ 
alone, bnt whom the gods are with. Yon had the cine and the 
sword, and they are nothing to yon ; yon loóse them both at hk 
word, at the mere Ireath of his lips, and know no god bnt íúb 
idle law, that shifhs as the wind of the sea. And yon connt tfaat 
gaint Oh, jnstHeayenl Oh, my dear, my heart is broken; 
how can I tell yon? One mstn loved yon who was great and 
good, to whom yon were a sacred thing, who wonld have lifted 
yon np in heaven, and never have tonched too ronghly a sing^ 
hair of yonr head ; and yon saw him no more than the ytatj 
earth that yon trod : he was less to yon than the marbles he 
wronghtin; andhesnffers; and what do yon care ? Ton haré 
had the greatest wrong that a woman can have, and yon think 
ñ the greatest good, the sweetest gift I He has tom yonr wboie 
life down as a cmel hand tears a rose in the moming light ; and 
yon rejoicel For what do yon know ? He will kill yonr sonl, 
and still yon will kiss his hand. Some women are so. When he 
leayes yon, what will yon do? For yon, there will only be 
death. The weak are consoled, bnt the strong neyer. What 
will yon do? What will yon do? Yon are like a child that 
onlls flowers at the edge of a snake's breeding pii He waked 
yon— yes 1— to send yon in a deeper sleep, blind and dnmb to 
eyerything bnt his wilL Nay, nay I that is not yonr &nli 
Loto does not come at will ; and of goodness it is not bom, ñor 
of gratitnde, ñor of any right or reason on the earth. Only that 
yon shonld have had no thonght of ns— no thonght at all— only 
of him by whom yonr min comes : that seems hard ! Ay, it ñ 
hard. Yon stood jnst so in my dream, and yon hesitated 
between the flower of passion and the flower of death. Ah, well 
might Love langh ; they grow on the same bongh ; Loto ¿iowb 
that Oh, my dear, my dear, I come too latel Look! He has 
done worse than mnrder, for that only kills the body ; bnt he 
has killed the sonl in yon. He will cmsh ont all that carne to 
yon from heayen; all yonr mind, and yonr hopes, and yonr 
dieams, and all the mystery in yon, that we poor half-dnmb foob 
cali genins, and that made the common daylight above yon foll 
of all beautifol shapes and yisions that onr dnller eyes conld nol 
see as yon went. He has done worse than mnrder, and I carne 
to take his lifa Ay, I wonld slay him now as I wonld strangle 
the snake in my path. And oven for tiiis I come too late. I 
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cannot do yon eyen this poor last seryioe 1 To strika hím dead 
wonld only be to sixike yoa too. I come too late 1 Take my 
knife, lest I áhonld see him— take it ;— till he leayes yoa I iríH 
waif 

I drew the fine, thin blade acrosB my knee, and broke ñ in 
two pieces^ and thiew the two halyes at her feet 

Then I torned withont lookÍDg once at her, and went away. 

I do not know how the day waned and passed ; the skiea 
seemed red with fire, and the cúials with blood. I do not know 
how I foond my road oyer the marble fioors and ont into the air. 
I only remember that I felt my way ¿Bebly with my handa, as 
thoogh the golden snnlight were all darkneBB, and that I gioped 
my way down the steps and ont nnder an aní^e of the masonry , 
Btaring stnpidly apon the gliding watera. 

I do not know whether a mínate had gone by, or many 
hoors, when scmie shiyering senae of soimd made me look ap at 
the caaement aboye, a hi^ yast caaement fretted with dasky 
gold and many coloors, and all kinds of scnlptored stone. The 
son was making a glory as of jewelB on its painted panea. Some 
of them weze open; I coold see within the chamber Hüarion'a 
Dúr and delicate head^and his face drooped with a soft smil& I 
coold see her with all her loyeliness meltíng, as it were, into his 
embrace, and see her month meet his. 

If I had not broken the steel 1 

I rose from the stones and corsed them, and departed firom 
the place as the moon rose. 
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Whxv i went back to my place by Ponte Sisto, I think the Faon 
in the foontain was dead or gone. I neyer heard him any more ; 
I neyer haye heard him eyer again. 

IsNataiekíndorcrael? Whocantell? 

The oydoDe oomes, or the earthqoake ; the great waye rises 
and swallows the dties and the yillages, and goes back whence 
it oame ; the earth yawns and deyoors the pretty towns and tho 
aleeping ohüdren, the gardens where the loyers were sitting, and 
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the ohTiTohes wbere women prayod, uiil then the moraai driee 

np und the gulf nnitea again. Mon buiid afrosh, and the grasa 
grows, and the troes, and all the flonering Beasons come back as 
of oíd. But tha deftd are dead : Eothing changes that 1 

Aa it Í8 witb the oarth, eo it ia with oor life; onr own poor, 
ahort, little life, that íb atl we oan really cali onr own. 

Cálamities ehatter, and de.'ípair engalfs it ; and ;et after a 
time the ohaam eeame to closu ; the storm wave Keems to roU 
bnck; the leaves and the grass retnrn; and ve niake new 
dwellingB. That íe, the daily wa;s of living are roEnmed, and 
the common trícka of oni epeech and act are as the; used to be 
bc'fors disastei come npon ua. Tben mse poople say, he of ahe 
haa " gol over it." Alas, alas ! the dxowned ohildren wfll not 
come back to ns ; the love that was atnick down, the piayer 
that waa süenced, the altar that waa niined, the gardea that waa 
rovisbed. they are all gona for ever, — for ever, — for eyer ! Tet 
ws live ; becaose gríef does not always kill, and often dees not 
epeak. 

I went back to my stall, and to Palés, beoauBo habit is strong 
Dnd I waa oíd. 

The people apnred me, and asfced few (incslions. There íg 
more kindneas than we thínk in human nature ; at least wfaen 
it has nothing to gain bj being otboiH'ise tlian kind. 

And I began to atit^ leather, though all around me aaemed 
to have grutvu gcnj and black, and the volcea of the merry 
crowda hnrt me aa a finger bnrts, that lightly and ronghlj- 
toucbes a deep womid. It is hard for us wlion we shrink from 
the iunocent laughtor of olhers, aud when the cloudy day seems 
kiiider than the aunehiue. 

I Bhnt the ahntters of my window that looked apon the 
ríver, and looked the door of the chambor. It aeemod to me 
occursed. 

From the moment that Maryx and I aaw the aofl f^ainat the 
sky, whjte as a gull's wing — the a il that should have been sable 
na the night— no word passed hia lips or mine to raio anothei-. 
He wonld not apeak. I dared not There are some wiongs, 
some griete, ao dirá that yon caimot put words to them. 

When, timtdly, after many d ja, I ventured np throagh the 
aloee and the myrtle to bis hoiise, being a&aid of what I had 
eeen npon bis face that day by the sea-shore, I saw in the firat 
ohamber a statne threwn down, broken and beadleaa ¡ the head 
waa oiHy a little monnd of whít and grey marbie dnat. 
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The oíd man, Ginlio, carne and stood by me. Tears rollad 
down his clieek& I enviad them. 

"My master did that," he said; ''did it the night he re- 
tnmad. He strnck it down with a mallat, blow after blow. 
The baantífal thing I It saemed like a mnrdar." 

The statne was what had been the Nausicaa's. I tnnied 
away, I dared not ask for him. 

" He works as nsual/' said Ginlio. 

The litüe oLd biown woman tottered in, more than eyer lika 
a dnll dnsky leaf that a breeze blows abont feebly. She shook 
me gently^ and pointed to the fEÜlen marble. 

"It is as I told yon it woold be; the marble has killed him," 
said his mother. "Yes; he works, he breathes, he moyas, he 
spaaka There is nothing to see, perhaps— not for others; bnt 
ha is dead for all that I am his mother, and I know ** 

I crept away sick, as with some remorse, and fealing as 
.hongh gnilty of some heayy sin. Why had I maddlad with 
Fortune, the maker and mocker of men? Why had I dared to 
compal Fate that day when he had pansed by me to take np the 
WinglessLoye? 

What was my grief beside his? and what my wrong? All 
tha graat gifbs of his great sool he had given ; and thay had 
baan nnconnted, and wasted, like water spilled npon the gronnd. 

I crept throngh the myrtlas downward, away from the honse 
whare the statne lay shattered. The earliest of the nightingalas 
of the year was beginning her lay in some leafy coyart hard by, 
but neyer wonld he hear mnsio in thair piping again ; nayer, 
nevar : any more than I shonld hear the song of the Fann in 
the foontaín. 

For the song that we hear with onr ears is only the song 
that is snng in our hearts. 

And his heart, I knew, wonld be for ever empty and silente 
like a temple that has been bnmad with fira, and left standing, 
pitiful and terrible, in mockery of a lost religión^ and of a for- 
jen god. 
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I 



Thi montliB wore cm; those coloorlesa, long, eTow-footed pftcm 
of time, fiú heavy as they pass, so áead & blank to rcmember and 
try to nnmber, which all men and aU women know tuto whoee 
tife has oome ñuj great griof ; Bpfi4»s of time where one Uves 
and movee, and eats and drinkB, and eleepa, a7, and eren may 
langh perbaps (heaven belp one I), and yet all tlie nhile, as the 
mother of Harjx aaid, one ¡s deiid — qnite dead — for an; pulse 
of real bright life that beata ín na. 

" What is alie to yon? " my good friends of Ibe Bione said. 
" Onij a fltrny girl, come and gone — no more ; have reason." 

Ay, truly slio was no more to me, and yet sbe had iaken 
with ber all the gladness I had had and all the peaoe; and 
when I sot Btitching ioather for oíd Borne the worid seemed very 
dark. 

I lemained fettered, as the poor are fetteied, hond and foot 
to the Boil by poverty. 

I had so other Hermee to selL 

I stajed bj my Btall, atitching and seeing nothíng that I did, 
and doing my work eo iU that people were angry and began to 
foisake me entirely. Those very pc>or foLks whoee sondáis and 
ahoea I liad alwaya cobbled for nothing bat good-will being the 
ñrat and loudeat to say that I was parblínd. 

It did not matter very mnch; I wanted so very Jittle for 
myaelf, and I oonld alwaya get enoagh food for tbo dog, any 
day, from Fippo'a stove; only, all the peaoe of my ehnple life 
was gone, and gone for ever. It aeems hard when one does no 
wroi^!, and haa no envy or ill-feeling of any kind, and only 
takea deligbt ín the mere open aii and the mere morement of 
Ufe, and the charm of the arte and the innocent myBteiies oÍ 
atndy and anüqoity — it Beems hard, I say, wben these things 
ore one'B joy and can bnrt no one, to have all one's pleaann in 
tbem daahed ont of one's keeping like a alender glaas that is 
shivered on the groond. 

It aeems hanL 
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Bat I tried to think fhat it did not matter. I was old^ and 
tt was OQly dying a littie befoie my time to hayo the days be- 
oome so grey and empty, and the sky seem only a hollow gonrd, 
and the tzonble of bírtii and of death feel too great íat the 
shorts sad, hnrried, impotent handfol of years that dhride the 
two; and I stayed on at my stall, and the foimtain was only 
a confosed and tíresome sonnd, and the hastening of the people^ 
feet oyer the bridge seemed ciuel-^why did they basten when 
mine oonld not? — and all I sat thinking of was of my dieam 
in Borghese that sommer noon when the white statues had 
awakened and spcdien. 

It was only a dream. No, of conrse ; it was only a dream. 
Ofken I went theze^ and woñld haye called to Ihem to haye 
meroy; bat they were only marble; the beautifal Thespiaa 
Loye was mate as stone^and the Boman woman on her bíer 
kept the flowers of obliyion cióse folded in her hands and woold 
not yield them. 

It had been only a dream ; only a dream. 

''Oh, Godl most she sofEer ios that? " I oried always in my 
heart ; and wandered Bome stapidly ; and, if a son can hate bis 
mother most reyered, almost I hated the stones of Bome. For 
I was snre that Hilarión had left, or woald leaye, her; and who 
ooald tell whether she were liying or dead? 

They who liye after Naxos are base; and she was holy as any 
creatare sleeping in a yirgin martyr's tomb in the womb of the 
earth, onder the dty, laid to rest in the hope of Ohrist. 

Ah^ yes! for a great love is a great holiness. Te fools and 
pharisees haye said otherwise, becanse it is as fEur beyond yon 
as the stars of the ni^t. 

Borne itself seemed to me to shriyel and grow small, lying in 
the cirole of the moontains dead as the nymph Ganens had lain 
dead by Tiber's sida 

Sometimes I wonld dimb np the winding road, and stand 
onder the cedars, and look at the sea from the heights aboye the 
dty, and wish and wish 

Bnt I was oíd and poor. 

Palés and I conld only look till the bine gleam foded into 
tlie dnsk of night, and go back wearily with onr heads drooped 
to onr comer 1^ the foontain, the fonntain in whioh there was 
no mnác for ns now, bnt only the noisy gnshing of water rest» 
lesa to escape, and the sharp ring of the women's brazen jar& 

Sometimes I woold go and stand before my lost Hermes. 
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" That WB8 mine once," I Baid to B etranger who nae callir> 
it moEt loTuly where it Btóod on the moeaío floore, bathed íd tbe 
Honlight. 

He looked &t me in contempt, and wetit and spoke to oae ol 
tbe Swiss goards, thinkiiig me mad or drank, no doubL 

I never dared, I have said, to same ber to Marjx — 
There waa a look on bis face when I passed him bf in tbe 
atreets tiíat daunted one into fear and sileuca. 

Bnt one nigbt after eeveral monthB, I cune apon hito 
Budcloiily in the dead silence of the Flavian amphitheatre. 

It vas midiijght acd moonlight: the plants tbat then grew 
like a green wreath in the trareitine stood ont clear in ever; 
Btem osd leaf ngainst the cold bine light of the skiee; the water 
glistened in the underground cells ; the newt ran and the load 
sqnatted in the seaC of empeiore, 

I know not wbat in the silence and tbe aolemnit; of the 
awful place opened my lips. Stopping him, as be wonld bave 
poBsed me, we two alone in the víist epace, I told bím all that I 
had seen at Venioe, and all that I had gone thither tneaning 
todo. 

He fihrank with an irrepiesaible gestnre at the ñrst woíd, M 
a man shrinke when a nerve in his fleáb ia laid bare; then be 
Btood Btill and heard me to the end. 

He waB a veij proud man, and he had ne^er said to ber, or 
to me, or to any one, that he had loved ber. 

He heard me in patience to the end; then he said alowly, 
with the palenesH of a great suppreased emotion on hia &ce. 

" Tee ; if one eould strike blm without striking ber, do yon 
think I would bavo Jet bim livo a day? Not that we tütTe any 
right — yon and I. We are notbing to hotl Ton foiget. We 
never bad any buid on ber — not even aa her friends. Ws gave 
ber all we bad to givc; it countod notbing; tbat was not onr 
fault, ñor bers. We miesod tbe way, be fonnd it." 

'ñon be waa silent 

He had fouud ¡t; yes, he who fonnd it witbont eSbrt, coat, 
or saorifice, and woiild tum aside from it when another path 
begoilod him, as casily as a cbild rons a little way tbrongh tbe 
daiaiee in a floworing meadow and then tires of it, he knows not 
why, and thiows Jiis gathered biosBoms down, and runa away! 

Maryx looked np at the skiea where the mooa wae eailing 
high in a olear space where tbe Btona-wreath of tiie clonds had 
puted and ten it bee. 
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As its light fell on his featui^es, one saw how aged tliey were 
and wom, with all the bold and noble cast of them fEíiigaed 
and hardened, and their Unes deepened like the ohannel of a 
ríver after a heayy flood. He had suffered yery terríbly; ihis 
man who had owned to no snffering save snoh as ihe rathless 
blows of his mallet on his own marble had shown when he had 
shattered the Nansicaa. 

It was all still abont ns. The mighty place was in deep 
shadow. The staiíons of Ohrist were blaoker than all the rest^ 
and the cross in the midst was shrouded in gloom, as thongh it 
were the very honr of the Orncifízion. 

Maryx, whose hand leaned on it, shook it with the foroe of a 
sndden shudder that ran throngh him. 

" We must waii When he leaves her, then ** 

The Cross of Ghrist has been called in witness of many an 
oath of yengeance, bnt it never heard one more jnst than the 
one that was then swom mutely by it. 

He waited — ^that was all. Yengeance only demands a long 
patience. 

And I— remembenng— felt that he wonld haye few yeare to 
wait 
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So the months passed by and became years, falfílling thehr conrse 
with that terrible speed which sows the earth so thiok with 
grayes. 

I stitched on f or the people of Bome, and the people said " He 
growB oíd ; he has no sport in him ; let him be ; " and yery often 
therefore passed me by to hurry to another stall before the oíd 
stone month of Tmth, where there was a newly-come oobbler of 
leather who had a yery comical wit and had yery cheap prioes; 
I do not know whether his work wore well. Batí made enongh 
to Uve on and get bread for Palés. That snfficed. 

Yery often I would go and look at my lost Hermes in the 
gallery of the Yatican. I might as well neyer haye sold him ; 
bot we know eyerything too late. 
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And when the gaping foreign crowds, ftll frothj talk, and not 
ft ihred of knowledge or of reverence ainidst them, itathered 
tonnd tlie pedestal he etood on, and proised bim, I mnted to orj 
ont to them, " Stand tieide, ye toóle — ha Íb mine." 

Bnt he was not mine any mora. 

SometJmes I nsed to wondcr, woald she be sm? if sha knew 
that I had lost him ? 

Bnt no donbt ho was better there, and more fittingl; in place 
with the Júpiter Anxnr ín the palace of the Pope. I had nerer 
been great enongh fot him ; I had onl; lored hün, and what nae 
U that? 

Time wore avay, I aaj, and took the daya and the weeks and 
the months, and Eome was Bwept with the by-winda of winter 
and scorohed with the eand-hlast^ of the Ennuner, andita traver- 
tine and ita porphyry, and its oíd brick that has the hnefl of 
porphyry, were trnnsflgnred into matchleee glory with every son 
that set ; and my Aríadné carne thither no more. 

Where was she ? I knew not She whs not forsaken, Bince 
Haryx Btoyed on in the city always, and I knew well tíiat he 
wonid not foi^et that nnnttered oath by the Crosa. 

He was shnt for eveí in bis room at work, they said. To 017 
flight, all thegreatnosshadgoneont ofhiswork. Bnt tbeworld 
did not eee thia. Before a great fatne tho world ie a myopo. 

The onnuing of his hand, and the forcé of it, and the groce, 
were aU there (« of oíd, of couree ; for the consnmmate artiat, by 
long mastery of his art, doce acquire at last what ia ahnost 
a mechajúoal aptitade, and can soaicely do ill, so far as mere 
fonn goea, even working with blind eyes. Bnt the sonl of all art 
liee in the artist'e own delipht in it ; and that was now laoking 
for erer in his. These thii^ that he created had no joy for 
htni. 

Men and womon, loeing the thJng they love, lose mnoh, bnt 
the artist loses far more; for himareslanghtercd all thechildren 
of bis dreams, and from him aie dríron olí the &ii companions 
of his Boütnde. 

Maryx laboured by day and hy night in his honse apon the 
Oolden Hil! ; bnt it was iabour, it wos no more creation. and 
the dolight of creation. He worfced from habit, from príde, to 
wiTO himself perhaps from madneas; íbr there is no Mend or 
physioian like worfc ; but his oíd mothar had Baid rightiy — he 
was like a dead man. He had never spoken any word lo me oí 
Gioja aince that m'ght in the amphitheatre. Indeed, I saw him 
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bnt séldoiiL I felt fhat my presenoe was pain to him, and I felt 
remoise. Why had I oompelled Fortune and bronght this otü 
apon himmtbenüdstofhislofty^peaGefiü, and Tíctoríons Ufe? 
We are sorry meddlers, and play with Fate too mnch. 

He had nerer leproaohed me ; bnt for that Tery forbearance 
my own conscienoe bnt rebnked me the more. 

Qne day I met him in the park of the Fámfili Doria : they 
are lerj grand ana lotely, theae woods^with theirslopesof grasa 
that are like the moorlands of the north^ and tíieir oíd gnarled 
oaks^ and their onpnrpled hoards of TÍolets, that are so many 
that yon cannot tread there a step in winter withont cmshing 
half a hnndred little firagrant hooded heads. 

I had gone on an errand with a gardener's hobnailed shoes ; 
he was walking against the wind, as man walk who wonld escape 
from ghosts that wiU keep pace with them, ghosts that the son- 
light never scares away. 

Ha áhnost strock against me as he passed, and^ pansing, 
recognÍ8edm& 

It was twilight in a wintry eve; the sea-breeze wassweeping 
Keen and oold throngh the branches of the pinos ; the swans and 
tho statnes by the water's edge looked chill and shadowy ; the 
bold nplands of the shelving turf were crisp with glistening 
frost ; the owls were hooting. 

He looked at me in the sad twilight which lasts bnt sach 
a little moment here in Bome. 

"It i8 yon I ** he said with a gentle Toice. '' My oíd fríend, 
haye I been n^lectfol of yon or nnkind? I haré not seen yon 
for so IcDg. Bnt if there be anything yon ever want of me " 

''Naj« there is nothing/' I said to him. " And we only hnrt 
oneanother. Webothare waiting— — " 

Then I stc^ped, afraid that I shoold wonnd him ; for he was 
yery piond in some things. 

''Gome borne with me now," he said abmptly^ ü&ing no 
notíoe of my last words. " Gome home with ma Yon shall see 
my work. Bome holds no better crític.'' 

Then he tnmed, and we went downwards throngh the park, 
nnder the bfoad branches of the ilexes^ and the owls flapped in 
oor &oes, and the darkness fell, and the swans went off tht 
water to their nests amongst the reeds ; and we walked togethei 
throngh the gates and to bis own honse, which was not fiftr 
distante and; where I had nersr been since the day that I had 
seen the oopy of the Nansicaa shattered on the floor. 



^ 



asudnS. 

Ths place was aliDost dark. We enterad his atndio and he 

Btruck a light, and I bogan to see tho giimmer of the marbles 
•lid tbe plaster's whiteDoes. We hod waiked quite in süenoe, 
ffhat oould we saj to ono another, he and I? 

He drew tbe ehroudíng olotbs off a great groap, uid the 
jjgbts (rom above fell on it 

ItB nome matters nothing; it stands to-day befóte the senate- 
house of a gr«it nation ; ¡t was a compoaitioa from the heroio 
ages. It was majestíc, piire, and aolcmn; there waa not a Mae 
line in it ñor a weak one ; it had tho coosummate ease and 
■trengtb tLat only the traiued hatid of a perfect mastei oan 
:ominftiid; yat 

Whnt was lacMng in it ? 

It waa hard to tell. But it was lifoless. It was work, 
cnmposition, not art. It was like a dead bod; &om whioh the 
eool faos fled. I looked at it in silence. 

" Well ? " he asked, and watched ra; &ca Then, beíi:a% I 
cwnid meaBiire mj words to tell the tmtli, yet Teü it, he, scan- 
niug my £ace, read my mind and cost tbe clotbs baok agaín and 
laughed aload; a laiigh tbat I con hear still when I dt and 
think and the night la quiet. 

" Ab, it does not deceíva yon any more than me! Yon see 
ít arigbt. It is impOEtnre. It will cheat the world. It cannot 
cheat yon or me. It is a lie. Look at it ¡ it ia the 6iEt thing 
I ever sold to auy man that has no shodow of myBelf pnt into it, 
no boauty in my sight, no preciousnesa or gladnesa for me, no 
tbougbt or BDol of mine blent with it to make it as stiong and 
holy os a man's labours can be. It ia a lie. It is not art ¡ it is 
cold, hard, joyless, meosiued, mechanicai— like any stone crea- 
ture that the copjiflt sita and chipa from some ploster model of 
the galleríes, and üalls a godl I always thought so, felt so. 
Who knows our work bb we, the makers, do? And now I am 
certain, looking on your face. Uush I Do not speak. Tell me 
DO lies. The thing is lie enough." 

It was of no use to Baek to foiat on him the empty phrases 
of an artificial compliment ; he would have eeen thiough tbero 
and deapiaed me. 

Tbe light from above fell on the half-sbrouded gionp and 
on bis face; his eyes had a terrible anguiah in them, anch as 
one conld picture in a woimded hon'a that feeis hia mighty 
■tiongth ebbing away and cannot tiee agam 
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The lamp that he held he dashed apon the flocnr¿ the flame 
was eztingaished on the stone. 

"Look at that lightl " he said. "A moment, less than a 
momento and it is qaenohed— jost falling ; that is the light in 
US, who think onrselves the light of the world. One blow, and 
we are in darkness for ever. We make Zeas in rage^ and Ohríst 
with pity ; we shonld make them both only laaghing ; any god 
most langh. Look 1 men have called me great, and strongei 
than most of them I may haye been ; and they will go on calling 
me great and great eveiything that I do, sheerly £rom habit's 
sake, and the forcé of memories, and the imitation of nombers. 
Bnt for me, I know yery well I shall never be great any more. 
The cunning may stay in my hand, bnt the soal is gone ont of 
my body, and the art in me is dead. I am an artist no more. 
No more I** 

He was silent a little while, gazing ont throngh the nn- 
shnttered Windows into the starless night ; the quenched lamp 
lay at his feei 

" Look 1 " he said snddenly, all the long-imprisoned sofTering 
of so many months of silence breaking loóse ,like a river long 
pent np and breaking its banks. " Look I From a little lad, all 
I cared for was art Going behind my mole over the stony 
groond, I saw only the images I had seen in the ohorches and 
the feMses of the gods and the saints. Starving and homeless in 
París, I was happy as a bird of the air, becaose the day showed 
me beantifal shapes, and by night in sleep I saw lovelier still. 
When fame oame to me, and the praises of men and thoir 
tríomphs, I was glad becaose by snoh means I conld gire my 
years to the stndies I loved, and the visions of my brain in 
palpable form to the people. Never once was I proud with the 
pride of a fool : bnt I was glad— ah, Gk)d ! I was glad. The 
stabbom stone obeyed \ie, sabmissiye as a slaye ; I delighted in 
my strength ; I knew my mastery ; my laboor was beantifal to 
me, and waking I thonght of it and went to it as to the sweetest 
mistress that conld smile on earth. When one loyes an art, it 
ts the loTe of the creator and of the ofispring both in one; it is 
the joy of the lover and of the child ; when it fails ns, what 
can the whole world give? And now in me it is dead — dead — 
dead. I care for the marble no more than the workman that 
hews it for daily bread. It says nothing to me now. It is blank 
and cold, and I oorse it. I shall neyer make it speak any more. 
I am paHed before I am oldl*' 
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ThOD bis hecid diooped npou his breast ; he drapped down 
•a the benoh beaide him, and covered híB face with hig banda. 

Ee hod forgotten that I was there. 

I went &WB7 iu Büonoe nnd left him, not to see s great man 
weep. 

What comfort could one give to him ? 

Veril; the soolptoia of tbe Greeks were right. Lava barna 
np theeooL 
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i)AY8 sai weekB and months went bj, for time deTonre so bst. 
U waa again foll enmmer — the fierra fair smumer of the soath, 
uiid I was Bitting Tacontlj one night by the Btall, with the lamp 
swingmg OH ibs coid above m; head, anil the din of the laoghter, 
aiid the swifih of the oars iu the water, and the hght low ohoidA 
of the twanging gnitars, and tho merr; at«ps of the yooog meo 
and maidens on the brídge, aJl souuding disoordaut and haleful 
uD m; eare, as the; had alwa^a in the oíd time sonnded weloome 
and mnaical ; and this, I do thiak, aa 1 have eaid befare, is one 
rí the unkindeat thinga of eoirow, that ít mokas na almost loatbe 
tbe gay and innocent mirth of othera. 

1 was Bitting 80, 1 Bay, with tlie moonligiit alt Bilvety aboat 
my feot, and the people aronnd me dancing our beantiful native 
enltarollo, that, BÍnce the foreiguera haré come in such shoats, 
001 lads and lassea have grown ahnost aahamed of, leaming to 
jig and jnmp inatead, with no more grace than the Btranger from 
Oíer Bea : tbr want of grace is progresa too, it seema. And now, 
bf.ing anmmer, there were no foreignera to look on and mak» 
them blnsh for being graceful, so they danced that perfeot danoe 
in the space betwist the fountain and the street, and I sat aloof 
and weary in the moonlight, with tbe sound of the tambourinM 
thumping throngh my brain. 

Buddenlj a hand fell on my ahonlder. It waa that of Maryx. 

" 1 am going away. Here I ehall lose my brain before I loas 
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my life. When one is strong, one does not die. Yon have seeii 
—I am like a paralytio. Perhaps trayel may do sometiiiiig. 
Toa will not speak of me. Go and yisit my mother. I shall be 
away till I fed some fiorce to wark^ or nntü ** 

He did not end his phrase, bnt I nnderstood it as it stood. 
He meant nntü he heard that she had been forsáken. I conkl 
say nothing to him. I knew that he was no longer himself. 

He looked at my Apollo Sandaliarins, the little white fígnie 
that he had senlptnied in the days of his yonth, when he had 
been a Instrons-eyed, eager-Iimbed lad, fiUed witii a noble and 
bnpyant íeryonr of life, and that ñúth in his om. strength whioh 
campéis the destíny it crayes. 

A great angnish carne into his eyes. 

''Ahí to go back fíye and twenty yean;— who wonld not 
giye his Tery sonl to do itl Well, I haye all I wished for then; 
and what nse is it?** 

Then, as if ashamed, he pansed, and added, in a colder, 
cahner ya»e, — 

''I cannot tell where I may go— the east, most likely. 
Comfort my mother. Toa are a good man. Farewell, my 
friend.'' 

He pcessed my hand, and left me. 

The sky seemed emptier, the w(Hrld seemed greyer. than 
before. Bnt he did wisely to go— that I knew. Here, inaction 
and the desperate pain of failing forcé wonld gnaw at his yery 
yitals, till he wonld carse himself and weep before the genios of 
his own works, as did yonr northem Swift For there can be 
nothing so terrible as to see yonr soal dead^whilst yetyoarbody 
stillliyes. 

So I was left alone in the dty, and the days and weeks and 
months crept slowly on ; " ohne Hast, ohne Bast," as the Germán 
says of the stara. Only, when one has neither the eager joy of 
haste, ñor the serene joy of rest, life is bnt a poor and wearisome 
thing that crawls fbot-sore, like a galled mnle on a stony way. 

The mother of Maryx, left áll alone on the Golden Hill, did 
not marmor; she onderstood few things, bnt she anderstood 
why he was gone. 

** I always said that it wonld be so. I always said it," she 
mnttered, with her feeble hands feeling the wooden cross at her 
neck, that she had wom eyer since her first commnnion, when 
she had been a little bright brown-eyed girl, no donbt, clanking 
in her wooden shoes oyer the sanbnmt fields. "Toa see, 
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becanse he hod tnaatcreil thnt wicked tbíug so long, uid strnok 
it and bewn it into anj ehape he otaoee, snd made a elove of it, 
he thonght it never conld harm him ; but I knew. His father 
Qsed to laugh and Bay, ' How can it bort me ? It ie I wLo hnrt 
it, hewing it oat of ita cavents, and brcaking it np into atoms.' 
Bnt all the same, one daj it hod ita revenga— and aiuEhed 
him. He waa onlj a oommon rongb hewer of etone. Oh, I 
know 1 And m; son ís great, and a kicd of Idng in hia wn; ¡ 
bnt it ia all the same — tbe inarble doee Dot forgive. It bidés 
its time, thea it strikea in íts tura." 

And Bbe accepted wbat it had bronght her, with the kind of 
iiumbnesB of mingled despair and patience wbicb ia the peaaaat's 
form of resignation to tbe vü\ oí God. In ber fano j, the maible 
nereí foi^ve ite mastars; in mino, I tbonght, " Wbat art ever 
fo^Tea its foUowera, when thaj open tbeir eyae to bebold any 
beauty outdde ita own ? " 

LoTe art alone, fbrEsking all other loTee, and ahe will make 
yon bappy, with a happinesB that ahall defy the seasons and the 
eorrowB of time, the poins of the vnlgar and the changes of 
fortune, and be with yon day and night, a light that ia nerer 

tdim. £Qt mingle with it any human love — and art will look 
for eveí at yon with the eyee of Obrisl when he looked at tho 
(aithleBB followei as the cook onw. 
Thdb til 
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Thub time went on, tind tho oíd womaa apan her flax in the 
beautiful bonse on the hjll, aud grow feebler and a little bliod ; 
and I, down in my comer by the fountain, worked for my bread 
in torrid eummera and tu icj wintore, and giew gloomy, tlity 
niúd, and pleaaed but few ; and my neigbbours said, " Wbat did 
it matter to yon? — to you notlüng bappcnod. It was uot as if 
ahe had been your daughter." 

And, indeed, uothiog bad happened to me, of conise; onl; 
all Uia simple pleasuiee of Ufa vera dead and gane, and tlie 
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^^H^ ' And, indee 
^^^K all Uia simpk 
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wrinklod &ce8 of fhe oíd mannscripts said notiiing to me, and 
the spell of fhe arts for me^was broken ; and I shonld have 
cared nothing though my foot had laid bare all fhe jewels of the 
Fanstines, or fhe lost Oupid of Praxiteles. 

For a great sorrow is like that snbtle poison which is carríed 
by a carrion-fly in snmmer, and the paralysis of it nins thiongh 
all the nerves, and the neaiest and the most distant are alike 
strícken and nnmb. 

It i8 mnrder to take life ; bnt perhaps to take away all the 
joy of life is a more orael thing, in real truth. 

How was it with her? Was fhe false and faithless joy that 
had allnred her gone firom her ? Was she left alone ? 

I sat and wondered, tíll the snnlight on the stones seemed to 
Bcorch my ey^s blind, and the sweet noise of the falling water 
Bounded hideons. 

Borne is so beantifal when it lies nnder the splendonr of its 
heavens of light ; but it had ceased to be anyfhing to me save a 
prison that held my body, while my sick sonl was íbx away over 
strange lands, seeking-Hseeking 

I had little hope that he wonld be faithfol to her, or merci- 
fol in any way; yet sometimos I fancied that such perfect love 
from her, and her entíre innocenoe of eyil, and her many high 
and rare giñs, nüght so gain eyen on him, that it wonld not be 
quite with her as it had been with others. So I f&ncied, hoping 
against hope, and sitting stitching by my oíd place nnder the 
shadow of the oíd ecdesiastical waUs. 

Hilarión came no more to Borne. 

It was not fear that kept him away; he was one of the 
boldest of men. It was, probably, that díslike to moral pain, 
and instínctiye ayoidance of it, which were yery strong in his 
temperament It was also, perhaps, some pang of conscience ; 
for his conscience was always folly awake to the eyil he did, and 
the worst thing in him was that, knowing it, he deliberately 
selected it. Bnt then, indeed, to him and to Ms school there is 
no clear right and no clear wrong in anything. All men were 
irresponsible in his sight, being bom withont any will of their 
own, and all adrift in a chaotio darkness that had no beginning 
or end. 

Hilarión came no more to Bome, and the beanty of Dalla was 
wasted on the empty aír and on the peasants, who had no eyes 
to behold it, but only saw the locust on the wheat-stalk, the 
beetle in the yine-leaf, the feyer mist in the reedy places by 
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ú» rivera, ftnd tü the other sore mnd tuíotu curses ot their 
dñiljliTee. 

If Buj uked fui newB of him there, the; alvaya said that 
they kncw nothiog. Perhaps it wae traa Hilarión was one of 
Uiose wbo bare niany honaes in laaaj lauda, bat haré do borne. 

The; are ocnomon in jauz generation. 

Of litUe AmphioD, also, I had seen do more ainoe that fai 
üight 

AIl abont me the life waa onohanged. My neighbom 
^ambled at trieella and zccchicetto as of oíd; Ersilía ecolded 
and labooied, with a wríukle the more betwixt her black browe ; 
Pippo cooked, and Pipistrello plnjed; and the yonngstere 
ekipped upon the Etonea to the twaugiag of lat« and viol and 
the thnmp of tanibourice ; and the nighticgales sang in the 
gardena; and the goata rang their bells with oarly daylight 
down the etreets. 

But to me all the woild eeemed dead — deiul as Neto'a 
elnughtered millioos were beneath the boU. 

A jear had gone by sinoe Marjx had left Eome, and it yna 
Bummer again— full snmmef, with ail the people going ont, in 
inerrj houesl fooling, lo the country; and the lusty-limged 
reapers coming throngh the atreeta all the night loQg, úngtug, 
wiUi tlie taeselled oom in their bair, and the poppíee behi&d 
their ears. 

Ah, the poppies! — Love'a giít 

Wheu I aawthem I grewtnore heart-sick than before,and all 
the lond sonoroue respmg-Eongs beat on my ears with a stupid 
hateful Bound. 

One nigbt they come by me oveí the bridge, londer and more 
tmrthful tban evat, and the gíris of oor etieets were dancing tba 
■ftliarella with some young fisher-fcIlowB from the boata below, 
and ail of a euddcn the harmleae, noisy joyoUBness of it all smote 
me Bo sharply tJiat I could not beai it any longer, aod I rose np 
and walked away. 

All the day long, and some time before, I do not knov why 

it waa, but a sndden restleRsneEs had eeízed on me, asd that kínd 

of feelingof BomethJagstrangeaboutmewhich one has at tímoG; 

depresEion, wise meo say, aod weak men cali snoh thínga 




I felt a loaüiing of those blithe goitaiB and ahaking taro- 
boniinea, and huídseme maidens ; I rose and called Valia, and 
atroUed away in the white Btill night along the familiar wajs. 
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By night Borne is still a oity for the gods; the shadows Teil its 
woTindSfthe lastre silvers all its stones; its silence is hanntedas 
no ofher silence is ; if yon haye ñdth, there where the dark gloss 
of the laurel bmshes the marble as in Agríppa's time, yon wiU see 
the Immortals passing by chained with dead leayes and weeping. 
In earlier days I had seen them ; days when no hnman affection 
chained my thonghts to earth : now I went oyer the stones bent 
and blind, and only thinking — ^thinking — ^thinking. When we 
can only think and cannot dream, then trnly we are oíd. 

I went along through the Forom, and past the arch oí 
Trajan, and thiongh Gonstantine% out on that broad road 
between the mtilberry-trees, with the mins of the innumerable 
temples standing eyerywhere amidst the fíelds and gardens, the 
reaped com and the ripening cherríes. 

The road cnryes to the lefb, as eyery one knows, and goes to 
the baths of the poor madman, GaracaUa ; and there are shapeless 
mounds of brick and stone and mbble eyerywhere amongst the 
turf and the tílled soil, and yon know that they were all sacred 
one day, and beantífol, with domes and porticoes, and colmnns 
and high springing arches, and thronging multitudes wor- 
shipping in them, and the smoke of sacrifíce asoending, and the 
great statues standing with serene &ces immutable and calm 
amidst the uproar of emotion and of prayer. 

The night was stíll and luminous; a million stars were 
shining in the yiolet blue aboye ; all was quiet, with only the 
sound of hootíng owls that flbw from the looming mass of the 
Flayian theatre behind me in the dark. I thought of the broad 
buming noons, of the gathered people, of the knife of the priest, 
of the £a11 of the oz, of the fountain of blood, of the frenzy of 
death, of the worship of Attis, of all that came with the accursed 
eastem races to ruin Borne with its lusts. 

I thought and shuddered and went on and forgot them: 
what mattered the fsUl of the gods or the nations ?— I had noi 
been able to keep puré and in safety one short human 1í£b. 

It was midsummer time, and the scents of the land were all 
sweet and heayy about me, the reaped wheat leaned against the 
broken altar, and the cut oloyer was piled by the forsaken 
lararia; the air was alight and aliye with fireflies, and the 
eriokets alone answered the owls sínging amongst the stalks of 
the oom. 

The mighty red masses of the baths rose in sight; they were 
Dot xed now, but brown and grey, stripped of their marblos, and 

8 
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bare in ths moonlight, wiUi the tmshcs blowtog on the& m 
mits, and the nmny tilinga thut only ventura forth by njght» 1 
creeping over the mosaio floora tliat once bad telt so man; I 
milliou eoft, white, naelees feet glieteoiog with the ungueats and I 
tbe perfumes there. 

In thftt warm sumraer night the scents of the innamerabla 1 
bird-BOwn planta and flowera were Bweet upon the nipht as ever | 
Wfts the Btream of frngranco poured over patrician liiobs í 
roceases, now bo dark and drear and given oYor to Ihe sto&t and j 
the newt, in that eterna! iriiny of mortal fama whioh s 
alwnys to laugh alond throngh Gome, 

It WBB a hiding'plnce for thievos in that time, bat I coald j 
have no fear. I, oíd and poor, without a coin of valué ou me. 
1 walked through it, unlLinkiug ¡ thinking ouly of that long- 
abiding Eorrow nhich had blien opon me and othois beoanae I 
bad meddled with the great goddeaa of Prieneste. 

Kow at that time the place naa perilous and quite nn- 
gnaidedi lieggars slert there, and thieves alao if they chose, and J 
so it wos Dot Etrange tuat away from the broad moontight, jiut I 
where the mosaic parement Blopea down under the fragment of I 
marble coniice in tbe central buli, there were rough work and [ 
8ome evil thing being done ; there waa an oíd man beíng held ] 
and searehed by two aturdj half-clad roguae. 

I waa oíd too, but rery stroüg, and I had my knife; the 
thievea were but two; they flcd without my toucliing Üicar 
thinking the guarda were behind me — fled, and haviag no vound I 
worse Ihan that &om Palés' shnrp teoth. The oíd man mat- I 
tered niany cursos and few bleasings; he bad beon robbed oí a I 
tew copper coins; be waa very poor, he aaid; looking in hia 
haggard Cace I saw that he was the oíd man, Con Bulim, of the | 
Ghetto. 

I gave him back bis oaiaea, and aet him with hia íaos to the j 
moonlíght, and bade him be gane. 

Then he would have thauked me, bnt I etrode away íxom ' 
him ont over the TÍneyards where there uaed to be all thoae | 
open marble conrtfi for tbe Romana' aporta and daily gossiping, 
A haré ran before me into a nheaf of oorn, a hroad-winged owl I 
flew Blowly lite a puff of amoke homo on a slow wind; th^ f 
all that held the place of tlie Eomaa people n 

I walktd bomeward by mauy a müe acrosa the palé Gom- 
pagna, sweet with flowering thyme, and rife with íever, and I 
backward into Rome by way of the Later&n chuich and palaca ■* 
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it was fall dawn when I reached my stall and slepi I thonght 
no more of the accident of the night: sayo now and fhesi I 
wished I had not meddled wifh the thieyes. 

It was &r into the yintage month, and the first dreariiicss 
of rain was fidüng, when a messenger carne to me firom the 
Fiumara, and bade me, as a good and Ghristian man, go down 
into the Ghetto to see a dying man who asked for me. At first 
I wonld not go ; then thonght of her and went : heayen forgiye 
me for snch hardness of sooll Before death áll men haye title 
to onr help. 

I went, indeed I hastened, for I knew not what it might not 
bode for her ; bnt with all my haste I was too late : my moment- 
ary hardness and relnctance had made me too late : the oíd man 
was in the agonies of death when I climbed to his wretched 
door, and thongh his snnken eyes looked at me with paín, he 
conld not speak, and in a few seconds more his last breath 
passed his lips. 

It was in sqnalor, nákedness, and misery that he died; díed, 
indoed, they said, rather of want of food, and from mmatnral 
depriyatíons of aÜ kinds, than of any malady. 

Yet there was a notary waitíng there; and when he, indeed, 
lay stark and lifeless and grey in death's rigidity npon the 
planks of his miserable bed, the man said, sofiJy — ^for men who 
are not reyerent of death are reyerent of wealth— "He was the 
richest man in Ghetto.'' 

And thns it proyed. 

What he wonld haye said to me, no man eonld teü; bnt by 
all the people zonnd him his large possessíons had been long 
snspected. 

The Syrian Jew had died as so many a miser has díed in 
this world, a staryed and wretched skeleton, bnt leaying a mass 
of wealth behind him, and no word of any kind to will it, for 
death had come npon him nnawares, and no donbt like all men 
whose treasnres lie in things of earth, the yery thonght of death 
had always been shnnned, and pnt away, by him. 

There were a great ontcry in the place, and great agitation^ 
for he had liyed and died a bad and cmel man^ and been mnch 
hated eyen by his own people, and had always been thonght an 
nsnrer ; and now it seemed there was no kind of wealth he had 
not owned in secret, gold and silyer^ scrip and bond, and, thongh 
none of his persuasión can own honse or land in Bome, many 
of those Ghetto leaseSi one of which is thonght a fine feur 
fortnnot 
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Woald tha wealth all fall to the State, Upee to the Ohiuoh? 
Tliut wos the eiuitemunt of the quarter as, later on uezt daj^ 
when the Icaa fríghtfnl bod; o( hiía had becn shuvelled ínto thft 
earth of their borial place goiDg (awards ÁTeiitiiie, the ti 
law Epent loug houia uitearthiiig all tbo eTideucee of bis riobefl^ 
Bud tliongh simset was near at band, yet were fur oñ the clow 
of their labours, aoaiching and Gealing ^om mom to eve. 

I said Dothing to an; one, but ncat home ¡ got thoee papen 
which ehe had lirst put in 1117 baads íd those earl; dafB whea 
she had lived andar the Bbadow of my nerineg; and took them 
to thoBe cbambürs iu tho Tatican whure dwelt m; might; friend, 
who had rtsen h) be a cardinal, and T017 might; and powerfol, 
and waa a good and gcnurona nuin witbal ; — for in those daya 
one oould do nuthjug withoat a voit» from the Yatican, and witfa 
it oonld do everj-ttiing in íloma 

He was a good man, and a great man, and had nevor fbp> 
gotten that bat for my poor seryica to him in hís youth, he ii 
likelihood would never have lived to weat the broad ecailet hat 
aberre his level classic browB. 

He was kind; he wos even intereet«d; he kept the matter ii 
his own hands ; he oould ptopel the law, and fuiñl it ; in a woíd, 
he 80 ootfid that the ohief treasmes of ths dead man avaíted her, 
wheneTer ahe sbould cloini them. 

I only told him I had loat her, and all clae to ber. 1 ooold 
nat tell him of Hilarión. 

Why do all thingB come too late 'i 

The eaEt«iu pcople say the godB Bit above and langh ia « 
tbe woe and perplexity and pain of men ; veiily, devils them- 
selvea might weep before those two little wordE — too iate, 

Wben he toid me that thíe should certainly be hers, that iS \ 
I eonld flnd her living, and bring her into Borne, abe a~ 

■ of all thÍB strange aoenreed wealth, got 
e knew bow, throoghout a long loiiely life of hor- 
rible barrenneas, and hatred of all homan things, — wben he 
told me, I say, I felt giddy. 

I rememb^ conung out from hiB graoione prcsonce, and pasa- 
ing down those gigontie BtaiioaBes between the Swisa in thedr 
yellow jerkins and their oairaaBes of steel, and going oat alciig 
thu long Btone passages into the daylíght Ijke a dranken man. 

Had it been bnt a little earlier, oiily a little earlierl Had it 
come onlf jnat ere the earth had had time to L>ear and bloBfinm 
and be reaped foi baiTeeta these three ehort Bummersl 
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What was the shidd of Athene bedde what the shield of gold 
woTild haye been ? 

What power had love or the arts to shelter^ compared with 
what the mere forcé of wealth wonld haye had ? 

I carsed the dead man in his graye. 

Bratal it might be, but I was so : brutal as one may be who 
m sayage wars sees the daughter of his heart and hearth dis- 
honoored and lying lifeless, with a sword thmst in her breaste 
when 80 little conld haye sayed her— jnst a moment— jnst a 
word! 

I went down ont of the Yatioan into the noble snnlit sqnare» 
where in a high west wind the fonntains were tossing like wayes 
of the sea áll foam, and blown aloft in a storm ; and the black 
shadow of the mighty obelisk was trayelling slowly across the 
whiteness of the place like the shadow of the arm of Time. 

Within, in the Sistine yanlts, there were the mnltitades come 
to judgment, and the opening heayens, and the yawning grayes, 
and all the awfal greatness that is yeiled in the dnsk as the 
yoices channt the Miserere. If the day prefigured there eyer 
break, will none rise from the tomb to ask why salyation carne 
too late? 



OHAPTEB XXX. 

[ wiNT to Fippo, and I said to him : 

«< Yon are an oíd fñend, and a trae one, will yon lend me a 
smn of money?'' and I assnred him that for what I wanted, 
there were things enongh still in the chamber to giye him back 
his loan if that was what he feared. 

Bnt Fippo scratched his head monmfolly. 

''Bear one, do not ask it/' said he. ''Friendship is a stnrdy 
plant, a sweet herb and a sayonry, bnt when it tonches the 
pnrscHstrings — somehow it shriyels. I shonld be loth to loye 
yon less. So let ns say nothing abont money." 

It was wise in him, no donbt, and he prooeeded to show that 
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it vsB becaoBe of hÍB yeitj loro for me tbat he spoke so, ftfter 
cooking for me more than a ecore of f eais, and oharging me at 
plertfinre. 

Ersilia, who had lietened as she washed ber clotbes oa the 
sdge of the woU in the jard, huDg her linen to dry, theri íbllowed 
meout. 

" I haT» money, tase il," E&id BEe — " if ti be to find Abt, or 
lo do aiif gooil for her. And when 70a see her, t«U her that I 
haTCi promiBod Onr Lady eiz caadles as tall as I am if only She 
will bring her \aa\ ; bot, to be snre, the maiden never cored for 
these thinp, noT believed íii them. Nay, take the money. I am 
not like Pippo. Yon will pay me again, and if not— not. I 
have cnTsud her many a time, but I wonld walk bare-foot U> 
bring her back." 

I BBW the hot teara in her fierce blaok eyes, with the brown 
nricklcs round them; Bhe wos a stern and basty eoul, bat hef 
heart waa trae. 

But I woutd not take a woman's money, and I went and 
nulocked the chamber of mine, that I never had entered ainoe 
tbe day that I had sold HermeB in the barter, which had been to 
me BB the biddiug to bicd bis son to the altar most haTe been 
to ¿braham of oíd. 

And I took tbe othei tliíngs that I had, the Etmscan armlet, 
and the bronze catacomb lamp, and the beantiful fiíe-blackenud 
flower-orowned coloasal heod, and Eold them to meo who had tha 
heart to ohafiér and deál in euch Bacred thíngs — I never had ' 
be^ able to do it, — and put the money that they gave me ind 
leathem bag, and eet off on my way to the gilded city tíxilk 
Hilarión best loved. 

For there I knew that quite eaaily, I or any one could hear of 
him, and knew at once whithei he had gone, and wtio was with 

" Bring her baok I " Alas I bam the path ehe had taken 
ts no letum. 

Yet 1 went to searoh fea her; hATÍng now these 
ber inheritanoe. 

I took the money, and made np my litUe paek as in the 
oE my wanderings, so that it atrapped tíghtly on my back, 
called to Pal&a to oome with me, and left Borne once more, 
waa in the light ehining weather of early autumn, when 
air is once moie elastio after the swooning heats of 
and there is the aoent of fresh wine everywhcre apon tha 
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and oranges begiix to fall at yonr feet as yon walk, and the 
arbutos begins to redden its berries, and the maize has its 
embio'wned plomes, tall as the saplings of maple. 

It matters nothing how I fared; toiling on throtigh the 
white dnst along that road by the sea, with the bine wayes 
nndemeath and the green palms above me. 

I walked all the way; the snm of Ersilia's money was small, 
and I conld not tell how I might need it. Often I paid my 
nighf s lodging and snpper by an honr of stitching at broken 
shoeleather, and Palés if tired never complained. 

I knew a dog once which, taken from its home in París to 
new owners in Milán, ran away from the nnknown master, and 
fonnd its way on foot all those many weary miles across the 
monntains, back to Paris, and died npon the doorstep of its oíd 
home; this is tme; no fancy, bnt a feíct; will yon heed it, yon 
who cali the animáis dnmb beasts ? 

I only did what that poor lonely little dog fonnd possible, 
hnnted and baffled, and tonnented with hnnger and thirst, as no 
donbt it mnst haye been, all along the cmel strange highways. 

I walked along the sea-road fírst, and then across the great 
central plains of France, and it was fair antnmn weather always, 
broken only by noble storms that swept the land majestícally, 
and made the swollen rivers rise. 

The air had the fírst crispness of winter when I entered the 
dty of Paris. 

I was weary in limb and brain, bnt I went straight to the 
honse of Hilarión. 

I had not seen it since the night that Lilas had died there. 
It was in a bye-street, being an oíd small palace in a noble bnt 
antiqnated qnarter ; it had belonged to his mother's people in 
other centnries ; it stood between conrt and garden, ^nd was 
darkened by some stately trees of lime and chestnnt. I fonnd 
it not withont difficnlty ; it was evening ; I rang at the large 
bronze gate-bell, withont thinking what I shonld do when it 
was answered. 

An oíd servant came and replied to me throngh the bars oí 
the gates. Hilarión was not there; he had gone away in the 
spring; no donbt he wonld retnm soon for the winter; they 
oonld not tell where he was ; no, there was no one in the honse 
except domestics. That was all he said, or wonld say, being 
trained to silence no donbt. 

I tnmed away, and went into the bnsier streets, Palés clinis- 
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iug cloee to me, fbr the blilbe and bosy gaietj', and the orowdB, 

and the glitter, and the tnnumoraole loiupe, mode thesa Btreets 
eo strangely bewildoriiig after the dnak; nioonlit wn;B of Borne, 
wilh their Tast fligbtg of stairs, and their great deserted ooarts, 
and their molody of marmaríng waters, and their wUte gjeam 
of ooIoGeal marbles at gigantio domee. 

The oitf waa all in the befght of a fine frost; winter-níght's 
merriment, and, nhat seamed to me after such loog abaence 
ineiedible, mnltitadee, all light-hearted and light-footod, were 
paming down tbe Btreets, going to thentrea or cafés or othet 
pkoeB of diversión, witb tha ligbts all Epnrkliog all amongst 
theii trees, and tbe windowe of tbeii shops, and frontagea ot 
their bnildinga all gaj witb coloar and omnmsnt and invitation 
to amnsement. 

I felt m7 head wbirl ; I, who bad sat bo long by the moM 
grown fonntoin in tbe wall, where evcn Comiral had reeled 
nway withont toucbing me, and had left me quiet. 

I sat down on a bencb tindar a piane-tree, and tried to oolleot 
my thoughU. 

Non that I hnd come, what oonld I do ? how nearer waa 1 1 
I seemed to mjeelf to have come on a foDl'e errand- 

Under the tres was one of those goy little patnted metal 
houBee they eall kioBí[ues, where they sell newapapera always, 
and Gometimes Tolumea aa well. In tluB little minaret-ahaped 
toy, witb ita brigbt gaa, and its ear-ringed blaok-haired girl to 
sit in it, I eaw Hiloríon's ñame in lorge letters ; there was a new 
poem of bis on Balo there, jast os Mortial's nsed to be sold at 
" the ahop of Secnndns, the &eedman of the noble Looeni, 
hehiod the Temple of FoBce." 

The Tolnme was caCed " FanrieL" 

I afiked the woman if it were eelling woll^ she langhed at 
lue tt» an ignoramns; who was I that did not know that all 
Paria thonght and spoke of nothing else ! 

I tmnght the slender, oleai-typed book. I sat down onder 
tha trees and reod it : VaXba at my feet. 

It was beautifol; be seldom wrote anything that waa Other. 
wise. He bad tbe seoret of a perfect melody, oiut the eense of 
nnorring colour and form. 

It had but a slight etory : Fanriel loved and wearied of lore i 
thare waa little else for a theme; but the pasaion of it was Itke 
a pomegranate blossom freslily bnret open to the kisa of noon; 
tíie wearinesB of it was like the ashea of a honse. 
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The nnion was intodoation to his own generatíon^ which 
eraves oontrasts^ as the siok palate crayes to be biunt and 
doyed. 

I sat nnder fhe leafless brancheB and read the book by fhe 
light of the lampB aboye me. There were bands playing near 
some wheeling waltzing dieamy measnre; the yerse seemed to 
go with the mnsíc; the orowd went by, the many wheels made 
a Bonnd like the sea ; b^yond at the end was the whito pile of 
Napoleones arch, and wintry masses of trees and conntless 
lights: — ^íf I look at a line of the poem now all the scene comes 
backtome. 

As I read, the scorohing passion, like a sandwind that bnrns 
and passes; the hoUow loye, that eyen in its first fresh yows 
was not sincere ; the cruel autopsis of a dead desire, the weary 
oontempt of hnman natnre; the slow yolnptnoxis and yet in- 
different analysis of the woman's loyeliness and of the amorons 
oharm that conld no more last than lasts the hectio flash of the 
sky at eyening time — they all seemed to ont into my yeiy flesh 
likestripes. 

I seemed to hear her doom in them, the letters seemed 
stamped in fire. 

I read it as a man reads a death warrant^ seeing from begin- 
ning to emd, as it were, in one flash of horrible comprehension. 
It told me no more than I knew, indeed; and yet it seemed to 
kill all hope in ma Becanse this book was fireshly written, and 
it told me that the poet of it knew nothing of loye saye its 
bmtality and its satiety : and how as a loyer conld he giye any 
more than he knew ? 

It frenzied me. It seemed to me as if I saw her dead, and 
he showing all her nnyeiled beanties to the gaze of men, as Ñero 
showed in death Agrippina. I tore the paper-coyer off it, and 
the pages with their delicato printing, and bit them through and 
throngh with my teethjand flnng them on the ground and to the 
winds. 

People passing by me mtist haye thonght me mad : the boys 
of the streets ran and canght the flying pages from the gntter 
to make them into any of the ten thoosand nses that the 
ingennity of poyeriy can teach them. Then I rose and tríed to 
remember where I was, and to find my way to a cheap honse of 
cali where I had nsed to liye with the comedians twenty odd 
years bef ore. 

That little hostelry had been pnlled down to make way for 
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ihe blank, glaríng, dreary, plastered pfles which yoor modem 
architects love, and which have no more story in fhem^ or ligfat 
and Bhade, or meaning of any kind^ than has an age-worn 
ooqnette's hard enamelled face. 

The little winenahop, once the abode of mnch haimless 
merriment and wise contení, had been pnlled down; bnt I fonnd 
another that soited me, and stayed on in Paris, going e^ery 
night and day to atare np at Hilariones honse, and ring at the 
olosed gate, and receive the same answer, nntü the keei)6r of 
the gate grew angry, and threatened to hand me oyer to the 
keeping of gendarmes. 

No donbt wiser folks and richer ones wonld have gone at 
once to the aid of the law to find her or hear of her, in many 
Tarions ways, bnt I was afraid : we Trastevenni have no loye of 
the laWf or of its administrators, high and low, and I thonght 
it best, rightiy or wrongly, to keep cióse my own oonnseL 

Once passing a great public place, newly erected, and yery 
handsome in the soolless sort of splendonr which is the highest 
that yonr modem architectnre ever reaches, I saw throngh the 
ranges of the colmnns in its halls the Ñero and the Actea higb- 
throned in a place of hononr. 

The young artists were speaking of it 

'' How perfect it is ! " said one. '* He is a great man." 

" Ay, truly/' said the other ; '* and what a beautifol life his 
has been 1 beautifol as any Greek's in ^gina. If there be one 
whom I enyy ** 

I hnrried out of the hall, sick at heari 

It had been a beautifol life indeed, and I had ruinod it when 
I had bidden him take the face of his Actea from my Ariadné. 

So ill does the world judge: seeing but the golden-green 
Icumished smooth side of the laurel leaf, and not knowing the 
bittemess and the poison in it for him who chews it. 

Fame consoles, say the yulgar. Oh, fools ! that which has the 
strength to achieve feune^ has also the strength that does intensi^ 
the pang of eyery woe. 

Going through the streets, with Palés clinging to my heels, 
not noticing any of the sights and sounds about me, but seeing 
before my eyes, as though they were written everywhere, npon 
the stones and in the sky, those beautiful yile mocking yerses 
and treasures of language sent to show the hopeless yainness of 
a11 human leyes, the music of a flute« diyinely played, caught my 
dull ear and made me pause. 
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There is so mnch mnsio in París always that I canuot tell 
why this shonld haye had power to enter my brain and make 
me stop, but so it was ; and Palés pricked her sandy fox-like 
ears, as thoügh in that mnltitude of strangers sedng some 
familiar ñtce. I went where the flute was being played, before 
a cofifee-house door, beneath the roadside trees, under the biight 
still skies and the shine of the gaslights. 

It was hard to see the player, for there were so many people 
crowding round and sitting at ease upon green iron chairs, 
sipping cofifee and eating sweet things, for the night was serene 
and not cold. But I listened standing on the edge of the crowd, 
and though all Antes haye but one yoice amongst them, yet it 
seemed to me that this one spoke with the sweet sad sonnd that 
I had heard at Daila, when the peaches had been ripe, and 
edging in a little nearer, I saw that the player was Amphion, 
whom I had neyer seen &om the night that he had sent Maryx 
and myself to the seashore. 

When I had retnmed to Borne after that time I had ntterly 
forgotten him, and when remembering, I reproached myself and 
asked of him, I had been able to hear nothing ; the fisherman 
by Qoattro Gapi conld only say he had been an honest thongh 
not a nsefol lad whilst with him, and had gone away— ont of the 
dty, for anght that he knew. 

And now I was snre that this was Amphion playing here— * 
with the small oliye face and the big black eyes, and the neryons 
girlish hands, and making such soft, sweet, wailing musió, that 
eyen the Paris crowd was still and touched. 

When the musió ceased he took off the flat scarlet cap that 
he wore on his dark curls, and held it out to those who had 
listened ; they were numerous, and all gaye willingly. The flute 
he played on was a common one of ebony : not the silyer flute of 
Diála. He diyided it and slipped it in his breast, as his waj 
always had been ; then came out of the crowd. 

I stopped him : " Do you know me ? " I said. " Where are 
yon going ? Why do you struggle like that ? " 

For he was trying to escape me. 

He stood still, ñnding me resolute, but his face was downcas^ 
and his yoice faltered, as he stammered some ill-connected words 
of where he liyed and how it fired with him : then looking me 
suddenly in the face, the tears sprang into his eyes, he drew me 
afiide hurriedly down into a passage-way. 

'* You are oíd and poor I can tell you," he said, quickly. 
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*'l fihall not be jealons of jotl Yon caro for her, bnt yon oan- 
Dot keep her. Gome home with me, and I will tell yoo.'' 

" She is in the city, then ? " I said, with a great leap ai mj 
heart, and a dizziness before my sighi 

'' Yos, yee," he said, impatíently. ** Gome home with me.** 

I kopt pace with his lithe and qtdok yotmg stops to a honsa 
on the riyer. 

" Yon will make me lose money," he said, restlessly, looking 
baokward at the orowded and illnminated streets we lefL 

He had changed sorely from the pretty soft lad that he had 
been at Daíla ; poverty and feyerish passions, and the air and 
the ways of cities, had pinched and wasted his featnies, and 
given a false oolonr to his wom cheeks and a piteons eagerness 
to his glanoe. He drew me aside in a litüe passage-way, where 
there was a bench nnder a pear-tree, and a sign of a sflyer deer 
Bwinging, as I well remember, in the artificial light. 

" Sit down/' he said, imperionsly, and yet timidly. " Yon 
will say I haye done wrong, no donbt. Bnt if the time were to 
come over again I wonld not do otherwise. I conld not" 

I shook with impatienoe. 

'' Who cares what yon have done or left nndone?" I oried 
cmelly. ** Who cares ? Tell me of her : has he leít her ?** 

Amphion langhed alond. 

" Have yon read ' Fauriel ? ' " 

"I haye had it read to me. I can nnderstand the tongne 
now. Haye yon read it? Oh, it is beantiful, so the world saya 
— it is beantifnl, no donbt. Only reading it ! why do yon ask ? " 

A great heart sickness came oyer me : I held bim with both 
my hands on his arm. 

" For the loye of God tell me in a few words, sinoe yon know 
eyerything, it wonld seem — ^is she near me now ? Is she liying ? 
Has he forsaken her qnite ? " 

Amphion was silent, thinkiug. 

" Gome with me," he said, and tnmed towards the qnarter 
where the grey Seine was gliding in the moonh'ght throngh Oíd 
Paris, the Faris of Fhilippe d'Orléans and of the Beine Isabeaxu 

Something in the boy's look and the sonnd of the yoice froze 
my blood in my yeins and nailed my tongne to my throat 

I thonght to see her lying dead, or perhaps to see some 
nameless wooden cross aboye the ditches where the friendless 
and forlom lie bnried. 

I conld not ask him another word. Falés crept after na 
vearily with her head hnng down. 
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I had forgotten that for ten honro I had ueyer eaten ñor 
drank. 

He took me to a honse standing qnite on the water^ with the 
towers and walls of the more ancient qnarter cióse about it^ and 
a few trees and the masts of boats risíng aboye their bonghs. 
He climbed a steep dark stairway, smelling of all foul odonrs, 
Iknd pansed np on high before a closed door. 

"Go in there/' he said, and oponed the door. My heart 
Btood Btill. I had no dear thonght of anything that I should 
fiee, only one idea— that she mnst be within the chamber lying 
dead. 

1 8et my foot npon the threshold with the ghastliest fear my 
life had ever known. 

The room was ahnost in darkness, for one small lamp wonid 
not light it; it was a garret, bnt clean and spadons^ with one 
casement, throngh whose leaded panes the stars were shining, 
and the zino rooüs were glistening under the rays of the moon. 

There was the form of a woman there : her feíce I conld not 
see. She was leaning her forehead against the window. She 
did not tnm or move at the undosing of the door. Palés ran 
forward whining; then I knew who it was; I went to her 
timidly, and yet in joy^ seeing that she lived, even thongh she 
liyed in misery. 

''My dear, wül you not speak to me?" I said, and tried to 
totidi her hand. " Will yon not eyen look ? I am yonr firiend 
always, thongh poor, and of so litüe nse "—and then I stopped, 
and a greater horror than the fear of death oonsnmed me, for as 
she tnmed her face towards me there was no light of any kind 
in it, no light of the reason or the soul ; it had the mild, damb« 
patíent pain of a sick animal npon it, and in the great eyes, so 
Instrons and wide oponed, there was no oomprehension, no 
answer, no recognition. 

The eyes looked at me; that was all; they did not see me. 

" Will he be long ? " she said-: her yoice sonnded faint, and 
&r away. 

" Do yon not know me, oh, my dear ? Do yon not eyen know 
me?" I cried in my mortal agony. She did not seem eyen to 
hear ; she sighed a little weanly, and tnmed to the casement 
and leaned her forehoad there. I bnrst into tears. 

I shall always see that bare white room and the plank floor, 
and the high garret window, with the stars shining throngh it, 
as long as I see anything on earth. Sometimes in the night I 
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iraké np shÍTerítig, utd tbiaking I £im there ; vjth her loatroa^ 
bopeleeB eyes looking at me bo, with no sight ia them and na 
leawm. 

"Oh, n¡j doorl Oh, mj dearl Where is God that He leta 
each thiuga be ? " I cried in my Rnffem^, and raved and blas- 
pbemed, and knew not what I eaid, bat aeemed to feel mj veTf 
beort-EtringB being rent aaunder. 

But ebe beard nothing, or at least, ehe took no notioe ; abe 
was loobing throngh the narrow panes, as if her loveí vete b> 
come back h> her ítom heaven. 

The boy, standÍDg on the tbtoshold, die^r me back to him, 

" She íb alwajB like that," he said, very !ow. " It is a pity he 
oaimot eee : it wonid nerre him for fine veises." 

" Hoah, for the meicy of heavon. Can yon jeet ? " 

•'I?~JeBt?" 

Tben I felt ashamed that I had hnit him with molí ft «otd, 
for I Bsw in hja face what he felt. 

" Foigire me, child," I eaid hnmbly to him, as I félt : "I, 
too, am mad, I tliink. Mad I — nho darea eay any euch word — ' 
who darea ?— the clearest, pureet, loftiest mind that eyer loved 
the BUnlight of God'a trnth ! Oh, she wUl know me in a little 
while. Let me go back and speak to ber agaiu. She has not 
Beeu me well, the p]aoe ia dork." 

And again I touched her and apoke, and again her eyes rested 
on me, not aeeming evon to aee that I was a hnman tbing. 
" WUl he be long?" she mnttered once more, twing diatnrbed. 

" She aska only tbat,"matlercd Amphion. " She aays nothing 
else. Yon only pain her — yon only make her more restlesa. 
Come awaj — now yon ha ve seen her." 

The bc^ spoke with tJie aatbority of an oíd greyheaded man, 
and hia boyiah face had the look of age. He drew me ont aerees 
the thieBhoId, and acioaa the narrow passage-way, into anothei 
garret, much smaller, and qnite bx bare. 

" Tou want to hear," ho said, with a heavy sigh, praesing hÍ8 
hands to bis forohead. " You wül be angry : you will say 1 hava 
done WTOng. Bat I hatcd to let you know ot any one. I wna 
all the friend ehe bad, and tbongh abe never knew me, yet that 
wos a fcind of .¡oy. Well, this is how it was " 

He breathed quickly, then drew a long sigh, and bo began te 
Bpeak. 

" You Btayed in Rome ; that atrong man, too, who makes tba 
caireu imagoa : I coold not stay. [ had plenty of money ; bia 
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money ; yon remember. I carne here. Here, I thought to my- 
self, he woald be snre to come: never is he long away firom 
Palés, for he says that here only do men know how to live, if 
in Borne only can they leam to die. So I stayed here and I 
watched his honse. 

''I know how to watch; I was firíends with the snakee at 
home. The Windows of honse were always shat; it was like 
the face oí a blind man, it told nothing. One day, that is a year 
ago now, they opened. I lived in a little room high np, yery 
near; so high, so near, I conld see down into his garden, and 
I leamed their tongne, only I let them belieye I did not know it, 
becanse so I heard more. He lived his oíd life; quite his oíd 
life ; it was all pleasnre— what he calis pleasnre— and she stayed 
in her own chambers with her marbles. What did she know ? 
Nothing. She was shnt np as yon shnt a bird; once or twice 
he had her with him at the opera; she was as white as the 
statues that she worships; she had a qnantíty oí oíd Greek gold 
npon her. I knew that it was Greek, íor I had seen him bny it 
in Athens. Some one near me said it was Helen— risen. Bnt 
she is not Helen, nothing is less like her; she read me of Helen 
in those oíd songs of war, in Bome. I think she snffered yery 
mnch, becanse all those people looked so at her : as for hím he 
only smiled. This that I tell yon of now belongs to last winter. 
Haye patience : I mnst tell it my own way . 

" There came then to this city the wicked witch firom Bome ; 
she whom yon called a dnohess ; she sent for him, he went, and 
when he had gone once, then he went often. She, in those 
rooms with her marbles, was more than eyer alone. Her window 
opened on to the gardens, and £rom my garret window I conld 
see. Sometimes she wonld come ont nnder the trees ; they grow 
yery thickly, and it is damp there, bnt she wonld sit still nnder 
them honr af ter honr — and he all the while abont ín the pleasnre 
places, or with the Boman woman. I do not think he was cruel 
to her: no, I think not; he only lefb her: that is not cruelty, 
they say. 

" When the spring came, and all those lilaos were in flower, 
and the air, eyen in this place, was sweet, she was all the day long 
in the garden, I conld see her shadow always on the grass ; the 
grass hardly eyer had his shadow, too. Sometimes I followed 
him, and I saw how he spent his nights ; if I had been strong, 
like your Sculptor, I wonld haye killed him, bnt I am only a boy, 
— why did not the Sculptor come? The Boman woman went 



AViy, and be weut alao ; I learned Gram his people Uutt be tud 
left no vord where he had gone. 

" Shs tifiod to walk to and fio in ihe moonlight undor tha 
troce, till one was sick to see hei. All day long ehe did nothiiig, 
uolhing, only Bit and listen, I eappose, for hia etepe, of ths 
sotind of 8ome one bringing eome vord ftota him. Ske got a 
loolc OH her Tace like the look that joui dog's eyee have when it 
loses joa in a crowd. Yon know nhat I mean. Men carne and 
bied to Bee her ; mon who were hia friends, tbat is their frietul- 
ship; — bnt never would ehe eee anj ons. She was so foolish, 
I heard tLe servante boj ; bnt I think they were eorry fbr her, 
and I knew they loTed ber. All this time I hept m^self by 
meaQB of niy ñute, and watohed the house all the time I was not 
playing. It wkb a hot Bummer : beat is so beavy bere, wfaere all 
these isino roofs buró your eyes; it is not like the heat tm oui 
ahoree, where we lie in the aii all ntght, and hear the oool sonnd 
of the waves, 

"The summer wna horrible here; it VBfi nll clonda of dtut 
by day, and gjsre of gas by night, and the noise of the stieeta 
roaring like an angry beaet. She never left the gorden. She 
was never iniet ; ehe vaa alwnys moving np and down, and 
doing nothing ; she nlio itfícd to do eo rnnch in erery second of 
the day in Borne. 1 heiird the people of the hoiise say, 'She 
thinks he is coming back;' and the older onos sighed and 
aeonied pitifal, bnt the man at the gate, who is wicked, langhed 
with his friends. They tried to ent«T and eee ber ; great prinoea 
Bome of Uiem were ; but never wonld she soe any one. 

"One day, when she was waiking in the garden, I saw a 
meseonger take her a great casket ; she said not one word, bat 
ghe tbrew it on the gronnd, and the lid of it bnrst open, and 
peería and other jeweia rolled ont, and she trampled on them 
and trod tbem into the earth; — I never had seen ber like that. 
The' man who had bronght thetn was fright«ned, and gathered 
them np and hurried away. The man at the gnte kughed, and 
told him Bhe was a fool. 

"That ia how the snmmer went by; and from my gaitet 
I oonid always see her, and all the long moonlit nighta ehs 
wonld pace up nnd down there nnder those treea: — and the 
lilocs grew shrivelled and black. Then all at once I missed her. 
Days went by; at last I asked; the man at the gate langhed 
again. 'She íb gone.'aaid he, ' She is a lovely creature, bnt not 
hnman I think; bewrote to her, bnt ahe did not nnderstand: 
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8he is gone away, somewhere or other, yon see fihe did not 
understand— as if it were not always so/ What is always so ? " 

The Greek lad sighed, and drew his bieath wearily; then 
again took np the thiead of his bald narratiye, which he told in 
simple, nnleamed fashion. 

** Of conrse I searched for her everywhere, bnt it was long 
before I fonnd her. The man at the gate seemed nneasy, for 
fear[of the displeasnre of Hilarión; bnt he said, 'We have no 
orders; we can do nothing; when he comes back^— -' So they 
did not sur, ñor care : as for me, I thonght she was dead. Bnt 
still I songht high and low. 

''One day, in this yery street, I heard some women taiking; 
this woman whom yon haye seen with her was one of them; 
they spoke of a stranger who was dying of hnoger, yet who had 
epent the only coin she conld eam by making the nets for the 
fishermen of the Seine, in buying grey clay and earth. Then 
I thonght of her, for of ten she wonld mend the oíd men's nets 
by the Tiber, haying leamed to do it by the sea ; and who bnt 
fihe wonld haye bonght scnlptors' clay instead of bread? 

" Then I qnestioned the French woman of her, and little by 
little she told me. She has a good sonl, and a tender one, and 
fihe was sorrowfal, thongh knowing nothing. 'This girl is 
beantifnl/ she said, 'and belongs to noble people, I think, bnt 
fihe has had some great grief, or else is mad. She passed down 
my street one day at daybreí^ and asked for a little empty room 
that I had to let, and told me that she had not a coin in the 
world, and bade me get her the físhing-nets to make or mend. 
I do not know why she spoke to me ; children and dogs like me, 
— perhaps that was why. And she seemed to be in snch great 
woe, that I had not the heart to tnm her away ; and I gaye her 
the room, and got her the work, and piteous it is to see her 
loyely slender hands amongst all that rough cordage and hemp, 
and tom by them, and yet working on and on; and with the 
fijst money she gained she bonght clay, and she began to model 
a statne, like the fígnres one sees in the chnrches; and all day 
she makes or mends the nets, and half the night, or more, 
labonrs at this clay; and she is mad, I think, for she neyer 
speaks, and scarcely a monthfal passes her lips, saye a dranght 
of water.' 

"And when the woman told me this, then I felt snre that it 
was she. And I told a lie as of haying lost my sister, and 
beggedtosee her,andafi;erawhile thewomañ^whowasanzionSf 
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and even bighteaai, let me go ap to the room on the root And 
this ifi how I fonnd her. 

The room was bore, and there vas a heap of nets on the 
door, and thero vroa a atatne in day, which had his featuree and 
liis form, oaly it waa wingod and seemed like a god. Slie was 
filad in Uie roagh wbite gannents eLb wore in Rome, and her 
anas were bare, and she waa modelling the ola; etiU «ith her 
hnads, aad ahe nevar heatd me enter ñor tho woman speak, who 
iiiid to me, trombling, ' Look — is it a falue god that ahe wiil not 
aven leave it to Imak bread?' Aud 1 &úd tohefj 'Ay; it is 
a false god.' For indoed, it was in his very likeness; onl; 
greater Üian he, more beantiful, moro perfect, as, no doubt, he 
alwBfB seemed to her: may he live foi ever in pain, and día 
withont a friend 1 

"The nomnn, trembling, wont and tonched her, and Baid, 
' Oome away, it is night, you muet be buugry.' She tnmed aud 
looked at OB both. '£iiBhl it will be finished very Boon ; when 
it is done be will come back.' Then she tomed agnin to the 
etatae, and wcrked on at it, and hei honda soemed so feTerish 
thftt I thought thoy nmet have bumt the clay as they toaohed it 
' te she your sister V ' asked the woman ; and I iied and answered 
■ íes;' and together we stooU and watched hor. ' Whüst she 
ttill mado tho nete, she Eeemod to have eome reason left, thoogh 
she never epoke,' BOÍd the woman, ' bnt sinoe ahe has tonched 
that eartb she eeems mad. la it indeed your eister? What 
«orrow is on ber that ahe ia thua?' liut I oould not Epeak. 
I watched her tilt I felt snffocated. I knew not wlial I did 
1 wafi beside mysolf. God forgive mel 

"I had my knife in my vest— the fcnife that shonld have 
ended hia liíe in those nighta of his pleasure, if I had not been 
a ooward— anch a ooward! And now, like the foolish wreteh 
I WBB, I Bo loathed the sight of that íiaage, and of her lovely life 
waetiitg and buming away on it, that ea I eaw it I sprang apon 
it, and plungtd my kmfe into the very breast of it, and the 
moiat cli^ rooled aud cromblod, and fell away, and all its beauty 
eanfc down into a mero heap of oarth — God forgivo mo ! 

"And ahe herself fell down at the sight of the mined thing, 
as thongh my knife had strickon her lile ; fell with a great cry, 
as if her very heart wero bursting ; and her forehead stmck the 
ítonea, and Vie blood carae from her mouth." 

Hia Toice sank uúo Eíleuce with a sob. For me, I sat qu«tly 
by bis aide, with the &«ine water Sowing onderneath ths waU 
down below, and the lampa looming yellow through the miet. 
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I wanted to know noihiiig more. I saw all the crael months 
«nd years, as in a mirror one sees one's own eyes lookmg back 
at one. 

"Go on/' I said to ihe lad; and añer a little he took np his 
tale. 

'' She was like a dead oreatnre many days and weeks/' he said. 
" We called help ; they gaye it some leamed ñame ; some fire of 
the spine and brain, they called it. She rose from her bed, for 
she is strong, they say, bnt her mind seems gone ever since then. 
' Will he be long ? ' she is always asking ; that is all ; yon have 
heardher?" 

"Yes; I have heard her." 

I spoke calmly, bnt it seemed to me as if the lamps bnming 
throngh the fog were lights of hell, and I heard all its fíends 
langhing. 

''How has she liyed all this while?" 

This had passed in September, the boy said, and we were now 
in March, and passing into early days of spring^ and all the 
while that treasnre and ill-got wealth, hoarded in Finmara, had 
been waiting her, whilst she was lying between life and death ín 
this river attic in the heart of a foreign oity 1 

He hung his head, ashamed. 

'' I shonld have sent to yon ; yes, I knew, I thonght of that, 
bnt I conld not : it was horrible, yet it was a kind of happiness 
to be the only thing between her and the workhouse — the 
hospital — the grave. For withont me she wonld haye gone 
there. ' She is my sister,' I said to the woman, and they belieyed 
me, and let me do for her. My money was almost gone, bnt I 
had the Ante, and I conld always get money in plenty, playing 
here and there. They wonld haye hired me for tiie great 
theatres, bnt I was afiraid of that I haye played at the singing 
places in the open air — ^nowhere else— for I was always afraidhe 
might retnm and see me, and so know. Indeed, she has wanted 
for nothing, for nothing that we conld give. She is as well here 
as if she were in a palace ; she knows nothing of where she is. 
Of the statne she does not seem to haye any remembrance; the 
people shoyelled it away — ^it was only a heap of grey earth. 
Yon are angered; yon think I did wrong — ^yes— but for the 
moment, almost, I thonght the clay image was aliye, and I 
fianoíed I shonld set her free of its spell. Indeed, indeed, she 
wants for nothing. She is docile; she lets the woman do what 
she likes ; bnt all day long she watohes the window, and all she 
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sojs ÍB tbat, ' Witl he be long ? ' The woman e&jt she sleepe bot 
*ei7 littlo ; wheQ she awakes abé saya olways the same tbing. 
And aH Paris ravee and weepa over ' Enoriel 1 ' " 

The boy leagbod bjttoil;, tbo teus oooisüig down hia 
obDoka. 

" I suppoBe he never senda to know where abo is, else bis 
poople would seek Tor her,— it ís so eu; to know anything 
in tbia oity. I tbink tho; havo never tríed to ínaw. She tus 
uever gone out of that room sínca that daj," he contjnoed. 
" She has ail she can waut, oh, yes I indeed ; abe doos not know 
whether it ia a garret or a palace ; only sometimea, I think, she 
feels the waut of aír, witlioat knowing what it ia abe feels. 

" You ffill say I should hava sent to yoa. Yes, 1 thonglit of 
it; bnt yoa see, I oanaot wiite, and then I have beea g!ad to b» 
the only otm near her — the only thing she hod. Of comee abe 
does not know. She sees me very often, bnt abe noTer knowi 
me. Theie ia alw&ys that blank kxtk in her eyes. I sappoee ít 
ia her broin that is gone. 

" Oh ! you are augry i do not be angry, Ferbaps I did ilL 
Bnt bad I let yon know yon would bave come, and that man who 
livea on the Goldcn fíill, aud is ríob ; and she would never haré 
wantedmo any more. 

"I make plenty of money; yes, índeed. If I went to the 
oonoerta I sbould be licli, too, they say, and I bave been aa 
bappy to wotk for her, and to bny flowera and pretty tbiog^^ 
ibongh abe nover seema to see them — and tben, I tbink Blwaya, 
Bome day tbat cloud that seema oTer her will break and go away, 
and tben petliaps I aball daré to say to her, ' I have been of 
eome little nao ; jnst look at me kindly once.' And yoa see, íf 
I had let yon know, all that wonid have been over, aa jt ia ovar 
now. Of coTirse yon will take her away ? " 

" Be atill, for the pity of Heaven 1 " I cried to him. " Be 
still, or I eball too he mad." 

For the simple tole, aa the lad told it, was to me aa fall of 
woe and terror as the sablimest tragody that ever poet writ 
Listening, I seemed to eee and to hear all tbat had been snffered 
by her; every one of bis poor words was big with ^ef, big h 
the world iteelf for me. Oh, why had I broken the stee) I 

Mea repeat of evil, they say ; it is ten thonsand times more 
bittor to lepeut of haring held back from evil. Sorely, and in 
paasion and agony, I repent^d tben having held my hand in 
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The boy was nothing to me. I had no mercy for him or 
remembrance. 

It was quite late ai night I sat dnmb and stnpid in hia 
garret on the edge of bis tmckle-bed ; the muffled sound of all 
the life of París carne np dolly, like fhe distant sound of the sea 
when one is miles inland. 

" Will yon take her away ? " he said, with a piteons entreaty 
in bis Yoice. 

''Let me tbink/' I said to him ; and the stars and the roofs 
seemed to wbirl, and all the pulses of the bestial world to beat 
inmine. 

For it is bestial : a beast that for ever deyours and has nevar 
enough. 

Yes^ of course I would take her away; I would take her to 
Bome. 

Bome is the mighty mother of nations ; in Bome she might 
fínd peace once more. 

I had heard in other days that sometimes when the mind Í9 
Rhaken firom its seat, and reason clouded by any great shock. 
nothing is so likely to restore it and awaken consciousness as 
the sight of a familiar place and a beloved scene, linked by 
memory with perished happiness. 

Yes^ I would take her away. 

Here I did not daré to ask for any counsel or any surgeon's 
aid; I had a dread of the inquisition of strangers and of the 
many delays of long inquiry, and the same feverish eagemess 
that Amphion had had to keep cióse to himself her sorrow and 
her needs^ did now consume me likewise. 

If I could only get her back once more, I said to myself, back 
to the chamber on the river. 

And with that odd remembrance of trifles which comes to me 
sometimes across great woe, I thought what a pity it was that 
Hermes was gone, and that there were now no red and golden 
bean-flowers to run across the casement ! 

" Yes, I will take her away," I said. 

The poor lad said nothing ; his head dropped on hi» ehest. 
He had done all he could, and for siz months had gone lo and 
fro, and out in all weathers, playing to get the means wherewith 
to find her shelter and care, denying himself, and thinking only 
of her ; but to me then he was no more than any one of the leaf- 
less lime-boughs drooping by the gates of Hilarión. 

Shiyering I went across tíie passage-way and opened the door 



278 ABIADNÉ. 

of her ohamber. The woman that he paid for Boch serrioe wtg 
sittíng ihere^ sewing at Unen, a woman oíd and gentle; abe 
herself was sitting, too, with her arma leaning on the bare table, 
and one hand dreamily moTing into figores some loóse white 
roee-leayes fallen from a rose-tree in a poi She didnot hear me 
or heed me. When I tonched her she lifted her heavy ^es, in 
which a light like that oí flame seemed to bnm paínfnlly. 

" Will he be long ? " she said, and moved ihe rose-leareB to 
and £ro feyerishly. 

The woman eÁiook her head. 

«'That Í8 all she ever says," she mnttered as she stitohed. 
"She says it in her sleep— sach time as she does sleep— and she 
wakes stretching ont her arms. Who is he? He mnst be a 
beaat" 

'' He is a poet I ^ I said, and went ont £rom the ohamber into 
the lighted ways of the city and their noise. My brain seemed 
reeling, and my eyes were blind. 

In tiie gay and shining avennes, all alight and foll of moring 
crowds, woman were talking with wet soft eyes of '* FaurieL" 
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Next day I got snch changos in my papers as were needfctl to 
the jonmey, and I took her on her homeward way. She did not 
resist. She was not in any way sensible oí where she went, and 
she was dooíle, like a gentle animal stnnned with many blows. 
Her bodily health did not seem weak, thongh she was Tery 
íeyerish, and her pnlses stopped at times in a strange way. 

The woman who had been with her wept at parting from her. 

" WiU she fínd him there ? " she asked. 

"Nay, neyer there, ñor any where," I said; for who finds 
love afiresh that once has been forsaken ? 

She had had the due and the sword, and she had given them 
np to him, and he in retnm had given her shipwreck and death. 
It was so three thonsand years ago, and it is so to-day, and wfll 
bo so to-morrow. 

From my little stock of moneiy I paid that woman welL fox 
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she had been trae and tender; the rest I spent in going back to 
Borne. The boy carne with me. I was bard and cruel to him at 
that time, bnt I conld not say him nay. 

Thronghont the jonmey she did not change in any way ; the 
noise, and moyement, and many changes, seemed to perplez and 
tronble her yaguely, as they tronble a poor lamb sent on tha 
iron road, but no more. She never spoke, ezcept now and thei 
when she wonld look wistfolly ont at some gleam of sky o 
water or spreading plain, and ask, " Will he be long ? " Neithe 
of me ñor of Amphion had she the slightest conscionsness. It 
was the madness of one all-absorbent and absorbed idea ; indeed, 
what else is Love ? 

Eyen the beantiful snow-ranges and the serene glory of the 
mountains, from which I had hoped something, failed to alter her 
or ronse her. I think she did not know them £rom the clouds, 
or see them eyen. No donbt all she eyer saw in daylight or in 
darkness was one face alone. 

It seemed to me as if that joumey wonld neyer end ; to me 
it was Uke a horrible, distorted dream, a nightmare in which an 
appalling horror leaned for eyer on my heart ; all the splendonrs 
of early spring, of yirgin snows, of clear bine ice, of falling aya- 
lanche and glacier spread upon the mountain side, and nnder- 
neath in the deep yalleys the loyely light of the freí^ green, and 
of the pnrples and aznres mantling the rocks where the gentians 
blossomed — all these, I say, only seryed to heíghten the ghostli- 
ness of that long passage thron^^ the slow short days back to my 
oonntry. 

For despair went with ma 

But tardy and terrible though it was, it drew on towards its 
end before many suns had risen and set. 

It is so beautifol, that highway to our Bome across the land 
from Etrurian Arezzo; the Umbrian soil is rich and fresh, 
masses of oak clothe the hills, ayenues of oak and beech and 
clumps of forest-trees shelter the cattle and break the linea of 
oliye and of yine ; behind are the mountains, dusky against the 
light, with floating yapours yeiling them, and half hiding some 
ruined fortress or walled yillage, or some pile, half palace and 
half prison, set high upon their ridges ; and eyer and again, upon 
Bome spur of them or eminence, there is some oíd grey oity, 
mighty in the past and still in fame immortal ; Corteña, with its 
citadel like a towering rock, enthroned aloft ; Assisi, sacred and 
grey upon the high hill-top ; Spoleto« loyely in her ancientnesa 
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u uíf dream, with «ilm deep wooda furotmd. «id al her Ntek 
the pnrpk clond-ewept hejghts th&t bcar its ñame; Purugw 
AngoBta, witli domes and toweis, capolas and castlee, endleat 
U ft foiest of stone ; Fotíguo, grand and gtrant, and BÜIl sad 
desoíate, as all tbeee citias are, their etrength epoiit, Ükox (or- 
treesee nseleBs, their errand done, their genine of vnt and art 
qssDched with their beaeon firee ; one bf one they snoceed ttie 
anothet íq the long panorama of the Appenine rasge ; wood and 
water, and com and orchord, all beneath tbem and aroond &am, 
fnutfól and in peoce, and in their tnídat, lona Tr&utnene, Bonnd- 
Ices and windle^, nith the sUvery fairds at reet npon ite álretj 
wat«rs, and here ard tliero maj-be a eolitary sail, catfihing fbs 
\i(¿bt and BhiiuQg lika a Küver ehield amidat Üie Teed:^ ahallcnn. 

Then, afl6r Trasímens come the wild bold gorges of tíiB 
Sabine monnlainsi vooded soorpe, bold heodlonds, great 
lireadthB of atnnted bmehwood, with brooks tbat tnnible 
throQgh it ¡ rocks that glow in the aun with the deep oolonis 
of all the marbles that earth makes ; deep rayínee, in whicb the 
new-bom Tiber rnnB at will ; and abore theee the brood bine 
nkj, and late in the da; the baming gold of a stormj eunset 
shiñii^ ont of pearl j mists that wroath the lowei hills ; then the 
iTíde level green plaina, mjet; and full of shadowB in the tirílight, 
whjto Tillsges hung aloft on monntain edges like the neets of 
eaglee ; then a pause in the groen fielda, wheie onoe the buried 
vestals were left alono in the bowds of the earth, with the Bingle 
loof and the pitoher of water, to &ce the endless night oí 
etemitf ; then"KoiDa," saja eomo voioe as qnietly as thongfa 
the tnother of mankind were onl; a wayeide hamlet where the 
mnlea should stop and drink. 

Ay.thoro Íb no highway like ít, wander the worid as we will, 
and none that keeps sach memoríes. 

Bnt for me, I saw no lovelinees then of city or of dtadel, 
hoary with joars ; of monnsterj, sholUircd amidst bhows and 
fbreat; of silent lake Eleeping in the serenest folds of the billa, 
I only Btrained my ear with the eager heaikening of sny Bpest 
and hnnted animal to hear tlie ñame of Borne. 

At lost I heard it, when the night had fallen, thongh the 
moon WBS not as jet np oTor the cdge of the eastern horizon. 

The great Iwlls were booming heavily; some cardinal had 
died. 

Oently, and withont baste, I kd her by the haud thion^ 
the oíd {¿miliar ways, ehrotided in shadows nnder the oold stnr- 
lesH skiea. 
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My heart almost ceased to beat Here was my last hope. If 
this had no spell to ronse her, she wonld sleep in the dreams of 
madness for eyer ; none woxild ever awaken her. She had loved 
tlie stones and the soil of Borne with a filial devotion ; Borne 
alone wonld perchanoe have power to save her. 

I walked on and led her by the hand. Her fingere moved a 
líttle in my hold as we x>assed throogh the Fomm^ and past the 
basílica of Oonstantíne, as thongh some thrill ran throngh her. 
Bnt I looked in her íMe, and there was no chango^ it was still as 
stone, and the eyes were bnming, and had a sightless look. 

I went onward by way of the Capítol, past the Ara Goeli and 
the colossal figures of the Dioscnri Once she pansed^ and a sort 
of tremor shook her, and for an ínstant I hoped for some passing 
remembrance, ever so slight, that y^ t shoidd come to link her 
once more with the lÍYÍng world. 

Bnt none came ; her eyes neyer altered ; she went with me 
obediently, passiyely, as she wonld have gone with any stranger 
who had led her so, past the great stairs, and the diyine 
Brethren, who once had been to her not any whit less sacred 
than had been Bome itsel£ 

We went down into the grim grey minons streets, that pasa 
nnder the Tarpeian Bock, with the lichen and the wild shmbs 
growing on monnds of Inríck that once were temples, and the 
poor crowding together in dnsky hoyéis that once were the 
arched passages of palaces or the open conrts of pnblic pleasnre 
places. 

There was little light ; here and there a lantem swnng npon 
a oord, or the glow from a smith's forge shone mddy on the 
stones. She did not notioe anything; she came onward with 
me, walkíng straightly, as the blind do. Thence from the dark- 
ness and the sqnalor and the min, we came ont by winding ways 
on to the river's bank by Qnattro Oapi. 

The riyer was foll, bnt not in flood; its tawny hnes were 
brown with the soil of the monntains; on it a few boats 
were rocking, tied with r(^)es to the piles of the bridge; the 
island was iadistinct, and the fiEurther shore was dim, bnt at that 
ínstant the moon rose, and linee of silyer passed across the 
pnlsing stream, and tonched to light the peristyle of the little 
moss-grown temple by onr side, and the fEdling water of the 
Medici fonntain. 

She moved forward of her own will, and walked to the edge 
of the Tiber, and stood and looked on the strong swift onrrent 
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and the shadowy éhoies, and on the domes and rooíSi and towen 
and temples that were gathoied like a phantom oitjon the edgea 
of theshorea. 

She looked in sflenoe. 

Then all at once fhe blindnesa paased fram her ejm, abe aaw; 
and knew the sight she saw. She stretched out her arma, with 
a tremolons hesitatíon and gestare of inefiable welooma. 

" This is Borne! " she cried, with agreat sigh, whüe her yery 
Bonlseemed togoforthtotheoityasaohüdtoilsniofher: then 
she fell on her knees and wept alond. 

I knew that she was sayed, and Borne had sa^ed her. 
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Wi stood there, two oreatures, qnite alone on the edge of the 
riyer. There mnst haye been people near, bnt there were none 
in sight ; the boats rocked on the little wayes ; the heayy massea 
of the trees were blaok ; breadths of silyery light rippled under 
the arches ; from the conyent of the Franciscans on the island, 
there carne distant sonnds of chanting; the foll moon htmg 
aboye the pines of PamfílL Sñe remained kneeling : her head 
bowed down between her hands. Great sobs shook áll her 
frame. 

It was 80 still; there might haye been only in the city, the 
ghostly world of aJl its dead multitudes, it was so stilL At last 
I grew frightened, seeing her thus upon the stones, so motioxH 
lesB. Itouchedandraisedher; she rose slowly to her feet. 

'*Haye I been mad? " she said to me. 

Hardly could I keep from weeping, I myself. 

" Nay, my dear, not that," I said to her. " Nay, never that ; 
yon haye been ilL But now " 

She shiyered from head to foot. With retuming reason no 
doubt she remembered all things that had passed. She was 
ailent, standing and looking on the Etruscau riyer she had 
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loTed so well^ as it flowed to fhe sea beneath the moon. Her 
eyes had lost their strained look of unconsoions pain, and the 
buming light had gone out of them ; fhey were wet and dün^ 
and had an nnspeakable misery in them^ like ihat in a yonng 
animars, when it is dying, and knows that it dies. 

" What month is it?" she asked. 

I told her. 

"It was snmmer when he wrote/' she said, and then was stiU 
again^ gazing at the water. 

I began to fear that too soon I had rejoiced^ and that the 
clouds wonld gather OTer her again^ and that she again wonld 
lose herself in that strange awfol night of the brain^ which we, 
íor want of knowing what it is^ cali madness. 

But watching her featnres, as the rays of the moon fell on 
them, I saw gradnally retnrning there the look of silence, of 
resolution, of endnrance, whioh was natural to them, and which 
had been on it on that fírst day of her sorrow, when she had 
dreamed of Yirgilian Bome, and fonnd the Ghetto. 

She tnrned her face to me, and thongh her Toioe was broken 
and faint, it was fírm. 

" Ask me nothing. I cannot speak/' she said to me. " But 
yon are good. Hide me in some comer of Borne, and find me 
work. I must Iítc, I mnst Iíto, since he liyes " 

The last words she spoke so low that I scarcely heard them ; 
she was speaking to herself then, not to ma I took her hand. 

" Best in the oíd place to-night. To-morrow we will see." 

She went with me obediently; speaking no more. There 
was no one in the entrance or npon the stairs; I had sent the 
boy there onward, to beg of Ersilia that it might be so ; all was 
qtiiet and deserted; the one lamp bnmed before the Madonna 
in the wall. 

Strong shiTers shook her, bnt she did not resisi She passed 
up the staircase with me to my room, where no longer was there 
Hermes to greet her : Kermes, who made woman, but not snch 
a woman as she was. 

They had swept it olean, and it was spaoions, bnt it looked 
desoíate to me ; she however seemed to see no cbange ; as far 
as she saw anything she only saw the broad and open window, 
throngh which there shone the river and the sky. 

I drew her to the hearth where logs were bnming. There, 
snddenly she stopped and looked, then with a cry threw herself 
forward on the rude warm brioks before the hearth, and kissed 
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thflm again and again tnd again, as women Idas tiie flns^^ 
of their sleeping ohild. 

"Oh, stoneB, yon bore his feet, and fólt fhe foae kaTW lUl, 
andheardhimsayheloYedme! Oh, dear BUmea, apeák and toD 
me it waa trae." 

So mnrmnring to them áhe kisaed the rongb warm farioka 
again and yet again, and laid her tired head on them and 
oaresaed them ; they weie not colder than his heart, I thon^^t. 

"Oh, Btonee, it waa no dream? Tell me it was no dream? 
Ton heard him fiíst!" she mnttered, lying there, and then ahe 
cronched and wept and shnddered, and laid her soft month and 
beating breast to those senselesB flags, becanse once th^ had 
borne his feet and once had heard his yoioe. Woold be ba^e 
langhedhad hebeenthere? Ferhaps. 

I drew back into the gloom and let her be. She had no 
thonght of me or any living thing,saTe of him by whom she had 
been forsaken : no thonght at alL 

She was mad still, if Loye be madness : — and not the sab- 
limeet seif-obliYion whioh can eyer núse the mortal to dettj, as 
I think. 

I let her be; she had fallen forward with her arma flnng 
ontward, and her hoad resting on the stones. Strong shndden 
shook her at intenrals in^the conynlsion of her weeping ; bnt she 
was otherwise still. The warmth from the bnming wood fell on 
her, and tonched to gold the loóse thick ooils of her hair. I 
dosed the door, and went out andsat down on the stair oatsíde, 
and waited in the dark. 

Other women one might haye striyen to consolé with tidings 
of the peace that lies in riches; bnt her I dared not When a 
great heart is breaking becanse all life and all etemity are roined, 
who can talk of the coarse foolish sweetness that lies for loóla 
and rognesin gold? I could not at the least Ferhaps, beoanse 
stitohing there where the streets meet, and the fonntahí M\b in 
the open air by the river, gold has always seemed so little to me : 
80 great, indeed, as a tempter, bnt as a oomforter — ^how ixxxr. 

I sat still in the dark, and I did not know how the honra 
went ; the lamp was bnming below in the wall of the twisting 
Rtaircase, and there was the hum of the distant yoices on the 
bridge, and the sonnd of the water washing itself away nnder 
the bridge arches, and now and then the beat of oars. I had 
done the best that I ooald,bat it weighed on meas thongh I had 
done some crime. 
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Ferhaps she wonld reproaoh me for haTÍng bronght her back 
to ooDScioasness, as the suicide, snatched by some passing hand 
from death, has blamed his saYionr. She had only awakened to 
agony, like the patient nnder the knife when the ansasthetic 
has too soon ceased its spelL I only made her snfier more a 
thonsandfold by lifting up that clond npon her brain. Yet I had 
done for the best, and I had praised heayen for its merdes when 
she had looked with eyes of conscionsness npon the moonlit 
Tiber, and had cried aloud the ñame of Borne ! 

I had done for the best : so had I done when I had gone up 
to the Grolden fíill, and told the story of my dream to Maryz. 

As my memories went back to him, thinking dnlly there in 
the dark, not daríng to enter the chamber again, for there was 
no sonnd, and I thonght perhaps she slept in the gloom and the 
warmth of the heat, a footfiíll that was fetmiliar carne npon the 
stairs, a shadow was between me and the dnll lamp swinging 
down below, the Toice of Maryx carne throngh the silenoe and 
the darkness to my ear. 

"Are yon there?" he said to me, "are yon there?" 

" Yes, I am here. Hnsh ! speak low ! " I answered >iítw ; and 
I rose np, afraid^ for I had had no idea that he conld haye 
retnmed to Bome, which was stnpid in me, donbtless, becanse 
seyeral months had gone by since I had set forth to walk aoross 
Franco, and from home I had had no tidings, since none of my 
Mends conld either read or write. 

A Tagne fear foll npon me, I hardly know why, seeing his 
dark and noble head bending down npcm mine in the gloom. 

"Hnshl speak low!" I said to him, and I rose np tsom the 
stair and stared np at him. " Yon are come back ? " 

" Yes, I have come back. I heard that he was with anolher 
woman, there in Cairo ; is that tme ? " 

"No donbt it is tme; I cannot tell where he may be, bnt she 
is here— alona" 

His great dark eyes seemed to haye flame in them, like a 
lion's by night, as they looked down into mine in the áu¿L of the 
stairway. He gripped my áhonlder with a hard hand. 

"TeUmeall,"hesaid. And I told him. 

Once he moaned alond» like a strong beast in tortnre, as he 
heard: that was alL 

He heard me withont breaking his sflence to the end. Then 
he leaned against the wall of the stairs and coyered his íiBu;e with 
his hands, and I saw the lazge teaxs &11 throngh his olasped 
fingers, and drop one by one. 
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No donbt the man who sees what he oheriábes dead hj 
diflease in her yonth enifiers mnch lesB than he did then. For to 
Maryx she waa not only lost as ntterly as by death^ bnt ahe bad 
perished in her Bonl as in her body ; she was destroyed moro 
abedntely than if he had beheid tiie worms of the graye devonr 
her. The lover who yields what he loves to Death^ tries to 
believe he dees bnt snrrender her to Qoá ; bat h e 
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Oh^ my love, my loye!" he said onoe : that was álL 

Yeiy Boon he had mastered bis weakness and stood ereei, and 
the veins were like knotted ends on bis bold broad forehead 

" We are firee— now/' he said: and I was sílent For I aaem 
what he meant 

Bnt what woold vengeance serve her? It seemed to me^ a 
Boman^ to whom vengeanoe was wild jnstioe and saored dnty, 
for the first time^ a poor and fatile thing. It conld chango 
nothing: nndo nothing; restore nothing. What nse was it? 
If one killed hím what woold he oare? — ^he was braye^ and be 
belioTed in no hereafter. 

Maryx pnt oat bis arm and grasped the oíd bronze handle of 
thedoor. 

" Let me see her/' he said. 

I clasped bis hand in hesitation : I wab afraid for him and 
for her. 

'' I was her master,** he said bitterly ; '* 1 wül see her. She 
shall know that she is not friendless ; — ^nor withoat an avenger. 
Let me see her. What do yon fear? Have I not leamed 
patience áll these years ? " 

And he tomed the handle of the door and entered. I stayed 
on the threshold in the gloom. 

She was lying still npon the hearth as I had left her; ber 
arms were folded^ and her head was bent on them ; the tmnbled 
masses of her hair hid her face ; the flame from the hearth sbed 
a dnll red light about the dark and motionless figura 

At the nnclosing of the door she started and rose to ber feet, 
and stood as a wonnded deer stands at gaze. 

Her face was white^ and the eyes were dilated, and the 
misery of all her look was Tery great; but it had the calmness 
of reason and mnch of her oíd resolve and strength. 

When she saw Maryx she knew him, and a deep flnsh 
monnted over all the pallor of her face^ looking as if it scoorohed 
her as it rose. 

He was a strong man and had leamed patience^ as he said, ihe 
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bitter nncomplamiiig patienoe of a hopeloss heart^ he had thonght 
to be cabn. But at the síght of ber the iron bonda of bis 
strength were wrencbed apart ; be shook £rom bead to foot; áll 
tbe manbood in bim melted into a passionate pity, in whioh all 
otber more selfisbjpassíoiis were for fbe moment drowned and 
dead. He oíosaed tbe floor of tbe cbamber witb a cry^ and fell 
on bis knees at ber feet 

" Take me/' be muttered, '' take me for tbe only tbing I can 
be — your ayenger! Ob, my love, my loTel — ^yonr lover never^ 
yonr master eyen never more, bnt yonr Mend for ever, and yonr 
ayenger. Vengeance is all that is left to ns, but as Gíod liyeB I 
will give yon tbat" 

And be kíssed tbe dnst on wbicb abe stood, as be swore. 

Sbe looked down on bim, startled and moved, and witb the 
blood ooming and going in ber &ce, and ber eyes resting on bim, 
bewfldered, and in the oíd dnlness of balf-conscioas wonder. 

Tben as be Towed bis tow an electric thrill seemed to ron 
tbrongb ber, sbe put ont ber bands and thmst tbem against the 
air, as tbougb tbrosting bim away. 

" My friend ! And yon wonld burt bim ! " 

Sbe mattered the words fcóntly : sbe was like a oreatare not 
fairly awake after a gbastly dream. 

Maryz rose slowly to bis feet : all tbe passion of bis pity and 
bis pardon frozen in bis breast. 

*'Yonr ayenger— and I will take bis life for yours," he 
answered slowly, as be stood erect before ber, and bis face, 
bnrned darker by the desert son, had a terrible look nx)on it. 

All the yeaming and angoish of months and years had gone 
out, as in one tempest-dríven flood, in the oatb witb which he 
had knelt down on tbe stones before ber as before a thing made, 
by wrong and by disbonour, only tenfold more sacred and 
beloyed : and all tbis was frozen in bim and tomed back upon 
himself, and lay upon bis soul like ice. 

Sbe listened, and sbe nnderstood. 

Witb one splendid gestnre sbe tbrew ber bair out of ber 
eyes, and stood erect, once more a liying thing of soul and fíre. 

'' I forbid yon! " sbe cried, as sbe faced bim ; and ber Yoice 
lost its weakness, and rang clear and loud as a bell strikes. " I 
forbid yon ! There is notbing to ayenge." 

"Nothing? Whatl Youforgiye? 

" There is notbing to forgiye." 

" What! Are you woman, and bom of woman? Are you 
not forsaken like the yilest thing that lives ? " 
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The barning ooloor Btiuned hei Etoe red onos tnm 

" There ia cothiug to forgive ¡ he A(u lovedmel" 

Maryx langhed aloud. 

Men vbo have trnth, uul honoui, and Sdelity epeut tfaeír I 
Iítbb like watei fear after joax, unlovod and nnciaied ti>r, going 
(o thefr gravee numoamed. And snob paaaion ae Uüb wae giren 
t<> fálsehood and to taíthleasneH I 

Sha took a etep towards Itim ; her Gmm was orimson. ber 
uanth wafi ñrm, her batí tossed bocfe showcd ber oyes ^eamiog, 
bnt resoluto, under her lovely, low, broad browB — the biowa of 
Uie Ariadné. 

"Lifitonl" ahe said Bwiftly. "I hava been mad, I think, 
liut now I am sane. I remember; 70a voie Blivajra goad— ^ood 
«nd great — and 1 seemed tbauklesfi, tbougii I was nut so íu mj 
heori Yon used to be m; master, aud you were fuU of patieuoe 
and pit?, and I remeiuber and I am grateful Yes. Ba^- 
liston! Unless yon promise me nevor to touoh a hair of hia 
bead, never to go near to liím bhvb in gcnUenesa, I will MU fon 
beEore yon can reach him. Yes; I am calm, and I say the 
Ihing I mean. Life ts orer for me, bat I will find skengtb to 
gave him : ths goda heor me, uod tbc; íaov." 

Theu ebe woa silent, and her mouth abut cióse, as thougb it 
were the mouth of a mask m morble. Hei words were not 
empty broatb, ehe woutd bave done tlio thing ehe Baíd. 

'Chele was perfecl silence ¡a the cbamber. Then Maryi 
langhed as men laugb in the dreams of fever, or when tbey dú 
of thirst on a battie-field. 

" And tboj say tbat God made woman 1 " he oried alond. 

Her eyea woro Bteady and resoluto under the straight cUssio 
Ariadné brows. Sbe waa gathering her memoriea up alowly, 
one by one, tmd tbe courage and endnrance natoial to her veré 
awoke. 

"There ia nothing to avenge," sha eaid again. "Nothing, 
nothing; if / choose to forgive. What aro yon to me? Yon 
have no righl. If my father lived and would huit him, I «onld 
eay to him what I eay to yon. Re bae lovod me ; can anythiog 
altor tbat? I tiroa him — he left me — that musí be my ftenlt. 
"When the enn psssoe, doea the earth curse the sun ? " 

Her voice ahook, and lost its mumentary strength; bat sho 
conqnered her weakncss— since euch wualmess would be bl^me 

" Yun are my friend — yet speak of hui'tjug biml Do 3 
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not know? While he liyes I will liye. I conld not die and 
leaye him on the earih^ in the light^ smiling on others! You 
will not hnrt him? Fromiseme!" 

Maryx made no reply. 

*' Yon do not promise ? ** 

"No." 

" Then go. I can see yon no more nntil yon do.** 

She tnmed her face from him, and with a gestnre sígned to 
him to leaye her. 

He 8tood there, not seeming to see the dgn, ñor to see that 
she had tnmed away from him. 

" Mnst one be worthless to be loyed like that ! " he mntt^^red ; 
and his head fell on his chest, and he looked like an oíd man 
grey with age, and he tnmed and oame ont from the ohamber^ 
moying feebly, and like one blind. 

I went from the threshold to her sida 

"Oh, my dear, are yon grown crael? That man is noble, 
and ñül of pity and pain, and in the oíd time he seryed yon 
with so mnoh tendemess." 

She oronched down by the síde of the hearth and sighed 
heayily. 

" I cannot help it— let me be.** 

Then snddenly she looked np at me with wide-open despair- 
ingeyes. 

" He was weary of me. It was my fonlt: not his. I did 
not know — ^I did not know. His loye was my glory — ^how oonld 
I tell ? When I went to that cmel oity then I leamed, — I was 
only a mere frail foolish thing in his sight, as the others were— 
only that ; bnt how conld I tell ? " 

And then once more her headsank down, and sheweptbitterly. 

" Yet yon think those who loye yon haye no right to ayenge 
yon?" I cried to her. 

She Btretched her arms ont to the yacant air. 

" There is no yengeance that wonld not beggar me mora 
Whilst he liyes, I will find strength to liya What yengeance 
do I want? He has loyed me — ^the gods are good! " 

Then she swooned, and lost conscionsness, and lay there, by 
the low fire of the hearth, like some fair plnckt flower eaat down 
npon the stones. 

What conld one do ? Any yengeance wonld only beggar her 
the more. 

I sat awake all the long oold night 

V 
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Qom ia ttie eést of Borne, nígh tbe Porta Tibartitift, on tfao 
my thkt goes to Tivoli, there ia an oíd bñck tover, vehose age 
DO man knows, and wliose walla are aU scarred and bmned witb 
war. 

The winding streets are set abont it íq a strsDge network, 
and at its base there ie a great stone basín, wbere tbo women 
waah thcir linón and tbe pretty {ugeons batbe. From ite cose- 
menta, barred nith iron, ;oa loaked downward ínto one of tbe 
groen gardena, ehadowed with loaning pinee and massíve iloz, 
that are tbe especial glor; of our oitj ; aod ontward joa saw 
oreí all the majostic width of Borne, away to tbe far djetan<» 
wbere tbe trees of Monte Maiio arise, and the Spada Villa día 
on tbe billside, Uke an oíd man wbo ciouches and counta over 
tbe crimes of bie youth, to the lovely long línes of light wbeie 
tbe eea lies, and whero at Bunaot all tbe little white and rosj 
clonds seem to go Qocking westwaid like a flight of birds. 

In the middle agoa, and majbe even earüer, when Stilicbo 
coonsolled the making of tbo odjacent gate, tho tower liad beeti 
s fortress snd a fighticg-place ; later on it bad been a dwellíng- 
place. chiefi y Bougbt by artista for tbe sunlit wondor of ita view, 
and its Eolitude in tbe centre of tbe city, and the many legenda 
tbat had gathered about it, as tbe owls lived on its roof. It bad 
spacious cbambers, pointed and vaulted, and some were so high 
that uo single sort of noise from the Btreets below conld reach 
there, and nothing could be heard eave tbe sonnd of tbe birds' 
wínga and the rusb of the wind od stormy days amongst tbe 
ulondB. 

To thia place after a wbUe sbe carne and lived. Wfien I told 
ber at last of tbe corious treasure she bad inborit^d, it scarcely 
eeemed to tnake any impiession oo her ; her first instinct was 
to refuse it; then, wben I reasoned with her, she woald only 
take a smaU part. 

" Keep me enongb to live on," abe soid, " and give the reet 
to tbe poor." 

'Etfaa tbe great goodness of my pricstly friend, ira had im> 
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tronble or interference of any kind^ only it was difficult to make 
her nnderstand or oomply with the few formalities that were 
needfal for her entrance into the inheritance of the dead miser. 

Amongst other things which had belonged to him, and been 
secreted by him^ were many jewels ; diamonds^ large as the eggs 
of little birds; and rubíes and sapphires nncut. She looked at 
them^ and pnshed them away with disgust 

"Let them be sold/' she said; ''there are always the 
poor " 

And^ indeed, fhere are always the poor: the vast throngs 
bom century after centnry, only to know the pangs of life and 
of death^ and nothing more. Methinks that human life is^ after 
all, but like a human body, with a fair and smiling face« but 
all the limbs ulcered and oramped and racked with pain. No 
surgery of statecraft has erer known how to keep the fair head 
erecta yet give the trunk and the limbs healtb. 

As time went on she grew thankful to haye the needs of life 
thus supplied to her without effort, for she would have found it 
difficult to maintain herself ; and her oíd pride, though it had 
bent to one^ ohanged in nothing to others^ and she would have 
starved sooner than haye taken a crust she had not eamed. 
But always she refosed to spend more of the stores of the 
Ghetto than was necessary for her personal and daily wants; 
and she gave away such large sums and so much treasure^ that 
she left herself barely enough for those wants, simple though 
they were. 

" The money was wrung from the poor, that I am sure. It 
sháll go back to them/' she said ; and if I had not been able to 
cheat her innocently, and so resbrain her hand, she would haye 
been once more amongst those who wake in the morning not 
knowing whence their daily bread oould come. 

Bome began to speak of her story, but no one saw her. 

"Find me some place where no one will know that I am 
liying/' she said to me. So I found her the oíd brick tower, 
with its pines and its oíd orange-trees behind it, and the owls 
and the pigeons about its roof, where the wind-sown plants had 
made a liying wreath of green. 

I made it as beautif ul as I could without letting it show that 
money had been spent there, for of riches she had a strange 
horror; and when she saw anything that seemed to her to haye 
cost gold, she said always, " Take it away, and sell it for the 
poor.** For she had something in her, as in the oíd days we had 
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naed to bbj, of tbe aereDity of the etfly nintit mftiglfkl with afl 
the Pagan foroe and Pagan graoee of her mind and chanoter 
And, 80 íar aa ahe thought of them al all, abe abhorred the 
rioheB of Ben Solim, becanae she waa anre tiíat oppresaíon and 
diahoneaty and ayaríoe, and all the nnpnniahed aína of the nanzer 
and of the miaer, had püed that hoard together. 

It were hard to tell the chango that had oome over her. 
All the absorption into Art which had once ieolated her firom 
the world of othera, had now beoome eqnaUy absorbed into 
the memory of her love, and a more abaolnte iaoUtíon atílL 
After that night beaide the hearth-fire, ahe nevar named him. 
Only once, when, in my loathing of bis heartleasDeeay I leí 
escape me words too furíona agaj^ him, abe stopped me as 
tbongh I nttered blaspbemy. 

The great fidelity of bera never waned or wavered. He had 
íórsaken her: she coold not see that tbis conld make any obange 
in her own fealty. She liTed becanae he lived* and for no ottuar 
reason. 

Her life indeed was a living death. 

Wben one is yonng still, and has hj natnre pnre health and 
sixengtb, actual death does not come as easily as poeta piotoie 
it Bat because the body ails líttle, and the b'mbs moye withoat 
effort, and the pulses beat wiih regularity, none the less does 
a liying death fall on the senses and the soul ; and the daya and 
the years are a long blank waste that no effort can recall or dis- 
tinguisbi and all tbe sweet glad sights and sounds of tbe earth 
are mere pain, as they are to the dying. 

And there was no oonsolation possible for her — ^for her by 
wbom Bome had been found a ruin, and Loto had been found 
a destróyer. To her all gods were dead : she had no fútb on 
which to lean. 

The Famesiani women who líve immured in tbe walls by tbe 
Viminal Hill, murmuring their ceaseless adoration of the Sacra- 
mento where never daylight coraes, or yoices of friends are beard» 
or human faces seen, are less desoíate, are more blessed tban she» 
for in their living sepulcbre they have dreams of an eternal li& 
that sball compénsate for all. 

But to her tbis self-deception was not possible. For her tha 
Mother of Angels had no sigh or smile. 

Tet there was in her a great tendemess, which had been 
laoking before; suffering and love had brought to her that 
Bympathy which before had been wanting, She had been pnre 
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and trathful, and neyer nnkind; bnt she had been hard as the 
marble on which she wronght. Now no kind of pain was alien 
to her; the woe of others was sacred to her; when she spoke to 
the hnngry and the naked there weie tears in her voice ; when 
she saw a little child at its mother's breast, an infinite yearning 
carne into her eyes. 

So thb days and the weeks and the months went on, and she 
dwelt here in this high tower, nndistnrbed, and thinking only 
of one creatnre. I am sure she had no hope that he wonid 
retom to her. He had left her alone in her desolation^ as 
Ariadné was left on Nazos. Only^ to her no consolation was 
possible. 

I do not think either that she eTer nnderstood the deep 
wrong that he had done to her. In some way she had wearied 
him, and he had forsaken her: that she nnderstood. But she 
cherished the memories of his love as her one chief glory apon 
earth. She wonld haye said, as Héloíse says in one of her 
letters :— 

'^Plns je m'hnmilias pour toi plnB j'espérais gagner dans ton 
ooBur. Si le maitre da monde, si rempereur lui-méme, eut youlu 
m'honorer da nom de son épouse, j'aurais mieox aimé étre appelée ta 
maitresse qae sa femme et son impératríce." 

The world calis this sin. Aya, the world is Tery wise, no 
doubt. 

It chooses its words well — ^the world which lets the adnlteress 
pass np the throne-rooms of courts, and live in the sunshine of 
prosperity, and bear her jewels on her forehead of brass, and 
wear the robe of her hnsband's shame as thongh it were a 
garment of righteonsness ; bnt on the woman who has loTed 
greatly, and only loTed too well, and has dai-ed be futhfnl, and 
knew no solace for loTe's loss, ponrs down its bnming oil of 
contnmely, whilst it thmsts her to a liying tomb, as Borne its 
Testáis. 

No doubt the world is wise — and jnst. 

Bnt she knew nothing of the world. The little she had seen 
of it in that white gilded city which had made her misery, had 
filled her with horror. She had felt any look of homage from 
other eyes than his an inñdelity to him. She would haye been 
glad to be xmloYely in others' sight to be more ntterly his own. 

As for me I never asked her anything. 

I oonld imagine withont any words the terrible ease with 
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wbioh he had made her believe • great pMdoo pme m zdigiaB 
«nd divine as mar^yidomi and then wearying himself of tht 
yery pnrity and graoe of the ihing he had inydbd, had dzopped 
ihe yefl^ and let her see henelf and him as otheis saw them. 
He had been like the magicians of old« who by fheir spells 
caUed npall shapes so beantif ni and nnearthly^ that the magicáan 
flong down his crystal and fled appalled from the thing that he 
had snmmoned. 

I nevor asked her anything. I serred her in all wajB I 
conld, as I had done ever sinoe that time when she had come to 
me in the midday sun with the poppies and the passiflora flowers 
in her hands, and I had awakened from my sleep and saíd to 
her, " Dcar, Loto is cruel ; that he always is." 

I was glad and thankfol that she knew me well enoügh 
never to offer me any of the gold of the dead man : that woold 
have stnng me so indeed that I think I could neTer moro have 
looked upon her face. But she knew me too well; and I did 
such service for her as I oonld, making fit for her the oíd, dnsky, 
loñy rooms, and finding an honest woman to dwell there^ fi» 
Ersilia ooold not leaye her own dwelling-hoase, and going on 
with my own labonrs at the comer of the bridge^ so aa to be no 
bnrden to any one. 

The poor little Greek boy hannted the place, and begged so 
piteonsly to see her once that I ooold not deny him. But it 
hnrt her so much that I was fain to hurry him away. She knew 
nothing of his serrioe to her, and only remembered at the síght 
of him all the days that were gone : — ^he was sorely wonnded, 
bat he loved her well, and submitted. 

"It is hardl" he said once. 

"It is hard/' said I; "all great love is. That is how we tell 
the trae from the fálse. Yon woold not porchase the right oí 
seeing hor at the cost of telling her the debts she owes to you ? " 

" Ah, no — never, never," said the poor little lad, who, thongh 
timid and false in some ways, in his love of her was coorageona 
and yery troe ; and he woold come at evening time nnder the 
walls of the tower and play on his flote, in hopes that the soanda 
might float op to her and soothe her; and the women at the 
fountain woold stop in boating their linen, and the dogs wonld 
cease barking and come roond, and the people at the doorways 
woold paose in their qoarrelling and swearing, and the very 
pigeons seemed to be pleased as they cirded roond and ronnd 
before their good night's sleep— but I doobt if eyer she heard 
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She neyer seemed to me either to listen to^ or to w&6, any tbing 
that was in the air or aronnd her in the streets— onless it were 
Bome misery that she coold relieTe in any way^ or some little 
child langhing and catching at its mother's hair. 

I think the world only held for her one face, and the air only 
one Toice : and wherever she went she saw and heard those. 

And thongh I had promised what Máryx had refosed to 
promise, there were times that I felt that whoeyer killed Hilarión 
wonld do welL 

He never carne to Bome. 

Bnt I think she always hoped with eyery snn which rose that 
he might come there, for she wonld cover herself so that no one 
conld haye told whether she were lovely or nnlovely, yonng or 
oíd, and wonld walk to and fro the city honr after honr, day 
añier day, week affcer week, looking in eyery &ce she met; and 
Bome was only dear to her now becanse its stones had bome bis 
steps and its waters mirrored bis image. 

AIl powers, or thonght, of Art, seemed to have perished in 
her, and this pained me most of all. It seemed as if when that 
slay figore had cmmbled down into a beap of grey earth in 
Paris, all the genins in her had passed away with it 

I hoped always that the sight of the marbles wonld awake it 
in her once more, as the sight of tawny Tiber rolling beneath 
the moon had bronght back her reason. Bnt she passed by the 
noble things that she had worshipped as thongh they were not 
there, and looked in the &ce of the Dioscnri, and knew them 
not, for any sign she gaye. I wonld haye spoken to Maryx and 
asked bis connsel, bnt I dared not do it. His own fate seemed 
to me so terrible, and his woe so sacred, that I dared not enter 
his presenoe. 

He stayed on in Bome: that was all I knew. 

Once or twice I went and saw his mother, to whom I dared 
not speak of Giojá, for she had a peasant's narrowness of jndg- 
ment, and a mother's bittemess of ezdnsiye loye. She grew 
blind, and had ceased to be able to see the oolonrs of the flowers 
in the atrinm, and the snn shining on the roof of the pope's 
palace, which had made her feel she was liying in the city of 
God. Bnt she conld still see the face of her son, and conld read 
what it told her, thongh she saw it throngh the mist of fedling 
sight. 

" It is as I said," she repeated for the hnndreth time. " It is 
as I said. The marble has fallen on him and omshed him; it 
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foll ou his Cather's brout, tt bu fallen on hia fanrt : thAt Is all. 
Ho thougbt ho Uad moatered it : but jou fleo " 

Por tho marbie waa taitetú real and deriUeh tliing ; bearíng 
b1owB in Bubjoctioa mauj' & ;ear, to tise oud cmab ita bewer at 
thelast. 

" If he had only modú the image oC the trae God 1 " — Bhe said, 
asd told her bea^ds. She had in her tha ñrm belief and the intense 
hfttced which mado the monkB and nona of the early monutic 
Kgea rend ont the efea and bmise tho 1x>snm of the pogui 
deitiea, and oblitérate with ose and kuife tbe langliing gronpa 
of Honra and of n^pha. 

"Doesha workí"! aakad OiuÜo. 

"Siuce he carne back— never," tho otd nutn answored me, 
tnd I waB afraid to ask to see him, and went ouL of the Ught 
lovel; boiiBe wheie the rosee were pnebing between the oolnntns, 
«ud the nightingaloB Rang all tbe long Bpring iiigbt& 

For it wBfi spríug non once tnoie. 

"Yon are crael to Mar;x, mj dear," I said, timidly to her 
that eveniug, for I felt timid witb ber, beiug ever afraid to tcuoh 
Bome wonnd. 

" He would hnrt him," she said, nnder her breath, and her 
face flushod and grew white agniu. 

I knew that it wonld be oeelees to urge her. I think that it 
was, without her knowing it, her sense of the love of Uñryz whioh 
made bor heart barden itself like stone to him ¡ for to a woman 
wbo loves groatly oven the mere utteranoe of aay paaaion from 
any other than tbo one ehe lores seems a sort of insolt, aud to 
bearken lo it would bo an inñdeüty. 

" Wby did sho leí the god oome to her ; ehe conld have died 
flrst," ehe hod eaid, long befare, of Aríadné; and ehe berselt 
wonid bave died, that being her teading of faithfulness. And 
traly there is no other, 

Bpring bad come, I say, and nowhore íb spríug more beaatifnl 
than bere in Borne. 

Tbe glad water spnrkles and ripples everywhere ; abore the 
broad porphyry basina butterfiica of every ooloiir fiutter, and 
swalIowB Sy ; lovers and cliildren swing balis of flowers, made ae 
only our IRomans knon how to maka them; the wide lawns 
mider the deep-shadowed avenuos are fuU of blossoms: the air 
is foll of Eragrance ; the palma rise against a cloudless aky; the 
nightfl are laetrous¡ in the oool of the great galleries the statnea 
aeem tu smile; bo spilng had beeu to me alvays ; bnt now the 
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season was withont joy^ and the scent of the flowers on the wind 
hnrt me as it smote my nostríls. 

Far a great darkness seemed always betweenme and the snn, 
and I wondered that the birds conld sing^ and the children mn 
amongst the blossoms—the world beíng so yila 

The spring bronght no ohange to her ; no chango conld ever 
come; there was the pity of it. She liyed on merely becanse he 
lived; she had said the tmth: she conld not set the yawning 
gnlf of the graye between herself and him; she conld not sink 
into etemal silence whilst his yoice was still npon some other's 
ear^ his kiss npon some other's month. For all else^ life was 
terrible to her ; and the feyer of it began to consnme her^ and 
she grew weak andsnffered mnch, thongh sheneyer complained; 
always indifferent to physical pain, she was now as it seemed 
insensible to it^ and her genins seemed dead. 

She had bonght eyery thing that eyer he had written, and she 
had leamed the tongne that they were wiitten in^ and night and 
dayshe hnng oyer them, and their pages grew blistered and 
illegible in many places with the scorching tears that fell on 
them. 

Once I fonnd her thns : her eyes gazed at me wearily^ and 
with sad bewüderment. 

" I try to see in them what he wished for, and where I fiuled/' 
she said, with a piteons hnmility in her words. 

I cnrsed the books, and him by whom they were written. I 
conld haye said to her the trnth; I conld haye said, " Yon had 
no &nlt saye this ; that with yon he heard but the nightingales, 
and so pined for the jibberíng apes ! " 

Bnt I forbore ; I was afraid lest she should tnm to hate me, 
knowing that I hated him. 

Weaker natnres than hers wonid haye songht sympathy, and 
wonld haye snffered shame: she did neither. She was too 
absolntely pnre in the perfectness of her loye to be consoions oí 
that shame which is the reflection of the world's reproaches; 
there was no "world" for her; and she had been too nsed to 
dwell alone amidst her dreams and her labonrs to seek for the 
pity or the pardon of others, or to regret its absenoe. She had 
Míen in her own sight, not becanse he had loyed her, bnt becanse 
he had left her; becanse she had in some way that she did not 
nnderstand become of no yalne, and no honoor, and no worth in 
hissighi 

She did not rebel against his sentenoe, bnt she loathed herself 
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i tí¡A bad Inourred fl All the lofty, piira, moa poetie 
i «hioh abe had dreamod of in ber ignoranoe ovet tbe 

_ a of Danto sndPetr&reca and Soapitraeho liad giventohiiu: 
that abe bftd beea nothínjí, íu tnitb, liigber or bettei thoa a to; 
tc'hbnmaínootitprohuiifiíbld tu ibis naturewhiuhhad the purity 
and tbe foroe of Gluctn awl Antígona. In some nay abe had 
hiled ; that was all abe knev. 

With bar he had beard ouly tbe niglitint-ales. And 
Btraage, horrible way, tbe snakes and tbe apea bod been stronger 
tban abe, and to lum hiul beon aweeter, and ao bad diawti him 
back to them and had luft ber alone. 

That waa all ebe knew. 

With an inti'nse pride abe bad an intecae bnmility. " He 
loved me once," abe aaíd ; and tbia seemed to ber to be a wonder 
etUl eo great that it eicused in bim all later cnielty; and like 
the voman she once bad pitied oq tbe Mareiuma abore, sha 
wonid not have wisbed ber woiinds lesa deep, ñor tboír pain leas, 
Dor tbeir bideonanoRs leea, beoause tboee wonnds aseured her- 
bó had loTed bar once. 

Alas I eren tbia poot and bittei oonsolation was a self- 
deception. Even 'n'ben be had laid bia roses on bet kneee and 
wooed ber finit, he bad not loved ber, not oven with sach loro 
aa that foul putrician jado wrnng from bíin by treadíng on bia 
wom beart, as a Tine gatberer on the broísed and preased-ont 
giapes omahed in tbe vate at aatiinm. 

For so be aoon told me, even he, hiniBolí, with that cynioal 
frankness wbich at times broke np Irom undei the soft diagniíK'^ 
of bis BBual worda. 

He had cever come to Bome ; nerer once aince that ohill and 
bittcr Lenten nigbt wben Maryi and I bad fonnd the chambei 
empty, and Hermesin the moonbgbt alone. 

I, asking alwaya people whom I fcuew, learned that he had 
uever been iu Reme eince tben, ñor ever once at Daila. It waa 
not fear cortainly whioh kept liitn from tbecity; but probablyjt 
waa that Bort of restleas but fruitleaa and vague remoise whiob 
ia the repentance of snob a man as he. 

For the dijference between good and bad in men Uea lesa, I 
tbink, in what they do tban in how tbey feel, and ao lesa ia aot 
than eonscience ; and many a one amongst ns could nudo the 
evil he has done if only be woald not puah away the pain it 
canses him, and hnrry on leaving tbe paat behind hífn Uke a 
dead mnle on tbe higb road to rot foigotten. 
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We all sin, but some of os walk on^ not looking back, and 
8ome of US do look back^ and thxis do go again over the ñl- 
trodden path^ and so, perohance, meet angela on the way — ^to 
mend it. 

Hilarión neyer looked back : not becanse he was altogether 
cruel, bnt. becanse he had tenderness sufOicient twined in with 
his crueliy to make him reluotant to see paín, although quite 
reckless as to causing it. The masters of the world would slay 
ten thousand yictims here in Borne, yet weep sometímes if a 
beloved slave died : and why ? — becanse they were only Humanily 
let loóse to all its instincts. 

I dreaded lest he should come to Borne, for I knew that even 
such comparative calm as she had attained would be destroyed 
again, if she oould behold his face or hear his footstep on the 
stones. 

I watched for him ceafielessly and in anziely, bnt he neyer 
carne, and I heard that he was in Paris and in other places that 
he loved, and the yile Sovrana woman was also absent, and the 
palé sad peace that reigned with us, as it reigns over a buried 
yillage when the snow has coyered it, and the fíres are out, and 
the cries stilled, and the sleepers all sleeping for eyer, was on- 
troubled by any burst of storm or break of dawn. 

It was night with us always: night always: eyen in fhe 
golden glory of wide Bome, with the light upon the amethystine 
hills, and bine aerial distances, and the soundjof birds' wings and 
children's laughter, and the people's gladness^ eyeiywhere about 
ihe bright broad waters. 
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Onb eyening, when a late Easter was quite oyer, i was carrying 
home some work that I had done, and I went perforce past the 
palace of the Soyrana princes ; the palace of his black-browed 
wanton, who there ruled like Olympia Pamfili, and had the gieat 
world all about her ; for she who makes her hnsband's shame, 
nowadays can clothe herself with it as with a garment of 
nghteonsoess ; be her lord only but yile also. 
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In the Bhadow of the mighty oonrtjard of the place, ther» 
was a Tast crowd of gay gnmd peoide ooming and going; 
amongst them I at length saw Hüaríon ; he was entering the 
house. My heart leapt wíth a wild boond, as though the blood 
of only twenty years polsed in it. 

Bnt for my promise to her he wonld hsTe died with the 
moment that the moonlight féll on his fidr, serene^ oold featnres» 
and reyealed them to ma 

I left my errand ondone, and waited by the palaoe gatea. It 
was in the oldest part of Borne — a mighty plaoe hnilt ont of 
trayertine, from great mins, in the middle ages by some pope ; 
jnst now its conrts were alight with lamps and torohes, and np 
the Tast stairs one conld see the serring men^ all red and gold» 
like strntting paroqnets standing one aboTe another; no donbt 
this kind of life mnst be fine to lead, and I daré say people in 
the midst of it yery soon foiget — ^nnless they wish Tery mndi to 
remember. 

I stood ontside the gatos with snndry other folks, who had 
come there to stare at the foreign princes and great. ladies who 
alighted and passed np between the men in red and gdd. 

No one notioed me ; a good many hours went by ; the peqple 
by the gates had long before grown tired of looking on^ and had 
gone away ; I was left alone^ but I did not stir ; there were a 
fret and fome of the waiting horses all aronnd, and their breath 
was like steam on the níght. After a time the people within 
began to come forth again^ amongst the earliest of them he carne ; 
in your great world loTers are carefol I belieye to preserve this 
sort of affectation, it saves the honour of the ladies and their 
lords. 

I stopped him as he went ont to his eqnipage. 

" Let me have a word with you/* said L 

He tornad, and I think he grew paler ; bnt he was braye 
always, and for me, I mnst say, he had always been gentle in his 
oondnct, and never had made me feel in any way that I was 
only a cobbler at a street comer, stitching for daily bread. 

" Is it yon, oíd friend ? " he said with a kindly indiffezenoe — 
real or assnmed. " Do yon want me? It is late. Will not to- 
morrow do as well ? " 
" To-morrow will not do," said I. *' Gome out with ma" 

And he came, being lüways braye, as I say, and no donbt 
«eeing some look on my face that told him I was longing for his 
Ufe. 
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The palaoe stood, as I say, in one of the oldest parta of Borne ; 
a tnm or two of a passage-way^ and one was in front of the dome 
of Agrippa, the gloomiest^ grandest thing that the world holds^ 
I think, ahoye all when the znoonlight is apon it^ as it was on it 
now. 

I walked thence, and he with me ; his attendants lemained 
at a 8ign from him hefore the palaoe. 

When there was no one to hear in the deserted place, I 
stopped ; he also. 

He spoke before I conld speak. 

" If yon were a yonnger man, yon wonld kill me— wonld yon 
not?* 

His bine eyes weie serene, and met mine, but his face was 
troubled. 

" If I had not promised neyer to harm yon, I would fínd the 
means to kill yon now, oíd though I may be." 

He looked at me thonghtfoUy. 

" Whom have yon promised ? " 

" Yon mnst know. There cannot be two who, so wronged, 
wonld yet forgive." 

He dghed a litüe restlessly. 

" Is she well ? " he said, añer a panse, and tiiere was a sort 
of shame in his Toic^ and his eyelids fell. 

Jcnrsedhim. 

Heayen be mercifiíl to me a sinner. I called down on his 
head eyery bli^ht and yengeance of heayen, all ill and wretched- 
ness and despair that life can eyer heap on those whom Qod and 
man forsake. I cnrsed him in his lying down and his nprising, 
in his manhood and his age ; I cnrsed all ofOsprlng that might 
be begotten by him, and all women that his loye might light on ; 
I cnrsed him as in the Scriptnres holy men curse the children of 
helL 

I was wrong, and snch curses should blisl^r the bps that 
utter them, being all weak and at each other's mercy, and all 
adrift in an inexplicable mystery of existence, as we are. But I 
was beside myself ; I thought only of her ; I saw only in him 
the cruel brutelity of Loye, which in his passion-flower hides an 
asp, and with his kiss upon the lips giyes death. 

He stood tranquil and unmoyed under the fnry of my words, 
and he showed no resentment ; he shuddered a little once, that 
was alL He did not seek to go away. He stood quite quietly 
by the granito steps of the Pantheoii, with the columna behind 
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him that haTe wühstood tha fiíes and the tiogeiot twotboiiaaiMl 
yeara. 

When my Toioe had died, ohoked in my fhioat 1^ the forae 
of my own miaery and hate, he looked at me« wüh bis olear ooU 
eyesdim. 

" I am lorry that yon shonld hate me^" he wid, imder hii 
oreath, " but you are ric^t— as yon see ihüigs. And why do 
yon cali on any god ? Borne has ontlived them alL" 

The patience in him^ and the serenity, qnelled the tempesta 
of my fnry and my loaihing, as answering, passíon wonld baye 
fed them. I stood stock-stül, and stared on him« in the moon- 
lighi 

^Oan one nerer hnrt yonl* I mnttered to him. "Are yon 
hmte^ or deyil, or what, that yon feel nothing, and only stand 
and sinile — ^like that? " 

"Did I smile?" said Hilarión. '*Nay— yon hnrt me wbm 
yon hate me. It is natural that yon shonld, and jnst enongh ; 
only, when yon oall on God 1 Has ever He listened ? ** 

" No ! since He neyer kept her from yon—No 1 ** 

" Who shall keep the woman from the man ?" said he, with 
a sort of scom. " Natnre will not ; and it is Natnre alone that is 
stroBg.*' 

" I blame not yonr loye ; I am no pnrítan ; what I curse in 
yon is yonr bitter coldness of sonl, yonr deception, yonr fidtl^- 
lessness, yonr cmelty^ yonr abandonment; how conld yon leaye 
her, once having loyed her— how ? " 

" I never loyed her/' he said, wearily. ** What said Anakreon 
in yonr dream ? Instead of Eros it is Philotés. It is a bitter 
tmth." 

I groaned alond. 

The clay that she had spent her forcé on in her delirinm in 
Pans^ was more real, more worthy worship, than this phantom 
of passion, which had led her on to perísh I 

" I am ashamed— I regret ! " he mnttered hnrriedly, with a 
tme contrition for the moment in bis yoice. " Why did yon ask 
me to leaye her alone ? And then one saw that Maryx loyed 
her : that was a temptation the more. Do I seem base to yon ? 
Men always do wheneyer they speak the tmth. Yet it was not 
jnly basensss— no. Snch pnrity with snch passion as hers I 
neyer knew. She neyer nnderstood I did her wrong ; she only 
loyed me. She was so calm, too, so like the oíd statues and the 
oíd fcmcies of the immortals* with eyes that neyer seemed likelY 
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to weep or smüe or look anywhero except straight to their homo 
in heaven. I neyer had seen a woman like that '' 

" Therefore yon were not content antil you had xnade her 
liketoothera!" 

''She neyer became so— nerer^" he said quickly. "1 may 
haye mined her as you and the world cali ruin ; bnt as I liye, 
here, I swear I left her sonl nnsullied. Coarse words wonld 
haye cancered one's tongne^ spoken to her ! One night I took 
her to the opera in París — only ona It seemed like dragging 
^thene throngh a bagnio ; a mere man's look at her seemed 
insnli" 

'' Yon oonld feel that I And yet ** 

"Áj, and yet I forsook her, you would say. Because of 
that; can you not understand? She was a constant shame to 
me ! If you had poured out poison to a creature trusting you, 
and she kissed you as she drank it, and thought each throe it 
caused her sweet because the hurt was from you, could you bear 
that ? It was so with us. She stung me always, not meaning ; 
and then I tired 

" You cannot think it of me that I would desert a woman 
brutally, and a woman so young/' he said after a pause, with an 
impatience and apolc^ in his tone, for it hurt him, that such as 
I, or any one indeed, could deem him goilty of such kind of 
grossness in his cruelty. 

" I was fjEÚthless ; I left her-— yes ; but I meant to retum. I 
thought she would more easily understand that one míght weary 
— of course I neyer dreamed that she would flee away to mísery 
like that " 

" No, I remember ! " I answered him, bitterly. " You said of 
oíd, when you buried a dead loye you cast some rich gifts on its 
graye, as the Bomans the porca prsasentanea. Well, you seo 
there are dead things you cannot bury so, and there are things 
that will not die at all, not eyen at your bidding. You Are a 
famous poet, but it seems to me that you are but a shallow 
student of great natures." 

" She will loye me always you mean—- yes." 

" You daré to triumph ? " 

" No, I meant no triumph. There are women like that, — 
they make one dread lest eyer there should be the endless 
Hereafter that we wise men laugh at How should we bear thejr 
eves?" 

A shiyer shook him as he walked to and &o in the moonUght 
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" Tell me more of hor/' he aaid^ panaiog beto» 

'' I will tell yon noUiiiig.'' 

** Yon think me ao onwarthy?" 

"I think any one of the galley slaTes tiist tofl in iba gsngí, 
with their crímee written on their fareasfei» better and honester 
than you— yea.** 

He was sUent; ihe moonlight pooied down between na white 
and wide ; there lay a little dead Inid on ihe siones, I lememher, 
a redhreast, stiff and cold. The people trafiftc in snoh Üúngí 
heie, in the equaie of Agríppa ; it had fidlen, doubüeas, off aooie 
market stall. 

Foor little robin ! All the innocent sweet woodland «¡ngíng- 
lifo of it was OYer« OTer in agony, and not a aonl in all the wide 
earth was the better for its pain, not eien the huckster wfao had 
miflsed making his oopper odn by it Woe ia me; the aonowof 
the world Ib greai 

I poioted to it where it lay, poor little soft hnddled heap of 
bríght feathers ; there is no sadder sight than a dead Inrd, for 
what loTelier life can there be than a bird's lifo, free in the san 
and the rain, in the blossom and foliage? 

'* Make the little oold throat sing at sanrise," I said to him. 
" When yon can do that, then think to nndo what yoa have 
done." 

She will forge t ■-■ " 

" Tou know she neyer will forget There is yoor erimei* 

" She will have her art ** 

" WUl the dead bird sing? " 

He was silent 

" Tell me," he said abmptly, after a little while, ** tell me, ia 
she here in Rome ? " 

I wonld not answer him; I stared on him stnpidly, seeing 
his palé fair face in all its beauty against the granito oolomns 
of Agrippa's temple. 

" Is ídie in Bome?" he asked. 

" I will not tell you." 

" Then she is ! When I leamed in París that yon had f onnd 
her, I knew that she was safa Yon thonght I drove her away. 
Yon do me wrong. I left her indeed— -bnt I wonld haye re- 
tumed. I wrote to her to try and make her see that one might 
weary, still not be a bmte ; how conld I tell that she wonld take 
it so? My servants shonld have songht her— they might haya 
known that I had no intention to driye her from me ; not like 
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that. When I reached París, then I songlit for her, but then 
you had been there, and had gone ; I recognised that it was you 
by what they said,— yon had fonnd her in wretchedness ? " 

" She kept herself by making fishermen's nets — ^yes/* 

I wonld not tell him all the trnth ; I conid not bear that he 
shonld know that her lovely and lofty mind had lost itself in the 
fell gloom of madness for his sake. 

He moved impatientiy with a gestnre of shrinking and 
regret. 

Hilarión oonld inflict all tortnres of the emotions on a woman, 
and forsake her, and feel no pang; but physical need in any 
woman hnrt him, and the thought that it was snffered for him, 
or through him, stung him sharply ; in his code his honour was 
hurt if the creatnre he had caressed could want for bread. She 
might die of pain, or drag out a living death in solitude ; bnt 
that was nothing. That did not touch his honour, not in any 
way. 

"Does she want — ^now?" he said, with a tinge of ashamed 
agitation in his cheek. "Does she want? Snrely she mnst 
And I " 

'' She wants for nothing," I answered him ; " and my patienee 
I cannot answer for: not if yon insnlt her— so. Words are no 
use ; I came to say to yon, ' Go out of Rome.' Do not ontrage 
her with the sight of yon beside that patrician jade in the palace 
yonder; break with that Jezebol, and go to what other Tile 
woman you will,— only not Aere." 

Hilarión laughed a little drearily. 

" Jezebel, as you cali her, has the wit to sting me, and bum 
me, whenever she touohes me ; so she keeps me. Men are made 
so. Jezebol makes me a beast in my own sight, and a fool in 
the sight of men; still she keeps me. Why? I do not know 
yery well. What is the sorcery of shameless women? Who 
can tell ? But a sorcery it is. History tells you that." 

"Will you leave your adulteress? That is all I care to 
know." 

" If «^ be here," he said softly ; yet for tlus jade he had 
forsaken her! 

" Tell me of her," he said again. 

" Do you regret her ? " 

"Yes,— and no. I seem brutal to you, no doubt. But 1 
could not Uve beside her ; Jezebel suits me £eu: better." 

" What fault had she V" 



"The wont; ahe lored ma loo wéO. Do 7011 not see? II 
WBB ft perpetual roproach." 

He ma ailent i hú foce wu troablod «ud asbuned, and he 
moTed iinpatientl; awa;. 

"Oaa^oonot uBdoretand? Tobethooght hithfal, fáoItlesB, 
half dilino; and all the time ooe knovs— oh 1 mj ít is thaok- 
leaenesB and worlhleeBaess in one, no doabt it a ; bat moii uw 
inads BO. Thero are women that all the time ona wof b one'a 
wíll OH them, make ooe ashamed." 

" And BO one doee worsa ? " 

He threw his head bock with a geetuie oí iiritation. 

" Aiid leavea them ? Ib that volee ? One ctutuot Uve in air 
too mriGed ; we are bat brutee, aa itature made as. That is not 
oor fanlt Not that I meaot to leare hei loug, onl j sha took ít 
■O. 8he conld not nnderstaud" 

No, sbe oould not ondersland. 

It Beemod to me that nevet worj more pitífol had been spoken, 
Bhe oonld not nnderstaud that Love was mortal. 

He had walked to the edge oí tbe foontain ; the mooa shona 
OQ the water, ixnd the wateT refieoted tho palé and troublod beantj 
of bis faco. 

" We are faithfnl only ta the faithless, yon onoa said," he 
mnttered, tumiug baok from the water that mirrored him. 
" That is trae. Wbo ia it says that we are bBppieat nith light 
and Tenal women becaose ne are not aahamed to be with them 
the mere beaate that natare mado os ? Moataigne, I think. It 
is trae. And besídes that, with her, every little lie I tüld ber — 
snch lies as one mast alwajB tell to womea — eeemed lo eting me 
08 I said it 6he never doabted me 1 If she had doabtdd me 
once, it would haré been easj ; bat she always betieved — always. 
In Venioe ehe made ber marble in my likenesa, but made me a 
god. That waa her foult alwaja. She neTer aew me as the 
thing I am I " 

He sigbod ; a eigh selfish and restleas. 

" Would yon liave the truth, the whole trath ? " he said, aa 
with an eílbri "Well, then— I neTer loved her; I t«U yon I 
never ¡oved her— No ! She was eo lovely, and had eo mnch 
genios, and she was so tuüike all others, and she wae eo atterly 
at peace, so giren over to her art and dreams, so stilt, eo far 
away— I wanted to destroy it all, Oh, not from any tileness — 
men are not rile ¡ they are only children ; when children seo 
ft flower they most root it ap ; a frost-crystal, they mnst snatoh 
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ftnd break it; I was a child and ornel: children are crneL 
Passion is bmtal, too; bnt it is strong and constant. I had 
not passion. I said to myBelf she shall care for me and not 
her art ; bnt I neyer shonld haye said it if she had not looked 
so fax away firom earth and all its follies. I neyer loyed her ; 
no 1 One mnst be hort to loye ; she neyer hnrt me." 

Oh, terrible words and terrible tmth ; he had hnrt her as he 
wonld, and she alone of the two had been faithfol. 

He ascended the steps of the temple, and walked to and fro 
wearily, for his conscience stirred and smote him. 

"Was it yanity?" he mnttered. "Perhaps it was yanity! 
It was not love. Something of loye — ^its ameróos charm, of 
conrse — came into it ; for she was so loyely in body and mind, 
and she worshipped me as neyer other creatore eyer did, I 

think ; bnt for the rest ^I neyer shonld haye tonched her if 

yon had not cantioned me, and if she had not had those deep, 
serene, abstracted eyes of hers, that seemed to be always seeing 
heayen and to pass by men. One longed to cali np one's own 
image in them, as in calm waters, and tronble them for eyer! — 
do yon not know? Yon cali that base?— Well yon are ríght, 
maybe. It was so. I cared bnt little for her, bnt I wished to 
be the first Perhaps I was a coward, and treacherons, as yon 
say : I did not think of that. She loyed her art, her gods, her 
dreams ; I said to myself she shonld loye me. I neyer had met 
a woman with a pnre sonl ; hers was qnite pnre ; I wrote my 
ñame aoross it ont of sport, and yon see the ñame bnms there 
in fire always ; — ^well it may." 

He had not eyen loyed herí He who had tanght her that 
imperíshable loye whioh possesses the body and the sonl, and 
fiUs aU earth and heayen, and lets no liying thing reign bedde it 
for a moment, ñor any thonght obtain a place 1 

*'Yon neyer loyed her?" I mnttered. "Yon neyer loyed 
her ? Yon who wrote yonr ñame, as yon say, across her yery 
sonl, 80 that it bnms there always, and will bnm on, and on, 
and on, so that God Himself oonld not qnench the flame of it, 
even if He wonld. Yon neyer loyed her 1 — ^yon 1 " 

It seemed to me the pitifalest thing that eyer the ear of man 
conld hear ; it stnnned me. 

Aoross my brain xan a line I once had read in some coarse 
crnel book : — 

** Les femmes ne savent pas distingxier l'appétit de ramoar.** 

Was great Loye nowhere in the world saye here and there in 
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aome woman's breaking heart?^Wa8 FhDotéB the only thiig 
mon kuew? 

I oonld speak no more to him ; the anntterable deaolsfckxi 
of it stnick me dumb. I felt as in that Tery spot aome pagan 
Koman might haye felt, aeeing his danghter paasíng by between 
the g^oarda to periah for the lovo of Chriat^ he knowing all ilie 
while that her Ohrist was dead in Galilee, and oonld not aid her, 
and that the angelic hoets she waited for to break the wheel and 
qnenoh the fires, had never had a ahape or snbstanoe, saTO in tfae 
heated fancy of aome desert saint or hnnted preaoher. 

He langhed a little, partly in omelty and &r more in aadneea» 
and looked me foll in the face. 

" If you were a yonng man you would kill me." 

I looked him also full in the face. 

" If I had not promised her neyer to kill yon, I wonld find 
the means to do it now — oíd as I am.'' 

" Ton would do quite right/' he said dreamily, '' and, per- 
haps, you would do me a service: who can tell? We know 
80 Uttie." 

Alas no : — ^he said truly ; we know so little, and it orippleB 
our hand; the worst vengeance we can think of is a swift, sure 
blow that deals out death, and then, perhaps, all the while we 
only summon man's best fríend. 

I stood before him baffled, impotent, paralysed. 

The merciless frankness of him froze the yery current of my 
blood, and I saw that he spoke the truth. He had not eyen loyed 
her once. 

He had better loyed this black-browed illustrious jade here 
in Borne, who struck him in her furies, and dragged him in the 
dust in her soft moments. 

"Will you tell me where she is?" he said abruptly once 
more. 

" No, I will not. 

" Are you afraid that I should make her retum to me ? " 

" No : your yanity has nothing more to gain." 

" I should haye gone back to her." 

" You think so. £ut you would not.'' 

«Why?" 

" Because you know that though she may neyer look npon 
your face again, none the less is she yours for eyer. Since men 
are fediliful only to the futhless, what is true to them they can 
easily forsake." 
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He was sflent. 

There was a mist like tears in his eyes. 

" She loyed me too mnch, I tell yon : no man shonid ever be 
loyed mnch," he said, impatíentiy. " It wearies ns, and it makes 
tis too snre. Women will not nnderstand " 

''Base women nnderstand that well; and, nnderstanding, 
keep yon and snch as yon. €k> to them." 

Then I tnmed, and wonld haye gone away. Bnt he oyer- 
took me. 

" I respect yon, becanse yon wonld kill me. Gannot we part 
in peace ? Is there nothing that I conld do ? '' 

•* No. There is nothing. When men do what yon haye done, 
God himself conld do nothing. Ton mnst know that As for 
peaoe there can be noñe between ns. Farewell : when yon lie 
dying, maybe yon wiU wish that Loye were beside yon, and yon 
will cáll on it, and cali in yain." 

Then withont other words I left him. 
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I Linrr him and went away by myself from the Fantheon nome- 
ward to the chamber by the bridge where Hermes and all other 
treasnres of my past were missing. 

I knew that he wonld go ont of Borne ; I knew that he wonld 
not seek her; becanse, althongh his heart in a manner smote 
him, thinking of her so near, and knowing himself so beloyed, 
yet the desire of ease and the dislike of pain were stronger 
emotions with him than any other. She was so ntterly his 
own: thongh lands and seas had stretched between them, 
and half a world had parted them, none the less, he knew well 
enongh— too well, — ^wonld she be fiuthfnl; neyer, thongh she 
were left alone till her yonth shonid flee away and grey age 
come, neyer wonld any other gain from her a momenf s thonght 
or a passing glance : he knew. 

Why shonid he retnm to her ?— his passion had nothing to 
oonqner, his yanity nothing to gain. And what did he know of 



ABIADUL 



km T— thia poet wJtli words thftt btimed m Vbes sang. thla loner 
with ejes th&t caresnod u tliey looked, tfll the eonls of womoD 
dropped ín his path like jeBaamine fiovers wlirai tfa« wiod 

" I had never left Doiothea had eha refnsed me her toast,'' 
nys tbe lover wIid ia faitbless, in a plaj of CaJderon's. 

NeTGT was líne writteu that embodied sadder tmlh ; and 
Dorotliea fargivefl ontrage on oatrage, crime ou crime, and evcn 
«beu he han biddeii aeeassins Blay Ijqt, would sti!! kiss hía haad 
and |)ray for liim to tbe Christ üu hur aoea ; tnit Ae never for- 
giTCB ; — thongh aKaiuet hiía Bhu has uo faalt, save tha ona bult 
of liaving bad Eailh in bim. 

"If yon love me joa nriU listeu to me!" prayB th« mas to 
the tromau ¡ and sbe Ustens : " Yoa sboald bave tumed jqqt 
ear from me I " sofs the man nhan it is too late. 

Not becanse be ia Ti!e; no. Hilarión eaid jnsUy; verj few 
Q tbat ; but becansu bu i^ liko a cbild, and bis plajthiiig 
is beantiful whilst yiÁ it waa a refused secret, a treaeiue víth- 
y Dntríed, but being once attained and owaed, tha 
ploything liea for^tten in a córner, whilst tbe player mus fortli 
inthesmi. 

Calduron'e Dorothea wos not hated becanse she bad given 
her trust, but abo was forsaken Itcanse she had done bo, and 
then batod because the mamory of mong done to het atung a 
fiokie fierce heart lo remorse. 

" Who has done the wrong, uever pardons ; " in love, beyond 
all else, is this true. 

Hilarión went back to the apee in his npas-tree, becanse thoy 
never made him wisii himaelf othor than he was ; they never 
recalled to him all be mlght have beou : mnooentl; aba had 
done both. Bo be had left her. 

] knew, as 1 eoy, tbut he would go out of Itome ; and on tfae 
raorrow I leamed tbat bo bad duue Bo. 

I was thankful. Women hope tbat the dead lovfl may re- 
re; but roen know tbat of all dead tbinga none are so past 
recoll as a dead passion. 

The courtezan may ecoui^ it with a wbip of nettles t«ck 
into life; but the innocent woman may wet it for ever with hec 

B, sbe wül find no resnirection. 

I was thankful, for it was best so; yet if I oould have hated 
him tnore tban I did it would have beeu for his obodienoe to me. 

To be neor ber, yet not aven look upon her face I— I forgot 
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that hardly oonld he caro to look on it mnch moie fhan a 
mnrderer cares to look on fhe thing he has stifled and throst 
away into the earth. ''Why coold he not hayo lefl her in 
peace ?'' I said, again and again. No donbt he often asked him- 
eelf so ; for men are not base ; they are children. 

Maryz all this while I neyer saw. I belieyed that althongh 
he had refosed to gíye his promise, he wonld not harm hei 
lover for her sake ; bat I knew nothing : I only knew that 
Hilarión passed ont of Borne, as he had entered it, in safety. 

The nightíngales sang throngh aU the long loyely springtíde 
nights nnder the myrües on the Golden Hill, bnt their master 
neyer carne ont to hear them, ñor heeded that the snmmer drew 
nigh. 

Art is an ángel of God, bnt when Loye has entered. the sonl, 
the ángel nnfolds its plnmes and takes flight, and the wind of 
its wings withers as it passes. He whom it has left misses the 
ángel at his ear, bnt he is alone for eyer. Sometimes it will 
seem to him then that it had been no ángel eyer, bnt a fiend 
that lied, making him waste his years in a barren toil, and his 
nights in a joyless passion; for there are two things beside 
which aU Art is bnt a mockery and a onrse : they are a child 
that is dying and a loye that is lost 

Meanwhile she grew thinner and thinner and taller stíll, as 
it seemed, and the colonrless foimess of her face had the pallid 
whiteness of the stephanotis flower, and she was loyely still, bnt 
it was a loyeliness whioh had a oertain tenor in it for those who 
saw her, thongh snch were only the poor of the dty. 

''She has the look of onr Beatrice," said one wonum who 
cleaned the stone stairs of Barberini, sometimes, and knew tiioee 
faannting eyes that hayo all the woe of all creation in tbeir 
appeaL 

And what to me was the most hopeless sorrow of i^ was 
this, that eyery memory and impnlse of art seemed eztinct in 
her. What had once been the exclnsiye passion of her li£» 
seemed to haye been trodden down and stamped ont l^ tiie yet 
more absolnte and yet more tyrannical jiassion which had de- 
throned it; as a great storm waye rises, and sweeps oyer, and 
efEáces, all landmarks and dwellings of the earth whereyer it 
reaches, so had the passion of Hilarión swept away eyery other 
thoüght and feeling. 

The sickness and the sorrow ronnd her she wonld do her 
best to help, going from one to aaother, silent and afraid of no 
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pestilenoe. The poople were kfraiil of bei, buL ehe n 
oí tium, «res wheii tlie breath of theíi lipa was deatb. 

To tbo litUe diildren slie wu ver; tender, sbo, who bad ' 
nam seemed even to see tliat the childntn pla;ed in tbe son, or 
amilMi Bt tfaeír mother'a boBoms; and ahe woald tonch them 
gently, uid a great angiiiali woald come into her eyCR, that now 
«ere aJvafB so vistful, and strained and iaü of hopeless longing, 
llke the e;es of a captivo ft"'"»»! 

" Toa mafit love theae people that ;en serve tbcia bo," saíd 
■ pridst to ber one daj, moetíag ber wbere the peetüenoe raged. 
" No," she answered hiin, " I am onlf boiij faz tliem. I am 
aorry foi auythiug tbat livea." 

And ít waa the trntb. Her heart had opened la pity, bat it 
was oloeed to all eave one love. 

It waa a aummer boavy and aioklj. Wan, feTer-wom chil- 
dren glided tbroupcb the streeta; the little beU, that told of 
paasing aoula neediug tbe cborcb'a aociamentB, rang ceaaeleaaljr ; 
by dajlight and by torehb'ght the blsíik figures of tbe beccamorti 
paased along tbe beantiful, solemn, enipty vays, wbeie the buq 
bamed and tbe daat drífted ; the heat lay on the citjr líke a 
pall, and tbe wide, scorobed, jellow plain wae like a bosÍQ of 
brasa beneath tbe onchanging palé bine of tbe ekj. 

For myeelf I had borne sacb eeasons before, and bad been 
anhonced ; bat for her I was aniiona. Tet she seemed to foel 
00 obange iu the weather, ñor in tbe aspect of the city aroond 
her; ehe waa vagaely oppressed, aud woold be for hoara 
motionkaa in tbe darkened rooma, and would dn^ hei'aelf ont- 
ward with effort, only if abo beard of any in need ; bat ahe oever 
maOe any tantent. To phyaíoal discomfort ahe bad always been 
indtfCerent, and I tbiuk of it now she waa inaeuaible. 

In tbe heata of eammer I wonld Lave bad her take aome scrt 
of obange, bat, as before, abe lefuaed to leave Itome. 

" It ia here that bo will eeek me if he want me— ever," she 
eaid ; and I, thinkjng of the crael trutha tbat he faad Dtt«red in 
the moonlight by the Temple of ¿grippa, foU my very heort 
giow cold. 

" Oh, my dear ! oh, my ohild ! yon perisb for a dream," 1 
aatd, and dared aay no more. 

Sho smiled faintiy, a emile that hnrt one more than othet 
weepiíig, 

" In your dreom Ixive brought the poppy fiowera, bat that I 

not nnderstand. How ca» one die wbile what one lores «tul 
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1ÍY68? To lie a dead thing in fhe cold, and the dark, while 
others ** 

A shndder shook her ; the Greek-Iike temper in her recoiled 
from the Ohristian horrors of the graye. With him she wonld 
haye gone to her graye as a child to its mother ; but withont 

him ^if Bhe were dead nnder the sod, or walled in the stones 

of a crypt, it seemed to her that áhe wonld wake and ríse, when 
the líps of others tonched him. 

Alas! alas! she neyer thonght of him saye as alone. She 
neyer knew what were those apes which jabbered in the bay-tree 
of his fuñe and passions. He was still sacred to her, with the 
snblime sanctity of a great loye which enfolds the thing it 
cherishes as with the diyine mist, which of oíd yeiled the gods. 

Whoeyer can still loye thns is happy — ^ay, eyen in wretched- 
ness, eyen when alona It is when the mist has dissolyed, as the 
mists of the moming, and the nakedness and the deformity and 
the scars which it hid are disclosed, it is then, and then only, 
that we are miserable beyond all reach of solace, and can haye no 
ref age bnt in the etemal obliyion of that death which then we 
know can be only a forgetting and an ená, withont hope. 

She stayed all the snmmer in Bom& 

One day a thonght stmck me. It was early in the moming, 
and the heayiness of the weather had lifted a little, a few 
showers haying faUlen, and it was jnst so golden and white and 
snnny a moming as that when I had fiedlen asleep before the 
Ariadné in Borghese, witii rosy mists npon the monntain heights, 
and breadths of amber light npon the riyer, and tender little 
olonds that flew before the breeze and promised rain at snnset. 

A thonght stmck me, and I allnied her into the open air 
while yet it was yery early, and bent her steps—she not heéding 
whither she went— across the Tiber to the Scala Begia of the 
Vatioan. 

''Gome hither with me; I hayebnsíness here," I said to her; 
and she came, not hearing at all most probably, for her mind 
was almost always plnnged so deeply into the memories of her 
dead joy that it was easy to gnide her where one wonld. 

Sometimes I fEuicied she had not wholly yet all cleamess of 
her reason; bnt there I was wrong; she was qnite sane, only 
she had bnt one thonght night and day. 

They knew me well at that mighty place, and had always 
orders to let me pass. 

I took her npthe ímmense stairways that seemed bnilded for 
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eomo polMe of Ildrcnlcfl, ftod the viáa, Btill eolaam pasnigeB 4iid 
oorrfikm, wheie ftll the «rts of the whole world'a iimamerablo 
CflütnrÍM seem t» be eo uoot one, (rom tho golden cmwos of the 
KtrTUcaí) lAitbia to the flower garlondR ai BaBaeWn'ü echolats. 

I took her into tbe gaUeríoB whicb sha had neTor entcmd 
eitice tho daya when she hod Btndied theie the humblest jet the 
prondeat or Art'a scolytes. It was eight in the momiog ; thero 
VH8 DO one near ; tbu Yoat ohamborB Beemed countless like the 
oontnries tbe; beld ombalmed. We went past the sareophagi 
■ad the etooai &om the tombe, post the coloesal heftds ¡uid the 
oinerarj uros; past tbe Tasea of porphyr; and agatw and 
ohnlcedocy, and tbe ileep, serene-ejed bcee of the gods, and ao 
into tbe Cbiaramonti i^ler; ; past the Oannfineds of Lencarea 
nnd the co1oB.sal Isie, and the ohTe proeaas of the Nottii, to the 
spot nhere what I had once owned waa standinf;, betwem 
the radiated jasper of the ABayrian basin, and the yeÜov tnarble 
of the Volaci&n Jove ; near tbe grand bost of Caasar as high 
pontiff, nnd tbe sculptored le^nd of Alkestia, whicb EThodns 
hoa JDscribed to his " veiy deaf and rer; bleased wife, Mptiiín 
Acte." For tbere ú love which Ijtqb bejottd the tomb. 

Tbero my HennoH wbs, well companioned and better sheltered 
than with me, beneath thoso noble arched rool^, amidet thoae 
undlees proceeaiocs oí gods nnd of berous, and of emperors ; bat 
tai njyself, yon know, as I have said, ít alvaya seemed to tne 
that the siuile had paesed ofF the moutb of tbo statne. 

Of conise it was a fooliah and vain lancy ; for what oould 
a few yeaiB spent in a pooi man's chomber matter to a crcatnre 
{•udowed with tbat Bplendid life of marblea wbich cotmte by 
Minturies and cycles, and aew whole dyuaatíes and nationa toU 
away? 

She waiked with me down tho long gaüery, cold eran in tbe 
midenninier morning ; ncd ehe looked neither to right ñor left, 
but into vacancy always, for she saw nothing that was aronnd 
her, or at the lenst cared not for it, beoanse all memoriea of the 
art Bbe had adored seemed to have perisbed in her. I laid my 
hand npon ber ehonldei, and tuade her pause before the 
Meicury. I said to her : 

" Look. He was a Mend to yon once. Will ;oa pa« him 
by now ? " 

She üficd her eyes with an eíToTt, and restad them on ths ' 
pentclio Btone of the stattie. 

Eermea' head vas slightl; bent downward, like tbat tn-j^t 
heantifol Hermes of the Belvideie. 
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His gaze seemed to meet hers. 

A ^brill ran throngh her. She stood aad looked upward ai 
the calm, diooped face. 

" It is yonr Greek godl " she said, and then was stíll, and 
there seemed to MI on her that strange, mystical, diyine tran- 
qxdlity which does lie in the glance of all great stataes, whether 
from the rnde sphynx that lies conchant in the desert, or the 
perfect godhead that was biought to Boma from the seashore by 
Antíiim. 

Its own calm seemed to faU npon her. 

Then hot tears fílled her ejes, and fell slowly down her palé 
cheeks. 

''Once I too oonld make the marbles speak!'' she mnr- 
mnred; and her fainting sonl stirred in her, and awoke to a 
sense of its own lost power. 

She did not ask how it was that Hermes was here in the 
palace of the pope — ^not then ; she stood looking at the statne, 
and seeming, as it were, slowly to gather firom it remembrance 
and strength, and the desiies of art« and the secrets of art's 
creation. 

That desire of genins which in the artist neyer wholly dies, 
and makes the painter in the swoon of death behold golden 
horizons and loYely cities of tiie donds, and the mnsícian hear 
the mnsíc of the spheres, and the poet raye of worlds beyond 
the san; that desire, or instinct, or power, be it what it will, 
woke in her at the feet of Hermes ; Hermes, who had seen all 
her effort and watched all her dreams, and been the silent 
witness of those first kisses of passion which had bomed away 
her genins beneath them. 

She sat down by the zaoohns of the statae,on the great lion's 
head, that bore, with three others like it, the bnrden of the oval 
jasperbasin. 

She was lost in thonghi I did not speak to her. The eariy 
üght of moming streamed throngh the length of the gallery. 
Her fiu9e had the pained bewilderment of one who, after long 
nnconsdonsness and exhanstion, reooYers little by little the 
memories and the forces of Ufa 

Here, if anywhere in the ''diyine dfy of the Yatícan"— for 
in tnith a city and diyine it is, and weU has it been called so— 
here, if anywhere, will wake the sonl of the artist; here, 
where the yery payement bears the story of Odyssns, and eaoh 
passage-way is a Via Sacra, and eyevy stone is oíd with years 
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whoM Ule Ib told by hondreda or oy thoasAQds, and tiu 
woundod Adonis can be adored beeide the tompted Ghrist of 
Sistiiie, and tho BerioUB beanty of the Grytbean Sfbil, lives 
beeide tlie Inagtiing graco of iTy-oiowned Thalia, and the 
Júpiter Mniimus frowns on the raortals made of earth's dnat, 
and tho Jehorah who has called forth woman moets the fint 
Biriile of Ere. A Diyine Cityindeed, holiiing in its inniuaerable 
chamliers and its courta of gmitite and of porpbfr; all that man 
haa erer dieamed of, in his hope and in hia terror, of tbe 
ünknown Qod. 

Sho sat quite Btil) a long whilo, while the ennbeama carne ii 
from on high, and the grave gnardíans of the place paced 
behind the gratíng. Tbere vas no sonnd at al) aoTwhere, 
eicept the sonnd of the diatont water folling in the gardens 
withont, farther away beyond the horae of tbe Mnsea and of the 
Apollo MusageteB. 

Tben sudden); abe rose and lookft) again at the statao. 

" Tbin has Ürod two tliooBand years and more, and men etill 
iay it is boautifol. I trted to male snch a Btatne of him, so that 
hia beaiity ehould livo always. I wíll try once more. Otber 
women could not do that. Perhaps the world wiU praise it, and 
he will see ¡t, and tbon he will know " 

Know how well she lored him stiU I Ah, tbat he knew too 
vrell ! Men liko Hilarión never distrnat thdr own power to keep 
wbat onos íb theirs. Only aftor a little tbey do not want it ; s 
they leaTe it — that is all. 

" Let na go home," she satd with e^er haste, the first sign 
of eagernesa that I had eeen in her einee I had bronght her to 
the Tiber'a sida "Let ua go horae. I wül work there in the 
tower. Ton shall get me morble—the oíd marbls of Lnna, the 
Btmscan marble — and I wül try; then perhaps the world will 
keep it as it has kept Hermea ; and me they will forget, bnt him 
never. It is the statuee that live, not the ecnlptor.' 

And thon for a moment, ín that lonelinesa of tJie Ghiara- 
monte, Bha leaned against the Greek god, and laid her lips to liis 
t'old pnre limba, aa she had done to the etonee of the hearth is 
my ehamber. 

"He used to caress you," sho mnrmured to tbe marble. 
" Dear god, give me strongth ! " 

Then we went eilently through the Bracoio Nnovo, psst the 
bronze Anguatns, fit mastor of tlie world, and Titus"» hive of 
honey; between the Oorínthian colnmna and paet the pillare of 
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red granite, OYor the mosaics of the shining floor, and so thiongh 
many halls and corrídors into the open air of the gardens. It 
was early morning, and the birds were astir in the thick walls 
of the clipped box and ilex ; bine bntterflies flew oyer the oíd 
Latín tombstones; lizards ran in between the blossoming 
orange-hedges ; here and there a late-Mlen fniit had tnmbled, 
a ball of gold, npon the grass. 

These gardens are green yalleys fnll of fragrance and 
shadow; behind them, like their monntain alp, is the great 
dome, altering firom white to pnrple, as the day passes and the 
clondB changa 

" Tell me/' she said, below her breath, as we paced amongst 
the trees, " why is the Hennes there? I can remember nothing, 
only " 

Walkíng between the tall walls of leaf and bongh, I took 
oourage and told her of the things that I had done and the 
sorrow I had snffered sínce I had seen the sail npon the sea. 

For the fírst time she wept for ns, not for him. 

"And I am thankless— only thanklessl" she mnrmnred. 
** Oh, why love me so mnch, yon two for whom I have no love ! " 

I heard the birds singing in the orange-flowers, and the bees 
hnm in the fonntain's edge, and they only sonnded sad and 
harsh to me. 

" My dear, love is giyen, not bonght/' I said to her. " That 
isalL» 



OHAPTER XXXVL 

That yery night I made a scnlptor's workroom in the tower, 
and I had bronght thither the earths and planes and tools of 
the glyptic art, and once more that desíre to créate entered into 
her withont whioh the sonl which has been once possessed by it 
is dnmb as a flute withont the breath of man, is empty as a 
temple whose gods haye been oyerthrown. 

The passion which consnmed her wonld at least find some 
yent and solace in this— so I thonght; eyen if, as I feared 
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greatl;, the genina in licr tnight un mote reriva Uuui can b 
flower tbat hu been scorcbed by tbe noou sao aiid tben fruzeo 
hj tho night. I did not kaow how tbis migbt prore ; au; wa;, 
obedient to hei wish, I placed iríthfai her reach oil the material 
neoQBBUiee oí Bcnlptnre, and left her alone to e 
TiBÍon ehe would. AJaal no Tiaiona were posBÍble to ber c 
on tlio silver of the soulight, ád oa the blackneBS of tbe dorknees, 
Bh« MW onl; eme íaco. 

Sbnt in hei tower, «here only the pigeous ssv her, Bjisg 
aboat the high oasemonte to theír hornee in the roof, ahe held 
cominmiion witli thal art which now waa in her onlj anotbet 
farro ot love. In tbe marbles abe only aaw hia feahires und bis 
fbnn: aa tbe eoft níaiia tonched her cheek, abe thonght of hÍ3 
kisses; when the st^ira ehone on bor, abe tboaght only of his 
ejoB ;— love ia an abeolnto posaession of all the eensea and all 
the aonl, or ít is uotJiing. 

Therefore tbera iini few who know love: aa there are few 
wlio are groat. or do lieroio deeda, or kuow or attain to aiiythiiig 
which demuuda int«iiBÍty of character. 

"Do not eutor tbere," abe aaid to me, meaning thfe highest 
place under the roof, where the aun abone on the clay and the 
atonee. "If I can content mjHelf— «ver — thaa I will tell yon. 

But it escapes me ; " and abe would ait for honra aflent and 

looking into vacaocf, etríriDg, no donbt, to recall that power 
ivhioh had pasiiod away from her ; that mystical power of 
artiatic craation which is no more to be commauded thas it can 



Sometimea I wae half afraid of what I had done, for abe grew 
weaker and more feveriah, it seemed to me, and wonld not atír 
from tbe place in the heavy torrid weatber, wben the very doga 
ÍQ the streeta conld ecarcely drag their timba from ann to 
shadow; and sometimea I conld have beaten out my braina 
againat tho wall becanse I had had that accoraed dream in 
BurgLose, aad now had to watoh its slow fulGlment and could do 
nothing: for the Boman woman had BaÍd,jnEtly, "Either the 
temple of Lubentinn, or doath." 

There waa no middla conrse between the twa And who 
couid wish her lesa faitbful even to tlie &ithless, aince by fidelity 
alone is love lift^d from the beaat into the god ? 

So months passed by, and she remained all the long empty 
dnya shut there with the dumb clays and tbe Carrara raarble», 
that would lie there blocka of poor palé stone, till abe could bid 
tbem Qriso and epeak. 
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Sometímes fhe artísfs creation is spontaneons, electric, full 
of sndden and eager joya, like the birth of 1oy6 itself : sometámes 
it is accompUshed only with sore travail, and many panga and 
sleepless nights^ like the birth of childien. Whether the off- 
spring of joy or of pain be the holiest and the strongest, who 
shall say ?— is oor lady of San Sisto or the Belphic Sibyl worth 
the moBt ? 

All this time I neyer saw the one whose pleasure it had been 
to teach her the gladness of hiborions days, and all the secrete 
of the arts that say to the wood and the stone, " Tell men the 
visión we haye had of heayen.'' He did not summon me« and I 
did not daré to seek him. 

I saw the oíd mother, wbo grew quite blind, and who strack 
her staff at the empty air, and said to me, " So wonld I strike 
the girl were she here ; was she blind like me that she oonld not 
see a great Ufe at her feet? " 

One night Giulio, the foreman» said to me« ** The master has 
been ill ; we were yery a&aid." 

It seemed that the feyer of onr dty, whioh had neyer tonched 
Maryz once in aU the fíye and twenty years which had passed 
since he had first stood by the white lions in the pórtico of Villa 
Medicia, had taken hold on him in this unhealthy and buming 
STimmer. 

I snppose the feyer comes np from the soil ;— onr maryellons 
soil that, like the water of onr springs and foontains, never 
changes take it away or shnt it np as yon may, and bears such 
lovely Inxoriance of leaf and blossoms ; — ^becanse the earth her« 
has fdl been so soorohed throogh and throngh with blood, and 
eyery handsbreadth of its space is as it were a sepulohre, and the 
Insh grass, and the yiolets that are sweeter here than eyer they 
are elsewhere, and all the delicions moist hanging mosses and 
herbs and fems are, after all, so rioh, becanse bom from the 
bodies of yirgins and martyrs, and héroes, and all the nameless 
millions that lie buried here. 

Blood mnst haye soaked throngh the soil deeper than any 
tree oan plnnge its roots: — ^ten thonsand animáis wonld be 
slanghtered in the drcns in a day, not to speak of men : — ^how* 
ever, come whence it may, the feyer, that eyen Horace feared, is 
here always, and terriUe in onr Borne, aboye aU, when the first 
great rains come; and at last, after letting him go &ee of it ñye 
and twenty years, the feyer had stmck down Maryx. 

Bnt he had neyer lain down nnder it ñor seen any physician ; 
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it had only wasted and wom hixn, as the slow fiíe ai fhe rools 
irastes and wears the tronk of a doomed tree, that the ohazooal- 
bomezB haye marked : that was alL 

I had not darod to go to him, bat one night when I sai bj 
my stall, with Palos sleeping, and the hunp swinging, and the 
people standing or lying abont to get a breath ot táx, tiiongh no 
air was there onder the soltry ekies, Maryx tonohed me on the 
flhonlder. He was yery enfeebled, he leaned npon a stíok, and 
his face was palé and haggard, and the look of age, of oíd age, 
had deepened on his face, whilst yet he was in the prime of his 
manhood. 

I rose and looked in his face, for indeed before bim I felt 
always so mnch remorse, that I felt as a oriminal in his pieaence; 
I, who had dared to meddle with Fate and compel it. 

'^ I am grieved " — I began to him, and then I could not end 
the phrase, for all words seemed so tríte and nseless between him 
and me, and like an insnlt to him. 

''I know," he said gently. ''Yes; I haye been ill; it does 
not matter. For the fiíst time I haye been ghul that my mother 
was blind." 

" I did not daré to ask to see yon." 

" No, I nnderstand. He has been in Bome ? ** 

" Yes ; months since." 

'* I knew. Tell her I broke my oath for her sake. I shut my- 
self in my honse. If I had seen him " 

His lips closed with no more spoken, bnt there was no 
necessity for words. 

I told him what had passed between me and Hilarión by the 
chnrch of Agrippa. He heard in silenoe, sitting on the bench 
from which I had risen. The blood rose oyer his wasted 
featnres, palé with the terrible pallor of dark skins. 

When I had ended he smiled a little drearily. 

" That is the loye that women choose— Gk)d help them I ** 

Then he was silent, and as the lamp-light fell on him, I 
thonght his face looked darker, wearier, older than it had done 
a few moments earlier. For there is nothing more piteons than 
the waste of a great natnre which giyes all its gold; — ^to see 
dross preferred. 

" He was kinder to the dog he slew ! " he said, and he drcw 
his breath heayily and with labonr, as he spoke. 

" And the dog — ^he regretted," I answered, for my heart was 
hard as a flint against Hilarión, and I wonld &ín haye heard 
another cnrse him as I cnrsed him. 
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Bat the hatred of Maryx was too deep for words ; and beyond 
eyen his hate was his infinite yearning of pity for her and the 
sickness of loathing that fílled his sonl. To one who had loyed 
her with a loyer's loye, her &te was horrible as it oonld not be 
eyen to me, an oíd man, and only her friend. 

He sat still in the light of my poor dnll lamp, and the people 
went by and he saw nothing of them, and the water fell down 
from the wall behind him, and looked like gleaming sabres 
crofised. 

" I wonld not promise," he mnttered, yery low : " but I will 
hold my hand while I can. She told me-— I haye no right I " 

Tbat had been the bitterest word that she had nttered to 
him : he had no right, none npon earth ; he who had lost all 
peace, all ambition, all art, all happiness, through her ; and for 
her wonld haye lost the world and his own sonl. 

" We haye no right, yon and I/' he said once more, and then 
he rose np with that dreary dejection of moyement which makes 
the limbs drag like leaden weights when the spirit within is 
broken. 

" She wants for nothing? " he asked abrnptly. 

" Nothing that we can giye.** 

" If I can serye her, come to me. If not, let her forget that 
I liye, whilst I do liye. This feyer kills in time, they say. I 
shall not complain when the time comes. €kx)d night." 

Then his hand, which was dry and hot with the malady with- 
in him, pressed mine, and he went away slowly, walking with 
bent head, as oíd men do. 

I thought of the day when he had come past my board 
with yigorons, elastic steps, and his bold, brilliant eyes, bright 
as an eagle's; the day when he had taken np the Wingless 
Loye. 

Alas, what loye that is loye indeed bears wings ? Loye that 
is loye is fettered where it is bom, and stirs not, eyen nnder any ' 
rain of blows. 

" Maryx is ül,'' I said to her on the morrow. 

" I am sorry," she said, and looked pained. 

" Will yon not see him ? — say some gentle word ? *• 

" I cannot, to be faithfol.'' 

*' Faithfol to the faithless 1 That is asked of none." 

Her face gathered npon it that look of resolntíon and oí 
forcé which made its delicate lines seyere, as the featnres of the 
▲thene to whom her yonth had been dedicated. The flnsh of a 
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deep emotíon, that in another would hate been «li^in^j bot in 
her wu rather anger than ihame, borned an her £aoa 

''To be fidthfiil ia no Tirina; bat cmly women that aie Tile 
ean be fidihlees. It ia nothing what one ia asked; it la what 
ome ia, what one willa, that mattexa." 

I zemember how in the early days she had aoomed Aziadné, 
saying that Aziadnd shonld haTe died ere BionyaoB acaled the 
rook. 

Fidelity in her waa pnrífication — ^nay, waa innocenoe that 
needed no pnrifioation ; and not alone innocenoe, bat aupieme 
dnty and joy that defied all cmelty of man to bmiae it mnoh, or 
atterly to destroy it 

She knew not enongh of hnman natore and hnman ways and 
the erü thereof, to nnderstand all that fEdthlesa women were; 
bat the instinct in her recoiled firom them not leaa with acxxrn 
than horror. Faith to Hilarión waa in her natore what fidth in 
heaTen wae to the martyrs, whose bones lie here in the eternal 
night of sabterranean Bome. It waa a religión, an inatinot, and 
a paradise— a paradise whenoe not even the silenoe and the 
abandonment of the god by whom ehe wae forsaken ooold drÍTS 
her oat wholly into darkness. 

For in a great loTe there is a self-eostaining atrength hj 
which it 1ÍY68, deprived of everything, as there are planta thal 
líTe apon oar barren roins bumed by the son, and parohed and 
shelterleas, yet eyer lifting green leayes to the light 
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The months went on, and seemed to me to oreep as blind wcnna 
creep, and to do no more good than they to any lÍTÍng soaL 

All these months she had shat herself in the stadio of her 
tower, not stirring oat, and only breathing the fresher aír oí 
night from one of her barred casements, when the san was setting. 
or the stars had come oat from the dark blae of Boman skiea 
For me, I stitched at my stall, and Palés, growing older, sleiH 
more, and grew more sharp of tooth and temper ; and there wez« 
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many changes amongst my neighbonrs, ríght and left, and many 
marriage groups went by, and many biers ; bnt nothing tonohed 
me much, and all I cared to think of was of her, my Ariadné. 

One day — it might perhaps be six or seven months after the 
day that I had led her throngh the Ohiaramonti Gallery to 
Hermes— when I had gone to ask for her, as never a day passed 
bat I did doj and Ersilia also, she opened the door of her lofty 
stadio and carne down a few of the stone stairs to my side. 

''Gome/' she said to me; and then I knew that she had 
fonnd her strength and compassed some great labonr. 

The stadio was a wide and lofty place, with walls and floor 
of stone, and narrow Windows that opened in their centre on a 
hinge, and the plants that grew npon the roof hung down before 
their bars, and the pigeons flew in and out in the daytime. 

" Look/' she said, and led me in and let me stand before the 
statne she had made, and which she had herself out ont ñrom 
the block, and shaped in every line, till it stood there, a white 
and wondrons thing, erect in the snnlight shining &om the 
skieB, and seemed to Uve, nay, to leap forth to life as the Apollo 
does in Belvidere. 

It was the same form that she had made in the clay at 
Yenioe and at Faris; that is, it was Hilarión: the man made 
god, by the deiíying power of the passion which thus beheld 
him. Eyery curve of the slender and symmetrical limbs was 
his, eyery line of the harmonious and Greek-like features his 
also; but it was no longer a mortal, it was a divinity; and 
about his feet played an ape and an asp, and in his hand he held 
a dead bird, and he lookedat the bird in weariness and doubt. 

That was alL 

There was no other allegory. She knew that marble must 
speak in the simplest words, as poets spake of oíd, or not at alL 

Marble must be for ever the Homer of the arts ; ceasing to 
be that, as it does oease if it be wreathed with omament or 
tortnred into metaphor, it ceases also to be art Marble must 
speak to the people as it did of oíd over the blue ^gean sea and 
under the woods of Pelion, or be dumb — a mere tricked-out 
dolí of ÜEUicy and of fashion. 

She knew this, she who had been trained by Maryx; and 
even had she forgotten his teachings, her own genius, cast on 
broad and noble lines, would haye obeyed the axiom by instinctt 

I stood silent and amazed before the statue ; amazed because 
ihe spiritualized and perfect beauty given in it to Hilarión 
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leemed to me the most amazing pardon that a womaii*8 togire- 
neflB ever on tbis earth bestowed; ailent, becanae 1, who had 
dwdt among sonlpton all my yean, could never haye ecmee&weá 
it possible for her to gÍTe to any diape of stone sneh yitality, 
snch proportion, Buoh anatomioal perféctíon, saoh penonal 
snblimity as wero all here. 

It WA8 a groat work ; it wonid ba^e been great in* Athena, and 
was how much groater in this modem age! And ahe was only 
a woman, and so yonng. 

** Oh, my dear ! oh, my dear ! " I oried out to her, atandin^ 
before ií " Athene is with yon stíll. Ton haye the olne and 
thesword. Oh, my dear, with snch gífts praxae heayen! What 
does the pain or the loes in life matter. Yon are great I * 

She looked at me írom nnder her lavely low browa and ber 
half-fálling hair, as the Ariadné of the Capítol looka at yon; 
only with a look more intense— a look of deep pity, deeper 
Bcom. 

"Isthatáll thatyonknow! Greatl What ose is that ? I 
conld not kill the ape and the asp. Perhaps he wonld not haye 
left me if I had beon foolish and like other women." 

I like an idiot cried ont — 

" Ton blaspheme, and against yonrself ! The god's gifts are 
groater than bis. Ton have the cine and the sword. How can 
yon care ? Let him perísh, the ingrato and fool ! " 

The look in her eyes grew darker and deeper with sadness 
and scom. She tnmed from me with almost aversión. 

" I have only crcated it that he may see it, and that others 
may still see his face when I shall have been dead a thonsand 
/cara ; for it will be of him they will think, not of me." 

Then she was silent, and I oonld haye spoken mad words 
against him, bnt I dared not ; and I thonght of the Daphne of 
Borghese with the lanrel growing ont of her breast, the lanrel 
that always is bitter, and that hnrts when it springs from the 
heart of a woman. 

"Oh, my dear," I said hnmbly to her, "be grateñil; yon 
have the gifts that a millíon of mortals liye and die withont eyer 
even comprehending. Be not thankless ; genins is consolation.'' 

"For all bnt one thing," she said yery low; and her eyelida 
were wet 

And indced añer all there is nothing more omel than fhe 
impotence of genins to hold and keep those commonest joys and 
mere natnral aíTcctions which dnllards and worse than dnllarda 
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rejoice in at their pleasnre; the oommon hnman things, whose 
loes makes the great possessions of its imperial powers all yalue* 
less and vain as harps tmstrang, or as lutes that are broken. 

"It is yery beautifal, and it i8 very great/' I said to her, and 
Baid but barren tmth. 

"It is himself/' she answered. 

''WhatwiUyoncaUit?" 

" Only — a poet" 

*' You wiU let it go ont to the world, surely ? " 

"Yes, that he may see it." 

" Yon think he will come to you? " 

She ñhrank a little, as if one had stung her. 

"No: he will not come back; no. Bnt perhaps he will 
remember a little, and drive the asps and the apes away. If I 
coold pray as the women pray in the churches, that is all I 
woold ask ; nothing else — ^nothing else." 

" My Qod ! How can you forgive like that ? " 

" To love at all, is that not always to forgiye ? " 

Then a heavy sigh parted her beautiful lips that were now so 
palé yet still so proud, and she went away £rom my presence and 
left me alone with the marble. Had it not been her creation 
I think I should have struck the statue, and cursed it, and cast 
it down headlong ; as of oíd, they cast the íalse gods. 

That day I went and sought Maryx. The feyer had passed 
firom him with the heats of summer, and the perilous rains of 
the autumn, and its agües and its fíres had ceased to chill and 
bum him tum by tum. But he was weakened and aged, and 
never, so Giulio told me, touched the plañe or the chisel ; his 
workmen he paid as of yore, but the workrooms were locked. 

I asked to see him, and I told him. 

" You bade me say how you could serve her," I said to him. 
*' You can serve her now. I am an oíd man and poor, and 
obscuro, I can do nothing ; will you let the great world see her 
work? Of no other man could I ask such a thing after— after, 
—but you are not like others." 

His heart heaved, and the nerves of his cheek quivered, but 
ke piessed my hand. 

" I thank you that you know me well enough. What I can 
do I wilL She was my pupil. I owe her such simple service as 
that" 

"The work is great," I said to him. "I thought it might 
bring her fame, and fame consoles." 
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Maryx smfled; a weary nnile. 

"Boes it? TlioBe who hayo it not, think so; jm, I daii 

"Bnt if it do not oonflole it maj do aomething ai ihe leaat ; 
li^^t aome other passion, ambition, pride, desire of aehieyemeiit^ 
all an artist feela 1 If she can gather the laniél, lot har. Ai the 
least, it will be better than loye." 

'^ She shall gatber it," Baid he, who had been her master ; and 
he eame oat with me into the night It was a oold olear night, 
and the stars shone on the liyer. 

''I have gathered it," he addcd. " Well, I wonld ehange 
placea with any beggar thatorawls home to night" 

I conld not answer him. 

We walked throogh the dtj va sflenoe, he had losi hii 
atrength and his elasticity of moyement, bat he bore bimaélf 
erect, and something of the yigoor of energy had retamed to him 
— «nce he conld serye her. 

Her tower was far from the €k)lden Hül; he had neyer 
entered it ; but I had the keys of her working-room, and I knew 
that at this honr she slept, or at least ]aj on her bed, ahut in her 
chamber if sleepless. On the threshold of the etndio I paiiaed, 
fríghtened, for it seemed to me cmel to bring him there, and yot 
he was obligad to see the statne if he meant to help her to fiune. 

" Ferhaps yon had better not see it," I mnttered, " after all 
it is nothing, tiiongh beantifnl ; nothingexoept — Hilarión.'' 

His faco did not chango, aa I watched it with fear in the 
dull yellow lamplighi 

" It conld be nothing else, being her work. Open.** 

My hands shook at the lock ; I felt afraid. If I had longed 
to take a mallet to beat its beanty down into atoms and dost, 
what might not he do, he who had stmck the Nansicaa as men 
Btrike a futhless wife? 

He took the key from me, and thmat it into the door. 

"What do yon fear?" ho said. "Shall I harm the stone 
when I hayo let the man liye ? " 

Then he opened the door and entered. I had left a lamp 
buming there ; a lamp that swnng on a chain hnng from aboye, 
and was immediately aboye the head of the statne. The stream 
üf soft golden light from the bnming oliye oil fell foll on the 
serene beanty of the figure, holding the dead nightingale íd its 
hand, with donbt npon its featnres that was not regret 
A strong shndder shook Maryx. 
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I drew the door to, and waited withoui It seemed to me 
that I waited hoors, bnt no doubt they were only minntes. 
When the door nnclosed, and he carne forth from the chamber, 
he was cahn and his Ceu» was only stem. 

" It is a great work; it woold be great for a great man. It 
will giye her fame. It áhall giye it to her. Tou look strangely ? 
What do yon fear ? Am I so base as not to serve the genins 
I fostered ? My genins ís dead : hers lives. That I can serve 
at leasi" 

" Ton can leach snch nobility as that ! " 

" I see nothing noble. I am not quite base, that is all. Tell 
her— nay, I forgot ; she mnst not know that it is I who do any - 
thing— eLse yon shonld tell her that her master thanks her." 

And with that brave and tender word he left me and went 
ont into the darkness. 

It seemed to me that his forgiveness was greater aven than 
hers : since even greater than hers was his loss. 

Now when the springtime of that year came, the world oí 
the arts spoke only of one great piece of sculpture, shown in 
the pnblio halls, where Faris holds its rivalry of muses. 

Before this statoe of the poet áll the great world pansed in 
awe and ecstasy. 

"Is it the work of Maryx? " asked one half the world, and 
the other half answered : 

" No ! It is greater than any work of Maryx." 

And before the new yonthful strength thus arisen they 
slighted and spoke iU of the great strength that had been as a 
gianfs in the past 

So had he his xewaid. 
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When he had gane away that evening and I had retnmed to 
the studio to pnt ont the lights, and see that all was safe, it 
being past midnight, I fonnd her there, beside the work of her 
hands. A long, loose^ white robe olnng dose to her« and fell 



ahonl htr foot ; ahe looked Uller, whtl«r, lonller, pertiaps, tiuui 
ever, bot It Beemod to me that tliere vu ia bar beant; some- 
thing tmeaxtlil/ ; one coald have imagÍDed hor to be tlist Son- I 
jiitr» of her Iotot'b poom, who wm liftod aboTS all earthly woe«, 
n.'iTO the two supreme gorrowa— Lora uid Death. 

She Bot down on the wooden benoh tfaat stood near Uie statii« 
and motioned me to stay. 

" Toa broaght Maryx hera ? " abe asked me. 

"Tm: i thougbt ;ou were asleep." 

" I seldom Bleep— ia my chambñ I conld hear yonr voioes, 
bnt Dot wbat you aaid. Jiote it seem good to him — what I tura 

" It seems great." 

Then I told bor e,\\ tliat he soid to rae; and tlie noble aotU 
of him Boemod to mo to shino through the woria lika tha light 
tbrongh a lamp o( nlnbtutor; and I aaw that tbey toacfaed ber 
doeply. Hor sad cjos gathorod moisturo in them, and her grand 
month, alwayB so rmoIat«ly closed as tliough afrajd that any 
reproach of hot Iwt lover abould escapo tbem, tmnbled and 
greweoft. 

" He is too good to nie," Bhe satd at length. " Oh, why was 
I bom Diily to hríng so mucU misery to otbers I " 

" Nay, tbere is same mtseiy dearer to na than joy," saíd L 
" Maryi lovos yoa." 

A abuddor ran tbrongh ber and she stopped me. 

"Nevar speak of love lo me. A womaii faithfal will not 
even think that any can feel lore for ber— save one ; it is almost 
infidelity." 

" Nay, I Bpoka not of love so ; would I insnlt yon ? I mean 
ainiply and trnly that bis love fbr yon is great enoogh to »an- 
qnish ÉUij reroembranco of himself ; great enough too to make 
him bold bia hand beoansa yon bid htm : greater thero camiot 
be." 

She pnt ont her band to ailenoe me. I 

" He roeeived me into bis bonse wben I had no frieod and 
no bope m tbe world, and he w « good to me. If be wonld 
bat forget mel I have been lüankloes. lie taugbt too the 
Btrengtb and tbe aecrets of the .arte, and I have gÍTen bim in 
returu only pain and ingratitude." 

"Dear, it ia on paiu that love ÜTes longost." 

AJaal that she knev. 8be was silent some moments, wbilat 
abofe ber rose the beauty of bar av n creatioo. 
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Sinoe she had rettumed to the pursnit and the ooonpation of 
art, the yonth in her had reyiyed; the nnmbneBS and deadness 
which had seemed like a half-paralysed intelligence had passed 
off her; she had gathered np the clue and lifted up the sword, 
and thongh it was love that nerred her and not art, the effort 
had bronght back inspiration, and inspiration to the artist is the 
▼ery breath of Ufe ; withont it his body may live but his soul 
does not. 

She looked at her statue with wistful eyes. 

** Ton will send it to París." 

''To París? Beforeshowingithere?" 

" Yes— he does not oome here ; he would not see ii* 

A deep flash carne on the paleness of her face, as it always 
did at the yery mention of Hilaríon. 

" He will know that I haye made it— he will belieye in it/' 
she saida little later; "becanse he saw me make the Loye in 
Venice." 

" Where did that Loye go?" 

" It was sent firom Venice in a ship ; and the ship foundered, 
and went down, in a storm." 

''And the status was lost?" 

" Yes." 

She leaned her head npon her hands, so that I could not see 
her &ce ; she had never before spoken to me of that time. I 
stood silent, thinking how terrible an augury had been that 
foundered Loye, snnk to the bottom of the deep sea, com- 
panioned only with the dead. 

Almost I longed to tell her of all that he had said by the 
temple of Agríppa, but I dared not ; she belíeyed that he had 
loyed her once ; I had not oonrage to say to her— eyen his ñrst 
caresses were a lie ! 

To her Hilaríon remaíned a creatnre who conld do no wrong: 
I had not heart to say to her— there was no sort of tmth in him 
eyer, not eyen when he swore to yon etemal fiíith. 

" And if he do read the message of yoor marble," I asked 
her, abmptly ; "if he do read it, if he be touched by it— if he 
come back to yon, what then ? Will yon let him come— now ? '^ 

Her face was leaning on her hands, bnt I conld see the blnsh 
that coyered her throat and rose to her temples. 

" It would be different now," she muttered. " Then I did 
not know — ^no, I did not know. I obeyed him. I had no idea 
that I became worthlees in his sight. When you spoke to me 



Éo HUerljr Id Tenio», jm pained nw, tmt I did not ncderstuuli 
I nenror did unta thtw íríenáa of fais in París (b& called th«0 
trionds) vrot« to me »nd sent me tbeir jewels wheii b& vas Ayraf. 
It Í8 DOt tiíat I care «hkt the wbole woild thinka me. but to b« 
lowered íu hís stght, to seem to him oalj a frail fooüali thing 
lik*there«U— " 

A giest heaff sob IirMTed ber heort; ilia lilted her foce ta 
niioe, it was bonüng now, with ta iadigiunt pain in her np- 
Mfíadejm. 

" lAok I Wlist doea it m»ii ?— who íb to tell tha whjb of 
tho «orid? Tbat v]1e voman wbom he lj?ed with hete ín 
Bome. she is (nitliloss and crael asd (alee, acd betisyed him 
aa well as ber buabacd, snd 7et he goes back to her acd the 
world SMS Eo sliame jn lier, Uiongh ahe veara hia jevels abool 
hor notóle, and diahonoara ber cbildren. And I, who sleeping 
and wnkíng, never thínk, bnt of him i whoh&reneTer a thong 
he might not know; who am hia alone, hia always, in lifa and 
plernity, if etemily thete be, 1 aro sbamefnl, yon say, and he has 
oeased to love me becanse I loved him too veU :— who cau ande> 
stand? I eannot." 

I knew not what to sa y to her : the laws and the ways of the 
worid aie sadly fnll of injoRtice and cast in etiS lines that fit in 
bnt iU with the changeful and wayward ueeda of homan Ufe : I 
knew not what to say. 

She lapsed into silenoe ; it was satoral to her to endure ; 
was Tery seldom that any reproach eecaped her eithor ot fiíte 
or ot him. Her brain perpleied iteelf wearily over the problem 
ot (rhcre her &nlt had tain by wbicb she had loat him; she 
too loyal to Bee tbat the fanit was in himBelf. 

"Shftll it go then to Paria?" I eoid, to leod her thonghts 
back to her labonrs. 

She gave a sigo of asseni 

"Mayitbesold?" 

"Ah no— never 1" 

" It is to come back to yoo, thení* 

" ünleBS he wísh for it." 

" Would you gÍTe it him?" 

" I haíe given him my Jifa ! " 

" Shall I put yoiir ñame on it, or wül yon carve ít there ? ■ 
Let It go as the work of a pnpü oí Maryí. That ja 

1 a t&sne not eecood to hia 
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" Fame ? I do not care for fame." 

She looked np at the marble once more. 

" Once I nsed to think I shonld like all the ages that are to 
come to echo my ñame, bat that is nothing to me now. If only 
it may speak to bim : — ^that is all I want. Perhaps yon do not 
believe, becanse he has left me; bat indeed when I was with 
bim he heard only the nightingales, and the apes and the asps 
never came near. Do yon remember when we walked by Nero's 
fields that night of Oamiyal, yon said he was like Pheineus. 
Bnt the eyil spirits never had any power on him when I was 
there : he told me so, so often. If only by that marble I can 
speak to him ! If one oonld only pnt one's sonl and one^s life 
into the thing one creates, and die in one's body, so as to be 
alive in art alone, and dose to what one loves l-^^there are 
legends : " 

She wonnd her arms dose abont the white limbs of her 
statne, and laid her lips to them as she had done to the HezmeB, 
and leant on the oold scnlptnre her beating breaking heart. 

" Take my life away with yon/' she críed to it, " take it to 
him — ^take it to him ! " 

Then she broke down and wept, and sobbed bitterly, as 
womendo. 
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Thx statne went to París, and the word and the weight oí 
Maryx went with it, as I haye said, and did for it what in- 
fluence can do in a day, and genins nnaided may beg for in yain 
throngh a score of years. 

It was accepted by the jndges of the Salón, and placed be- 
tween a group of Lonis Boohet's and a fignre, by Panl Dnbois. 
Maryx had had caryed apon it the letters of her ñame: Giojá: 
no mora It was made known to those whom it concemed that 
she was a woman, and yery yonng, and his pupil in Bome. 

The statne had been anyeiled bnt a few days when the dty 
spoke of it and spoke of little else, whereyer art was compre- 
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beniled uul UIked of ; it took a Und patiUo bj siuprise, m 
triumph wu iDitanUueooB and irlde-q)road. 

Tliors wu «010(11111118 i» it Ihat vu onllba all tbe voiid faM 
tfet Hoii iba nry mjBlery Uut to taany enreloped its n 
Ing onljT fedded to íta etumn fot the outiosít^ of ] 
Vitliin K fow weeks her name vu a housobold word in feha 
wotld of art : that ahort aod bapp;-aoandmg ñame t 
íu Buuli lad anlikoneBa to ber doBUnr. 8tie had r 
orinal of the Nauaicaa, aome SQuIpbv told thcm bo ; 
the; Oookid to vhen the Nauaioaa ooold be aeen, i 

ma» ot her, and some few began to say— " thnt ík the auna 
aa the Boman girl had vlio waa «itb Hilarían." 

Fot thoutih the worid has a ahallow ueinot? Ibr excellonce, 
A ia alwnjfl tenacíons of reroembrancea that ara hortfO], and 
of rocollcctioua that can taratah rennwn. 

Oiie da; Hilarión arrJTad in Paria, haring been abeent for 
a mouth OT so : be loved all the arta, ñor eveí ouBaed the Uasb 
fmitB of tbem ; he vent early to the Salón one bright n 
with some auociates, tcho were famous man in their o 
and artiets. One of them, mldmiy in the central ohamber, 
tonched him and pointcd to the Reman marble. 

"Lookl That ia tbe marvelof all París. A perfect creation, 
and they eaj the Sculptor is only a woman." 

Hilarión iistlessly lifled his «yes to tho fignre: then bis Pace 
loGt aU colour, and he approached it quickij. 

" Now I 606 you, boeide it — it ia like jon," said one of his 
fiiends. "Perliaps you have kuown het ín Roma? She ia 
a Román, and was a pupí) of Maryi, they aay." 

Hilarión was eileut. He was very piilu. He nndetetood the 
parable ín the stone. 

Hia frieuda epoke leamedly aromad him, praising the Work 
irith the diaoríminative bomage of great oritics. On tfae boaa 
of the Btafne her ñame was ont aftar the habit of soalptors; he 
read it, and it hnrt him cnriously. 

He Btood before the fienie, that waa bnt himselí made god 
and beeded nothing of ths josts of his frienda. Aa the snn 
abone all about the Cair palé Oarrara tnaible, snd íUnmined ths 
ñame cnt on the elone, he felt a pang that had nevot before 
tonched hie cold, Tolnptnous self-control and foitnnate Ufe. 

" Who ebie could love me like that ! " he thonght to UiniBelf ; 
and thonght nlao — what beosts we are, that it ta not Ioto that 
toacbee ns, bat the pnranit of it that we desire. 
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He nnderstood that to him alone was consecrated her crea- 
tion. She had stríven to excel only that by excelling she might 
reach some place in his remembranoe. The biid was dead : h'' 
repented that he had killed ii 

A little later, a woman who conld say to him what men 
conld not Yentnre to say, spoke to him of it 

" This poet is yon," she said. " Who loTes yon like that ? 
Was the poor bird that lies dead a mere woman, like Aedón and 
Philomel?" 

He answered, " Tes, bnt a woman withont sin; the sin was 
mine." 

And his conscience stirred in him and his heart went ont to 
her, and he remembered her as he had seen her when he had 
kissed her fírst, and trembling she had cried to him, ** It will 
be aU my life I ** 

It was all her life : it had been only a snmmer or two of his. 

The statne he wonld haye bonght if any extravagance^- 
if half his fortnne— conld haye pnrchased it ; bnt he heard that 
it was in no way to be had. 

In early morning, long before the men and women of his 
own world were astir, he rose often and went into the lonely 
place where the fignre stood, and looked at it. 

" No one else conld loye me like that," he thonght oyer and 
over again to himselñ 

She had accepted her íate at his hands withont reproach and 
withont appeal; bnt this message sent to him in the marble, 
this parable in stone, moyed him as no words and as no woe 
wonld haye done. The faint hope with which she had sent 
it forth was fnlfílled. He remembered — almost he repented. 

He read the parable of the marble, bnt he stayed on with 
the apes and the asi», and the one mocked and begniled him, 
and the others bit his tired senses into a poisonons irritation 
which he fancied was passion. Bnt still when he was in solitnde 

remembered, he regretted, almost he repented. 

Meanwhile abont him the great world talked of her whereyer 
the arts were nnderstood by men, and salnted her as a great 
artist. The laurel was set like a sharp spear in her breast, and 
was watered with her heart's blood, as with Daphne's. 

Hearing that, he stroye to silence his conscience, saying to 
faimself, " Her genins is with her ; it will conree her in time. 
I haye not harmed her,— so mnch." 

One night, on an impnlse, he wrote t^ her^ and sent it throngh 
me. They were bnt seyen words : 
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" I am nnworthy, bnt I thuik yon. 

I gaye them to hor. She wept orer them snd blessed fhem 
M other women weep oyer and bless the face o£ their fintboiiL 
Vhe was thankfol as other women aze before same gzeat gift 
of homage aiui of hononr rendered to them in the aight oí 
natioDR. 

To me the words seemed bnt poor and cold. 

I coold not tell then how he felt when he wrote them. 
I hcaid from him long afterwards, when all was of no usa. 

They did contain, indeed, perhaps the traest nttezmnce that 
he had eyer made. He felt his own anworthiness, he who had 
been wiapped all his days in the togaof a snperb and indiffaient 
and contemptaonB yanity, and the sense of it woimded and 
galled him; yet he thanked her becaose he had a heart in bia 
breast, and bocaose, as he said, men are not vile^ they aze <mty 
children— children spoilt ofben by the world's indolgenoe or by 
the world's injnstioe. 

He woold go, I say, in the early moming, when nene of his 
own world were abont, and stand before the statne and thínlr 
of her tíll a great shame entered into him and a great r^ret. 

An ángel comes once in their lives to most men : seldom do 
th^y know their yisitant ; often do they throst the door agaínst 
it Any way, it neyer comes but once. He recognised the 
ángel now ; nay, he had known it when first he had oponed his 
arms to it ; bnt it had brought too pnre a breath of heayen with 
it : he had put it away and gone back to the apes and the asps ; 
and the marble looked at him, and its parable smote him into 
remembranoe and regrei 

Bnt he did not retnm ; for he had not loyed her. 

Besides he did not daré to take to this oreatnre who still 
loyed him and who dwelt nnder the shield of Athene, merely 
more shame again. He did not daré to look in those olear eyes 
which saw the facGB of the immortals, and say, " I neyer loyed 
yon ; I only mined your Ufe out of a yain caprica" 

She, wearing out her years in silence and solitnde for his 
sake in that loneliness which is more bitter and sorrowftd than 
any widowhood, woold not hayo touched him; bnt she, with 
the cine and the sword in her hands and the lanrel in her breast, 
r^ained a place in his remembrance, and hannted him. 

The dead he woold haye forgotten; bot this liying woman, 
of whom the world spoke, whom it crowned, who had the 
sopreme powers of art, and threw them down at his feet and 
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dedicated them to him alone, this liyíng woman he oould not 
forget, and he said again and again to himself, " Who else oould 
loye me like that ? " 

There are men whom the entiie conscionsness of the perfect 
pofisession of a woman's life makes indifferent : there is no need 
to goard what will not stray : suoh men need the spnr of uncer- 
taínty, the stímnlant of riyalry ; this is why innocent women £aí1 
and YÜe women succeed. Hilarión was one of ihese men; the 
abfiolute oonsecration of her, body and sool, to himself did not 
oement bnt only loosened the bonds that bound him. 

"She will always be there/' he had said to himsell So he 
had leñ her and had strayed to those of whom he was not 
eosnre. 

The faint nnformed jealoncQr whioh now rose in him of Maryx 
drew his thoughts back to her as no sense of her living and 
dying for his sake oould ever haye done. He could not tell that 
Maryx never even saw her &oe. He could not know that she 
had refused to see her master, and that Maryx of his own will 
shrank from any approach to her. 

He heard that Maryx had placed her talent before the world, 
and heard all men speak the ñame of her teacher in company 
with hers ; a vague irritation, which was not worthy of a better 
ñame, stirred in him : he knew they were both in Bome. 

It was his x)eroeptíon of the loye of Maryx for her which had 
first made him subjugate her to his own passíon. The affinity of 
Maryx to her in this, their oommon, art stirred in him a restless 
annoyance which only was not jealousy, because he knew her 
too well and because he loved her too little. 

He knew that she to himself would be for eyer faithful ; but 
though he knew this, he did not like to think that any other 
lived who oould render her that loyalty, that tendemess, that 
Service in which his own passion had been lacking. He knew 
well that she would live and die alone; but he did not care to 
think that a greater than himself could cali to her consolation 
in her solitude the gifts and the arms of Athena. 

He knew himself to be very base in this; but when the 
world speaking of her said, ''She^was the pupU of Maiyx/' he 
felt a contemptuous impatíence; when they said "She was 
a mistress of Hilarión/' he was oontent. He knew that this 
was yery base, so base that seeing it in any pther man he would 
haye called it the dishonour of a knaye. Ye*t so it was. 

And stiU there were times when standing before the marbie 
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in ihe pnre moniing IignT, he tfaonghi with maiiy a pang of thfti 
yonng lifo which had been m pureas ihe light of day eze he hid 
oloudod it ; and hia conacience amóte him aorely^ becanae bj his 
aot, and by bis will, for ever there would lie aoroBB ihe lustre 
of bar fama the baavy ahadow of the world's reproaoh. 

" Yon grow dull,*' eaid the apea and the aspe to him ; and be 
made tbem no anawer: be had always forgotten all things 
80 oaaily, and now, — ^for onoe,— he oould not fioiget. 

Meanwbile Maryx waa alao in Paría. 

He bad not yieldad to any otber the care of her labonr, ñor 
let any ohanoe escape bim of bemg firat to do her seryioe. 
Wben ba beard and read, as be did, tbat her work was deolared 
greater Iban bis own (for tbe world is Tory mutable and fiüse 
to its own idols) be was glad — ^for her sake. He knew tiíai 
it was not 80, bnt the Rtrong alone can be generóos. 

He was thankfal tbat by any means of bis, Art conld con- 
solé bar ; tbe divine Dionysos, wbo carne to her in her loneUness 
on Naxos, amidst tbe salt sea, and wbo migbt perohanoe make 
tba barren rock bloom witb flowers for her once more. 

WHicn tbe fama of tbe statne was certain, and all Tbiíb, and 
tbos all tbe world, spoke of it, be ratnmed to na. 

" Will sha sea me— now?" be asked me. 

I answerod him — ^yes. 

Tha day had been cbill; it was ayening time; lamps tbat 
swnng from cords shed a faint light in her stndio as he entered ; 
sha rosa and went to bim. I saw bim sbiver and moyo a stop 
backward involnntarily : tban he controUad bimself. 

"I bave done wliat I conld," he said; and then his Toioa 
was cboked in bis tbroai 

She looked np into b)& eyes. 

"Yon wiU not bnrt bim?" 

" No." 

Then sha took bis bands in bera 

" Yon ara my mastar and my friand : I tbank you." 

He shiverad again at her tonch ; bnt the brave sonl in hixr 
kapt silenca. 

"Dear :— yon ara my pnpil no more,** he said, with a smile, 
^ab I tbe couraga of tbat smile ! " Yon are greater tban I ; the 
world says so." 

" Tba world is foolisb," sha answerod. " If I be great in any 
way, it is by yon alone." 

" Nay — by Athene ! " he said, and stroTO to smüe aeain. 
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He left her yery soon. 

To remain near her was beyond his strength. We went 
together down the dusky stairs and ont into the night. 

We went on in sílence through the city towards the mer's 
banks. 

She looks ill/' he said abmptly, once. 
Oh no — oh no," I said, with feyerish denial. ** She seldom 
sleeps, I think ; and now that the marble is gone — ^her life seems 
gone away with it That is all — that is áll I " 

" All ! " he echoed : and walked on in silence. 

We carne npon the moonlit qnietness of Tiber. 

" Do they indeed cali her so great in París ? " I críed, as I 
looked np at my own window where she had used to stand 
amongst the bean fiowers to watch the ríyer on just snch a night 
as this one was. 

**Tes. They have crowneü her there; and they say, — ^'A 
great genins?— yes, — she was »ne of the loves of Hilaríon.' 
Thftt is what they say, almost álwaya'' 

" And yet we let him liye." 

" She wishes ii Haye we a ríght to make her more desoíate?* 

I did not answer him. I was sick of heart The beantifnl 
Immortal who had come to her in her loneliness, was that 
oi&pring of Joye we cali Art : mnst the bow of slander be bent, 
and the arrow of scom be sped to slay her, as the shaft of 
Artenús slew Ariadné ? 

Mine had been only a dream— only a dream ; must she always 
sofier for that ? 

Maryx had pansed, and was standing on the brink of the 
water, looking down into its limpid darkness. The moonlight 
fell on the white locks that had come abont his forehead, and 
the linas of age that these few years had scored upon his cheeks. 
He was lost in thought. 

"There is one hope for her," he said to himself; then said 
üond to me : 

" With the moming I shall retnm to Faris." 

Then he went across the Tiber to his home npon the hill of 
^«mus. 

He went into one room and locked bimself in : it was the 
room where she had laboared^ and wher there stood the Apollo 
Citharoedns. 

Who can tell how he prayed thete and wrestled in prayer, 
and to what gods ? 

I 
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Be hi8 god what H would, he OMne ont theooe wifh erery 
lorfe in him rtnmg to * aacrifioe m great ms ever sent nran hete 
in Borne to nuurtyidom. Wiih the grey dAwn, whílst the oi^y be 
lored w»8 still wnpped in her mantle of mist, he left the loyely 
hoofle that he had bnilt for himself under fhe cypr o o eoG and 
amongst the myitles^ and paaeed oat of Boma. 
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It waa Ihe night of the seoond day when he reached Paria. He 
wont straight to the honae of Hflaríon. 

It was seyen in the evening. He was weü-known theie^ and 
entered without queetion or hindranoe. 

They had been firienda for a soore of yeaia. 

The honsehold showed him without hesitation into the pre- 
aence of their master, who was alone, in his own chamber, with 
all the gracefol litter ooUected by a Inxnrions and curions taste 
Btrewn ronnd him, and the smell of flowers, for whioh he had a 
feminine fondness, was npon the air, and their blossoms were 
glowing against the oíd armonr and the oíd eoolptnres, and the 
dark, book-üned walls of the place. 

Hilarión drew a deeper breath as he saw who had entered. 
bnt he had a graoefol and gracions greetíng always for friend 
andfoe. 

" It is years since we met, my friend^** he said ; '' I am 
glad ** 

Then he pansed ; for even to him it was not easy to be fiUse 
of tongue to Maryx ; ñor did he nústake the glance that flashed 
for one instant firom the passionate eyes that met his. 

" We can be friends no more/' said Maryz, yet he approached 
and stood by the hearth. 

" Orispino went to take yonr life in Venice,'' he said slowly. 
standing there ; ** the Greek boy watched for yon night and da; 
here ; I swore to kill yon— and yon live still^ beoanse she bids 
ns let yon Uve." 

Hilarión was silent : he felt no resentment : brave himself 
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he had no anger agaínfit thoíse who wonld hayo killed him ; he 
ihonght them right. 

" Ton make me think of fhe Deyotio of fhe Bomans/' he said, 
with a passing smila *' Threatened men liye long, they say." 

Maryz kept down nnnttered whateyer passion he felt; he 
had nerved himself to a great nnselfísh effort — a last snpreme 
saorifíce, — and was too strong to be easily shaken from his 
pnrpose. 

** Listen to me/' he said, calmly still. " We are wrong and 
she is righi To kill yon wonld do her no seryice, and yon 
perhaps no injnry: what do we know! I haye not come to 
ayenge her; she told me the trnth; I haye no title to do it. 
Had she wished it, I wonld not haye stayed my hand for that, 
bnt Bínce she chooses to forgiye yon — ^it is not for ns to make 
her more desoíate than she is.'' 

Hilarión intermpted him. 

'* Haye yon no title ? " he said, with his coldest smile. 
** Surely yon haye one. I think yon loyed her yonrself." 

"Idid: Ido." 

He added nothing more, and there was silence between them. 

Maryx breathed heayily, and his teeth were set hard : he 
looked away from Hilarión, all the while he had neyer once 
looked at him ; he was afraid to look at him, lest the great hate 
that filled his sonl shonld yanqnish the resolye onwhich he had 
come there. 

" I loyed her : yes," he resumed ; '* I shonld haye giyen her 
peace, hononr, my ñame, snch as it is, áll that one can giye : — 
that is why I haye some right to speak to yon. Bear with ma 
I wonld haye killed yon as her father, were he liying, wonld 
haye done ; let me speak to yon as her father oonld not do. I 
am no moralisi I will read yon no homily. I want bnt to tell 
yon the trnth as I know it She loyes yon with so great a loye 
that I think the earth neyer held one like it. Honest men, and 
loyers that are faithfnl, break fheir hearts in yain for snch 
passion as that ; and yon 1 — ^nay» bear with me. Yon mnst know 
very well that what yon did was the act oí a coward — since she 
was defenceless, and had no god bnt yon.** 

Hilarion's serene eyes lit with sndden fiíe, bnt he looked 
down, and he remained mnte. 

'* There is no one to tell yon all* that she has snffered, ñor 
how absolntely she forgiyes," said Maryx. " That is why I haye 
come to tell yon. It is jnst to ber that yon shonld know." 
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Thcn be told to Hilarión til that he knew himaelf : from the 
time that fihe had loet her reason, when the daj image had 
cmmbled down under the blows of Amphion, to the moment, 
three nighia before, when abe had aaid to him tiimaf^if ere ahe 
wonid toncb bis band, " Yon will not hort him?" 

It would have oost him kea to baye out bis heart oat of hi8 
boaom than it coet him to tell the story of that changeless 
paaRioD ; but ho told it witbont flinching, abating no tittle of its 
trntb. 

Hilarión hoard him in unbroken silenoe, leaning againat the 
i-aken sholf of bia beartb^ with bia bead bent down and bia eye- 
Uds drooped. 

Hi8 face grew paler when be beard of her pbysical snfTeringB 
nd noeds, sinoe it was these that he was toucbed bj moet 
ceenly. Witb all tho wide and Tañed comprebension of bis 
intelligoDoo, thore was a certaiu shallowness of feeling in tiím 
wbich mado the deepest woea of the hnman heart aeldom 
intellifdblo to him. 

"Wliy did the oíd man tell me notbing of this?" he 
mnttí'rod, when be had beard to the end. 

" He would not tell yon lest yon shonld go to her ; I tell yon 
that you may go." 

Hilarión was silent stilL He conld ill measure the generoedty 
of the man who loved her yainly ; but it smote him and made 
him feel hiunbled and asbamed. 

" No woman, I think, ever loved you as tbis woman does, 
whom you have left as I would not leave a dog/' said Maryx, 
and something of bis oíd ardent eloquence returned to him, and 
bis Yoico rose and rang clearer as the oourage in him con- 
Bummated the solfHsacrifíce that he had set bimself for her sake. 
"Have you ever thought what yon have done? When you 
have killcd Art in an artist, you have done the cruellest murder 
that earth can bohold. Other and weaker natures than hers 
might forget, but she never. Her feune will be short-lived as 
that rose, for she sees but your face, and the world will tire of 
that, but she will not. She can ream no more. She can only 
remember. Do you know what that is to the artist? — ^it is to be 
blind and to weary tho world ; the world that has no more pity 
than you have 1 You tbink her oo soled because her genius has 
not left her : are you a poet and yet do not kno^ that genius is 
only a power to suffer more and to remember longer? — nothing 
else ^ou say to yourself that he will have fame, that wül 
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begvíle her as fhe god carne to Ariadné : perhaps : bnt across 
that fame, let it become what it may, there will settle for ever 
the shadow oí the world's dishonoor; it will be for ever 
poisoned, and cnrsed, and embittered by the scom of fools^ and 
the reproach of women, since by you they have been giyen their 
lashes of nettles, and by you have been given their by-word to 
hoot. She will walk in the light of trimnph, yon say, and 
therefore yon have not hurt her: do yon not see that the 
fiercer that light may beat on her, the sharper will the eyes of 
the world search out the brand with which you have bumed her. 
For when do men forgive forcé in the woman? and when do 
women ever forgive the woman's greatness? and when does 
every cur fail to snarl at the life that is higher than its fellows? 
It is by the very genius in her that you have had such power to 
wound, such power to blight and to destroy. By so long as her 
ñame shall be spoken, so long will the wrong you have dono her 
cling round it, to make it meet for reproach. A mere woman 
dies, and her woe and her shame die with her, and the earth 
covers her and them ; bnt such shelter is denied for ever to the 
woman who has genius and fame ; long after she is dead she will 
lie out on oommon soil> naked and unhouselled, for all the winds 
to blow on her and all the oarrion birds to tear." 

His Yoice broke down for a moment, and he paused and 
breathed heavily and with pain. A faint dusky red of anger^ 
yet more of shame, came on the face of Hilarión. 

What was noble in him was touched and aroused ; what was 
vain and unworthy was wounded and stung. 

" I do not foUow you," he muttered. " What would you have 
me do?" 

"What? Burely you know that when Paris salutes in her a 
great artist, it tells also the tale of her ruin by you? " 

Hilarión moved restlessly. 

"1 know ! She was scen hero one winter; is it my fault? 
If the statue had been unlike me, París would not have 
remembered." 

" That is all you say ? " 

" It is all there is to say ; if she would forget, the world would 
forget too." 

"OhmyGk)d!" 

Maryz groaned aloud. It seemed to him as terrible as 
when of oíd some lovely human life, in its fírst youth, was laid 
low in sacrifico to some god of stone, whose eyes of stone could 
not even behold in pity its death throea. 
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" But Bta« wíU not forgeL Hato I told yon so fu Tvin ? " hi 
edad iSaaA, vid hia Toice row «ul raltod ttke Umnder throngb 
theiileDos. " Sho will never tbrget, — GotIholpherI Vílewomeo 
■ad liglit ODea forget) and the adulhiniw forgots, and tbe 
harlot: hnt abe— can yon look at thnt tnuMe and insait her, 
etill? To ber jou are lorer and lord, and huabsad and kíng, 
and the coil; gnd tlint sho knows, and the one ehaine of her Ufo 
and ItR one glor;. üUve you no pity ? hn*e 70a no hnio&n hoart 
in your breaat? wero you not bom oí a traman ? Yon foand 
hor oontent and innoceot, and in peace, and fot yonr ono 
plotrare and vanit; droro olí tfaat awaj, and all hcr dreams 
and all hur girlhood perühed bj ;ou— and 7011 onljr esj sha 
Bhoold fo^et I Can eren men forget wbon thoy will t ° 
" I oao," Hilarión auswered ;— and he tiod. 
" Is it your boast? " eaíd Moryx, and the ñeroe psngs ia him 
rose to ínry, and he hurely held hia hand from the throat of ihe 
man who slood ihere. 

" Well then, forget if yon mil, and roay God fbrget yon is 
xooompenaol LisUn one moment more, and I harta done. 
To^y I oome ttoví tlio prceenco of men who are grest, aod whii 
aay th:it nocor Iuls a woman boca ao naor greataesB u abe it. 
Ton kiiuw her— yon. as no other can — hiiow ber pore and 
per&ct, and withont boíI save such &b yon, in yonr sport, have 
ohosen to oast on hor. Tou knov her truth and innoconce bo 
entirely that yon have oonfeaaed how thoy sbaraed yon and 
wearicd yon hy their Tery eicellence. 8he ia lovely as the 
morning ; abe ie yoors in li(e and ín doath. What mora can 
yon wtint! Will yon not go back to her? Will yon not giye 
bononr where yon have givon dishononr? Will yon not, whan 
yon are dyíng, be glad to féol one wrong the lesa was done? 
Yon bars soid eho is to forget. Sha will oniy forget in hei 
t^rave. Have you no pity? \Vhat can I say to move yon? If 
yon have no tendemesa for soch love oa hers yon aie colder than 
the nurble in wliich sha luis made yoiir likenítsa, and tiiled it np 
ae a god to the world I " 

Tlio strenglh of bis own emotion choked bis wotds; fae 
plea<l(.Ml for her aa never would hs for hía own life's sake have 
pleoded for himself. 

Hilarión Usleued in aílenoe i his ejelide were atül drooped ; 
hia taoa was atiU tinged with the ñiint red of wbat was balf 
ahiune, half anger. 

~e waH fibnken to the dcptha of hía nsiarc, bat those depthj 
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were not deep as in the nature of the man who besonght him, 
and they had long been fílled up with the slough of yaniiy, and 
of self-indulgence. 

His heart thrilled, his prdse qxiiokened, his eyes were dím, 
he was fall of pain, even fall of repentance ; he thonght of the 
yonng head that had lain on his breast in such faith, as the doTe 
on its safest shelter; he felt the clinging caress of those hands 
which were so weak in his own, thongh so strong to wield the 
sword of Athene. 

All that had ever been in him of manhood, of tendemess, of 
yalonr, yeamed in one tender longing to yield to the impulse 
within him ; but all that was vain, selñsh, and cold stirred nnder 
censure and nerved him against emotion. The imperious 
irritation of his temper rose, and his vanity was wounded by the 
very shame he felt. His pride refnsed; his impatienoe of 
coxmsel chafed ; and that cruel mockery which often mastered 
him as if it were a devil that liyed in him, and were stronger 
than he, spurred him now to what he knew was an infamy. 

He lifted his eyes slowly with a contemptuous regard, and 
smiled. 

" You waste much eloquence/ he said. " Yoa haye loved 
her ; you love still. Consolé her yoursel¿" 

Maryx struck him on the mouth. 
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To a blow there is but one answer ; in our land at least 

The dawn was scarcely broken when they met again. The air 
was grey and windless, and oold. They did not speak a word. 

Hilariones first shot struck Maryx in the breast Maryz had 
fíred in the air. 

He stood a moment ereot, with his fiíoe to the sonzise, then 
fell to the ground, backward, his head stríking the turf and the 
etones. They heard him say as he fell : 

" She bade me not hurt him— I promised." 

Then he lay quite still^ and the blood began to well out 
slowly from his mouth. 
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The delicate and nerrons lumd that liad hewB giush loréfy 
and mijestic áhapes oat from the zooks, denohed ihe roots d 
fherankgnssesmtheoonTalBionof a mortal agony; inanother 
moment it relaxed its hold and was motíonless, pahn npward, 
on the earth : never more to oréate, nerer more to ob^ Áe will 
of the aool and the braÜL 

The son oame over the low hillB snddenlj, and it ^eas day. 
He gaye ene long slow shuddering 8igh as his life blood choked 
him; then stretched his limbe oat wearily, and lajr theie dead. 
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Ain> the oíd mother was sittíng at home blind, and telling her 
wooden beads, and saying in her prayers : 

" Bear Mother of Qod, let him soon come back, for when I 
hear his Yoice I seem to arje a little still ; it is not all quite 
dark." 

I sat by my stall by tho bridge, and it was brilliant noontide, 
and the waters were glanoing like satín in the son, wben the 
story of his death carne to me. Qiolio brooght it to me, rnshing 
like a mad creatnre down from the Golden Hill, his white hair 
blowing from his bare head, and his eyes seeming to leap from 
their sockets. 

"The masterl the masterl" he cried, and for a long time 
conld say no more, staring at the skies and gasping the ñame 
of Maryx. 

When I aróse and nnderstood it seemed to me as if the Tiber 
ran blood, and as if all Borne rooked with the throes of an 
earthqnake. 

Maryx dead I 

It seemed to me as if the very earth mnst groan alond, and 
the Tery dogs of the streets weep. 

Why had I broken the steel in Yenioe?— I cnrsed my 
imbeoility and my feebleness of pnrpose, I cnrsed the mothei 
that had home me, a fool only fít to bnng ruin on all lives thal 
I honoured and loyed I 
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"It is I who have mnrdered him — II ** I cried loud to the 
terrified crowds. 

Fortune had blessed him for fíve and twenty years, and I had 
t>ade him panse that day by the Wingless Loye I 

I remember how bríght the noon was, how the fresh winds 
firom the sea roshed by, how the little birds were singing, and 
how the swallows and the pigeons were whirling and darting 
aboye the waters; and he was lying dead, he whose thonghts 
and whose labonrs had been strong as Heronles, and as Adonis 
beantifall 

He was dead— dead — dead — ^the great sonl of him gone ont 
into nothingness as the flame of the lamp he had struck down 
had been quenched in the darkness. 

An awfiil silence seemed to fall on Boma 

There were so many wept for him. 

And none oonld be fonnd who dared tell his mother for me — 
they say that I was mad, as I had been that day when I had 
seen the white sail fade ont of sight on the sea. 

I had mnrdered him — ^that was all that seemed wrítten to 
me, eyerywhere, on the sky as on a scroU, and on the streets as 
on tablets of stone. As the throngs of stndents and of poor 
mshed by me OTer the bridge, going to his beautifol home, 
where the scnlptnres were and the nightingales, to know if 
indeed this thing were trae, I stood in their way and cried to 
them: 

'' Throw me in the riyer, it Is I who killed him. I was the 
first to bid him look on her fácel" 

And they did not nnderstand me and pnshed me aside, and 
I fell, and some of them trampled on me as they mshed onward. 
When I rose, bmised and omshed, a sndden memory stmok 
Across my heaying brain. 

The oné for whom he had died she mnst not know I oh, she 
mnst neyer know! I said to myself; yet how keep firom her 
what áll Borne monmed, how deafen her ear to the woe that was 
a whole oity*s ? 

I staggered np to the honse on the Golden Hill, why, I know 
not, only as all Bome was flocking there; there was a great 
mnltitnde before the gates, and there were throngs of his own 
fríends in the green garden ways. 

The oíd blind woman withín heard the noise of the many 
feet, and nodded her head. 

'*That is áll the prínces come for him, I daré say : he lives 
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with the kiLgs, yon know," And then, fixr abe giew ohildish, aba 
aent her maids abont : " Go, tell thón he is not home, bót he 
will be home to-night ; yee, to-night I bada him not be lang." 

And no one ooold be fonnd who womld tell her the trath. 
When «i last a prieet told her, ahe wonld pot belieya She 
ihook her head. 

'* Doad lK3fore mef Nay, nay, God is good." 

When the priest sadly insisted» ahe wonld not hear. 

" Lfook you/' she said to him : " the marble killed them all, 
and tho marble took the sool ont of him, bat Gkxl wonld not 
take his body too. No, beoanae I áhonld be all alone; God is 
too good for that*' 

And she told her beads, and they oonid not make bar belieTB, 
since she was snre that Qoá was good. 

I crcpt bock to my stall, sbiyering in the foll smnmer heat 

By evening' I aent the Gieek lad, who only lÍTed to do her 
any service if he could, to say to the people of Giojá tbat I was 
nnwell and wonld be with her on the morrow, bidding him 
cantíon those abont her to keep the tmth from her ear. I had 
no fear she wonld come ont into the streets. She seldom went 
abroad, for when she needed air there was the great gazden of 
her own dwelling, and she never now left its gatea. 

Tho night and the day and another night passed. I sent the 
lad with mossages to her to say that I was still sick, and shoold 
acaree be able to traverse the city for a few days : I felt as if I 
conld never look npon her face and think of him, and hold my 
silence— and snrely to know the tmth wonld kill her. I conld 
not tell what to do. 

It soemed to me as if the earth conld never hold so mnch 
woe and still go on, throngh the air, round the snn, and bring 
the seasons one by one, and the birth of the children. 

On the tliird day they bronght his dead body home to Boma 
Great artista came with it They laid the bier down in th» 
north room : they laid it beneath the Apollo Githaroddn& 

" A great man is dead," they said, " and there ara none living 
that are like to him." 

It was serene midsummer weather. 

Outside, nnder the arbntus and lanrel, his nightingales were 
still flooding the evening air with their mnsic ; his roses weie 
blooming, his doyes were sleeping nnder the leaves^ hia aloes 
were unsheathing fresh blades in the light; the snnrays and the 
moonrays wandered by tum across the marble flooTj áU mg;hi 
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loDg tbe birds sang — the birds he had loved to hear, — and he 
lay dead there in his leaden shroud : under the Apollo oí the 
Lnte. 

The people carne there and stood there in large quiet crowds, 
at times weeping and wailing, for all Borne had honoored him. 

His charities had been liberal as the fragrance of the smnmer, 
and the yonng and the oíd monmed one with another, saying, 
* To be in need was to be his friend : ' bnt neither the lamentation 
of the people ñor the song of the nightingales coold reach the 
ear that was deaf for the fírst time to their sorrow and to their 
song. 

He was dead : and Hilarión had killed him. 

I said it over and over to myself^ again and again and again, 
kneeling on the threshold of the loom by the side of Giolio : 
and still it seemed to me impossible ; still it seemed to me that, 
if indeed it were so, the earth mnst stand still, and the son 
oeaseto rise. 

The lights bumed aronnd the bier ; the shntters were olosed ; 
the nightingales sang without, we conld hear them ; — in her own 
chamber his mother sat and told her beads and said — " Dead ? 
Nay, never ! God is too good fiar that." 

I did not know how time went. I seemed to haTe knelt 
there for ever and ever ; the candles were like clusters of stars ; 
the &int singing of the birds was like a child's dream of angels ; 
the Apollo leaned aboye on his mate lyre ; and in the mídst was 
Maryxdead. 

I sappose two or three nights had passed, and still he lay 
there for the sight of the Boman people, and the multitudes 
camo and went, sofUy, and weeping, until out of all the great 
city there were few left who had not bent their knee there wheie 
he lay, and gone down, away under the stars, through th9 
cypresses, saying, that earth had not his like. 

Once I heard the yoice of a woman, saying : " There is one 
whom I pity more than he : it is the man who slew him." 

Were there women who pitied Hilarión ? 

Doubtless some women pitied Oain. 

In the gloom, whilst the lights were buming still, some on« 
raised me at last, and thrust me out £rom the doorway, and 
there were torohes like a great fire, flaring and flaming under 
the warm summer skies, and making the moonlight red; and 
there were Yoices ohantíng, and blaok robes and white, and the 
nightingales were frightened and dumb: then I knew that tbe 
end was come. 
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«tnrablnd out b; tfae tíña oX Ginlío, and tORether we vent 
down the grwn fptrden pattw, onder tho booghe, over the fallen 
onnge floweni that wera like Bnow npon the ground ; for tbe 
iMt tiras we tblloired him. 

HU fellow Bculpton Ixtre hia pftll.and tlie yooths of the Tilli 
Hodici wero liia first muaraers. Behind them w«re the crowde 
of Ikime. the illustnoiii and the beggar ride "bj 8Íde. 

Thiui wiis liis body borne down the Golden Bill forevermore. 
ant tlie liriilpj, »cruss the water, in the hosh of the night, and 
ont of tho city gatea, bej-ond the walla, to the bnrial-groniMi by 
San LorcRso. 

I had so little aenae left in me, eo little conf^ioosnens, saro 
that I waa alive, and stnmMed on in the midst of the mtütitndee 
wtth the thonsands of fltiiniTig torches, and the ten thooBsiid 
Ktora of light tbat even tho poorcst hand had fonnd means te 
Can7 there, amidxt ttie dnll bIow Bound of the roUing wbeels of 
tho princee and tbe tramp of the feet of tho poor, and tlic 
aighing moan of the chanta as they rose and fell. that I nover 
remembeied that the fanoral ninst poss on ita road by the tower 
whi'ch stood near to the Gateway of Honorins. 

Wlicn I rcimomberod, tbe torohee were abeady bnming od 
tho wiad lindar tbe Tery walls: I Boreamed aloud, bnt who 
ebonid havo heard, or hearing would have heeded ? 

I lookod np : her uosements were all open : ahe was awake 
in tbe loTdly sammer night that was near on its tweifth honr. 

Tho peoplo rolled on like the heavy waves of a sea, and 
Ibe flare, as of fire, illuniined the silent solitary way: I wu 
trame on witb the throngs onward and onward to tlie fiold of 
tombg. 

There tbe earth yawoed and the grave took hi m. 

I know not how long a timo had gone when the mnltí- 
tades pofised backward to the city, loaTÍng him there alone. 

The torches were burning low; oíd men were weepíng like 
little cliildren, the ohildrenin their fathBrs'BmiB were eilent and 
afraid; the sonow of all Kome waa bis réquiem. 

Ab the crowds bore me with them tbrough the gatea, in the 
etarlit midnight, tha people neareat me gave way ; a sbadowy 
white figure carne throngh the proas, and I sbw tha face of Gioja 
— there — nnveiled, in the dnll red glow of tho torchligbt, 

" Who íb it — dead ? " abe asked, and hor voiee seemed to me 

oomo from afnr off as if from tho beighta of the air or the 
of the gravM. 




ABIADNÉ. 349 

Before I oonld answer her^ Giulio spoke : willing to slay her 
if the words would slay. 

"Maryx is dead. Whom else shoold all Borne mourn? 
Toar loYer killed him — ^for yonr sake." 



ti 



CHAPTER XTiTn. 

Thb snmmer went on ; the nightingales of Maryz sang on nnder 
the rose thickets, and the glossy leaves of the laureLs ; the rank 
grass grew on his graye^ and it was marked by one yast rougb 
block of white marble, as thongh to say, that no hand after his 
dared carve the rocks ; his mother, blind and in dots^e, sat and 
told her wooden beads, and smiled and eaid always: "Deadl 
Nay» nay ; God were too good for thaf 

Borne was empty and silent as the grave, and only the hot 
winds were left to wander, unquiet, through the deserted streets. 

And she— my Ariadné,— was dying slowly as the summer 
died. 

Yon have killed her ! " I had said to Ginlio that night. 
So best/' he had answered me; for his sonl was set against 
her as a thing accursed; he, who had seen the blows of the 
mallet shatter the copy of the Nansicaa. 

The wise men whom I bronght to her, said there was no 
disease ; there may have been none ; bnt none the less I knew 
that her life was over, and the Greek lad knew it too^ becanse he 
loved her. From that night when she had seen the funeral oí 
Maryx pass beneath her walls, and leamed by whom he had 
been slain, she seemed to droop just as a fiower wül ; there is no 
decay that yon can see; the blossom is lovely, and its leayes 
yonng, and the dews of moming are on it, bnt, nevertheless, it 
fades — fades — fades, and yon know that in a little whüe yon 
will rise some day and fínd it dead. 

Who can measure what she felt? 

Aédon never had more innocence and more remorse — Aedon 
who slew what she cherished in the dark, not knowing. 

By her had death come to the one and ciime to the other : 
had she been in the oíd days of Borne, she wonld have plan«:ed 
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her Urjtii; bodf into Iho j«imfng euth, ar tbs le«pitig fine, U 
pority tlie MOlB of thoM whom sha tud cunad. 

" Let me RO to hf ra t ' bIi» oitod <raoe ; liar H wu still tía 
li*ÍTi|i Duui of whom she tbonght Ihfi nost, aad perohance tha i 
voman in tha orowd huí boan Tightt pwíiaps it vas be «lu 
iic«dcid pity tho most, 

ThoD her hrad fnll on her hreast- 

**! eannot," she mattcrcd. "He wfl) h&te me for ever,— 
now." 

She d^red not ga to him ; she thiongh whom, all ínnocentlT, 
hia Imudíi wetH reJ vrith the blood of liia friend. 

Bho wiui U> liorGiitf accoraed, and the death und tbe sio thftl 
hld come bj her lay on hor innooeiit eooI Uke lead, and nudet 
thfl ghaHtIj wetght of it the jouth in her witheied aa ths gna 
«rithoTB 11]) ntider a heevj stone. . 

Dnj b; daf , slowlf , the Btrength in hsr wuied, and the lore- 
lineas of her ffidod. I 

To her none of the common excuses for hia aot wonld Iibtg 
been inte1h*(;jbla She ODderstood soné of the cnstoms ñad 
eonventions thnt mío the norid he dwelt in ; ehe coiiid not haré 
comprehended wh; in the ejes of men he hail dono no wrong, 
bnt merely followed ont hia right in vengeanoe of a blow. Sha 
knew nothinfí of all this; she only nnderstuod tbat he had killed 
hia friend — through her. 

She, who would hsTe dn^í;ed herself throngh aoaa of blood 
to aave him from pang or eharne, had bronght thia gnilt npon 
her head : that was all ehe tinderetood. For her Maryi had 
ditjd. For her Hilarión was a miirderer. This was all abe 
knew. A fíense of ovoníbalming and ineffaeoable gnilt fell apon 
her : she shrank awa;, aahamed and afraid. (rom the light of 
the day. 

Oí him I heard nothing save that be had not attempted to 
escape from whatever the laws of hia fellows mighl do to him^ 
that I heard. Jnstice I I laoghed aloud aa I heard What oonld 
bríng back the dead from tbe aeputchre 1 What conld light 
again the dirine ñies of the genlua he had quenched ? 

Joaticel 

Then I nnderalood how men conld grow crnel. Had Mb 
doom been in my handa, 1 wonld haíe inade every breath a pang 
to him aucb as Dante himself never conceíTed in hell. 

Tbere is no jnstice npon earth : and hardly any Tenge&nce. 
When we are yonng we hope for both ; bat we wait and wait, 
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and we grow oíd, and death comes, but on jnstice we neyer hayo 
looked. Death makes all men eqnal, say the preachers. Oh, 
terrible irony ! Eqnal lie the mnrdered and the murdorer. 

Once more, and for ever, the sword and the cine of Athene 
dropped ñrom her weary hands. Art ceased to exist to ñer; 
firom the sight of the whiteness of marble she shrank as from 
the sight of a mnrdered creatnre ; from the calm changeless eyes 
of the statnes she fled as ñrom the gaze of an ayenging god. 

She was innocent ; yet the Erinnys porsned her, and night 
and day she had no rest. With each hot month of the snmmer 
the spirit within her seemed to ísAni more and more, and her 
body grew weaker and weaker, till at length she conld not rise, 
but lay there stiU and mnte as the young angels that lie on the 
tombs with folded hands and their wings drooped, waiting 

" Conld I bnt soffer for him I " she said once ; and it was still 
the liying man that she meant. The dead was at rest; bnt 
he 

I dared not say to her the thing I thonght : that he snffered 
nothing^ he who had slain men before this and only called it 
honoor. 

She lay fhere^ I say, in the solítnde of her ohamber, and at 
last oonld not rise or moye at all, and only saw the bine skies, 
and the changes of snn and of stars, throngh the high-arohed 
casements barred with iron, with tíie bine yeronica flowers 
hanging down fhem, and past them the pigeons fiying. 

The wise men said she should go from Bome, bnt that she 
wonld not do. Bome was to her as the mother in whose arms 
she wonld fain breathe her last 

From the height of her chamber eyen as she lay she oonld 
see the whole width of the city outspread, and the long dark 
lines of the pines on the hills, and the light which told where 
the sea was. She wonld lie and look^as the dying child looks at 
its mother's &ce. 

No one said she was dying; fhey said it was weakness, and 
the hot heayy air of the snmmer. But I knew it, and Amphion, 
and Ersilia, whose fíeroe eyes olouded with the msh (tf tears 
wheneyer she looked upon her. 

Whether she knew it herself I cannot tell ; she had so little 
thonght of herself. All her life had passed away to the dead in 
his graye and the h'ying man with his sin. If she conld haye 
gone to Hilarión, I think she wonld still haye £ound strengtb 
koliva. 



853 ABIADKÉ. 

Ont in the worid of men^ fame aw«ited her, íbr the myriid 
tongues of it nude her their iheme; and becauae bar laurel had 
grown ont of paasion and death, the world spoke but the moro 
of it, and was roady to orown as ita reigning oapríoe this waman 
of so much loveliness and so mnoh geniofl who had been lo 
fiythlcssly forsaken and so íatally belored. 

Bnt the world called in yain. 

As well might the Satyrs and Sileni hATe tried to wske 
Ariadné, dead on the shore» with the shaít in her breasl 

Men carne to me, great men and other man whose trade H 
was to chaffor in tho works of genins ; and tb^ all told the m a» 
tale; and the trumpets of Fame were blowing lond in her 
hononr yonder over the monntains, and Boma itself began to 
wake and say, " What danghter of mine is ibis tbat has the 
anciont strength and the ancient graoe in her ? " 

But I heard them, and hade them go their wajs. 

Thoy carne too lato. 

Tho trumpets of Fame sonnded bnt as the empty booting of 
the gnats : tho Yoice of Borne was as the Yoioe of Niobe «Jiróe 
iu Tain. 

" Yon come too late," I said to them; and my eyes were dry 
and my brain was calm ; for the gods had dono their worst, and 
the earth might as well haye perished for augbt that it hdd 
forme. 

The Bummer wore away ; the desort winds blew hotly, filled 
with sand, and driving it ; and bringing the pestilence ftom the 
reedy swamps and the feebleness of slow sickness &om the 
shallowB of the riyer. 

Tho Tostness of Bome lay onder the snn like a praveyaid : 
Doath had been digging there three thousand years, and had yet 
not done his labours. 

The sky was like a brazen vessel, and the feet of the few 
passÍDg people sonnded always like the steps of mofiQod mourners 
burying thoir dcad. By night in the white streets there seemed 
to be no othor thing than the masked men and the torchos and 
the dead. 

It was not a sicklier season than any other, they said; ba\ 
thus it seemed ever to me, and the noise of the fountains lost all 
melody to my ears, and sounded only a duU hollow murmur, as 
of a sea that could never wash out the crimes of the blood^ 
stained earth. 

I wandered stupidly to and &o, and nearly always, day and 
night sai on the threshold of her door. the dos beside soa 
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I oonld do her no good. 

It is hard to snfifer oneself ; bnt not to be able to spare from 
sufferíng what we love — that is worse. She was almost always 
BÜent. Silence seemed to haye fallen on her like a spell. From 
the night when Giulio had told her the hideons truth she had 
scarcely spoken, saye once or twice^ when she had cried out that 
she wonld go to him^ by whom this death had come. 

She grew stiller, whiter and whiter^ day by day; nothing 
seemed aliye in her saye her great^ loyely^ Instrons eyes; her 
limbs lay niotionlefi& At times I nsed to think that she was 
changing into the marble she had loyed so mnch. At times I 
grew foolish and mad, and wonld go to the place where Hermes 
stood and cali aloud to him to help her — he who had made 
women ont of sport. 

Bnt neither ñrom Hermes ñor £rom any other god conld any 
help come. 

One day she broke her silence and said to me, " How long 
shallllive?" 

I broke down and wept. 

** As long as God wills ! " I answered her, as any other wonld 
haye done, since we are nsed to speak so— we who know 
nothing 

" But I am near death ? " 

"Oh, mydear! oh, myloye! Wecannot tell!" 

"1 can tell," she said slowly: then, for the fírst time since 
that awful night when she had heard of the death of Maryx, the 
large tears gathered in her eyes and rolled down her wasted 
cheeks. 

" I thonght to make him hear the nightingales," she said ; 
and then her eyes closed and she was dumb once more. 

She had thonght that throngh her only the angels of the 
spring wonld fíll his life, and she had bronght him instead the 
curse ofcrimel 

I kneeled down and kissed her slender hands, which had had 
strength to cali out snch noble shapes from the dull stone, and 
make it speak to men. 

" Oh, my dear, you are innocent as the children mibom," I 
murmured. "How could you make him hear, when he loyed 
best the langhter of deyils ! " 

She sighed wearily and shook her head, her eyes and her b'ps 
were still closed. In her own sight she was guiliy ; guilty oí 
haying missed the way to hold his soul and keep it 

2a 
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8he hnd givcn all her life, bnt it had noi been enongh ; it had 
not raffloed lo hold Yáñ heart to hen one moment. With all her 
foroe Bhe had strívon; bnt eril had been stronger than áhe; it 
liad lioaten her, and when abe had cried to the goda, th^ had 
been silent 

Für what ean be atronger than TÍleneaB, «nd of what aTail b 
loreY 

I went ont from her chamber and into the dionth and 
dxonght of the air. No rain had fidlen for many weeka, and the 
wind waa foll of hot sand, and the air waa foll of the hiáíng and 
hooting of atingíng things. The wiae men on the threshold aaid 
to mu, " Indeed, indeed, there ia no diaeaae, nono at all that we 
canBee.** 

And I aeemed no doubt to be mad to them, for I said, in 
reply : 

" Nay, nay, the lanrel waa set in her breast, and that kills, 
when the breast is a woman*8. If not the temple of Lnbentína, 
— then death. And the temple ahe woold not enter. Were sha 
Yile ahe were living now, living and langhing and langhing 
loud!'* 

And I went and wanderod the streeta, and the dog foUowod 
me spiritless and sorrowfol, and as we paásed by the Greek lad, 
he said to me : 

" In the Terse that she once read to me they threw in the 
flamea what they loved the best — see, I have broken my flute and 
bomt it Will that picase the gods she told me of ? will they be 
appeased ? will they save her ? " 

Ah, heayon! sinoe ever the world began, men and women 
haye been boming their treasnres in vain, and never has any 
answer come. 

It was a parching, sultry, misty day, with no sonahine, bnt a 
heayy heat every where ; I wandered into the woods of Borghese, 
and into the halls and chambers of the sculptnre, and stood 
beforo the Ariadné. It seemed so cruel ; — ^there was the bronze 
hoad, bcautiful and strong, with the ivy leayes aronnd it, and 
there it woold stay no doubt century ofter oentury, in the light 
there, while she, its llying likeness, would perish as a flower 
penshes plucked before its time. 

Mine had been only a dream ; nothing but a dream ; and she 
had to die for that 

It seemed to me as if the lips of the lovely Thespian Love 
parted, and moyed, and said, " For a grcat loye the oarth is too 
narrow ; and where 1 am not, Death is kind." 
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I sat down in the Gaosar Gallery, and leaned my tired foro- 
head on my bands, and wished that I had neyer wakened froin 
my sieep that snmmer moming when the gods had spoken iu 
my dream. 

The place was solitary, and not a sonl was near ; the day 
was waning ; throngh the iron bars of the casements the tnrf, 
bnmt yellow by the snn, looked foll of glare against the black 
dense shadows of the ilex leaves ; the insects hooting in the 
branches sonnded like the mocking of the fates; the bloated 
bestial emperors seemed to leer like living things. I thonght 
the imperial wanton in her high chamber up aboye was snrely 
langhing. 

Ay, indeed, it mnst seem strange to harlots that a woman 
can 80 love that death is sweeter to her than fame or gold or 
homage^ or the world of men, or any consolations of the senses 
and the yanities of life ; it mnst seem strange^ for what shonld 
faithless women know of Loto, they who worship those pooi 
base gods, Apáte and Philotes ? 

I leaned my head npon my hands, and shnt ont from my 
sight the grey and sickly day; pestilence was abroad in all those 
amber and brown glades of the scorched woods, and all that 
pnrple darkness of sweet shade : bnt that did not matter to me ; 
it wonid harm me no more than it wonld harm the in&nt 
Herakles smiling in his lion's skin : when life is no longer a 
desire to ns, it will stay with ns ÜGdthfally. 

I sat and thonght, not of the bronzes or the marbles, bnt of 
the man who had come to me there, on that day of my dream, 
with the snnlight shining in his braye brown eyes, and smiling 
saidy " Still before yonr Ariadné ? And if it be an Ariadné, who 
cares for her ? She conld be consoled." 

Bnt this my Ariadné had refnsed all consolation, and he— 
the man to whom Fortune had been good for fiye and twenty 
years — was dead. 

I sat weary and stnpid in the grey snltry air, before the feet 
qí fhe white Dionysos, thinking only of the great life that had 
gone ont like the flame of a lamp, and of the yonng life that was 
fading slowly, dying as the snmmer died, nnreoondled and 
unoonsoled, thongh the hoary Silenns of the world had bronght 
her the foaming wine of ÜEune, and the god that is art hsÁ 
descended to her. 

I felt weary and stnpid : a step came to me oyer the marble 
floor ; I looked np, and it would not haye seemed to me strange 
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to hATa fleen the goda arise, as I had seen them ín mj dieam. I 
looked np, and I saw Hilarión. 

Howoanltcllwhatlfelt? 

I pnt ont my handa and throst at the mere air, as <m impnlm 
one woold do aeeing aome deadly shape in the darkuesa. He 
stood between me and the bronze Ariadné. 

The strange colonn of the h'ght, yellow and grey and weíid, 
foll upon his &ce : I raised my Toice to corsé him^ to corsé him 
in hÍB oprising and his downiying, in his present and his fotnie» 
in life and in death, as men of oíd eorsed what they abhoned. 
Bnt aomething in his &oe stopped me, and frese the torrent en 
my lips : it was the face of a man on whom eyery corsé of God 
and men had alreody fallen. It was tbe face of one who had 
killed his best fríend : those who have looked on the like can 
onderstand — ^no other can. 

He stood erect, and his oíd prood grace was nnchangud 
becaose it was in him as it was in the statoes aronnd, bot his 
beauty was like the broised, faded, wom beaoty of a marbie that 
has been sobject to eyery storm and scorch of weather throngh 
long years, and his cyes had the piteous beseeching homiliatioD 
of a man vanqnished and loathsome to himselñ 

I coold not curse him then; no more than I ooold hxve 
stmck a woondod prisoner whose hands were fettered: theie 
was that on his face which told me that the woman in the czowd 
had hoQH right, when sho had pitied him more than the man he 
hodsloin. 

He spoke first, and his Yoice had lost aU its accostomed 
melody, and sounded faint, yet harsh. 

** Say nothing to me/' he mutterod. " Yon can say nothing 
that I haye not heard night and day, eyer since, in the aír, all 
aronnd. Say nothing — ^tell me where she Ls ? " 

I was silent: to me it was so horrible to be £EU)e to ÜLoe with 
him, that he enchained me only by his gaze, as they say that 
some great snakes do. And he was so changed I Great God« so 
clianged ! as the white Dionysos would haye been, drag^ed 
throngh flame and camage and the smoke of war. 

He spoke again. 

" I came as soon as I was free. Where is she? ** 

*' What is she to you ? " I said. " Too neyer loyed her ! * 

My month felt dry as if drink had not passed my lips for 
days; I could scarcely shape my words to cast his own 
apaínst him. 



ABIADNÉ. 857 

" I neyer loved her ; no ! The greater my curse.** 

His Yoice was faint, and had a strange sound in it. In his 

eyes there was a look that woke a bitter pity in me, — pity I 

thmst away as YÜest wrong to Maryx and to her. I mastered it. 

"Go you your ways," I said to him. "Yon have done 

nothing that will make yon unfít for your great world; nothing 

against honour or the codes of men. Gro. The dead are dead. 

Women will not love you less; ñor men less feast you. Nay, 

you will have a charm the more for both. To me you are 

a murderer^ but not to them. I am an ignorant man, and low 

and poor, and do not understand. Gk) — that is allí ask of you." 

He fitood with his head bent patiently; he was humble 

beforo me as a slaye before his master, he, — ^who had treated the 

world as a dog, and lashed it and kicked it, and had had it fawn 

on him the more, for all his careless and audacious insolence. 

*' Tou must say what you choose," he muttered. *' It is waste 
of words. Tou cannot say to me what I have not merited. I 
haye taken a life that was beside my own, as Ghrist's beside 

aSatyr's! '* 

His face had a strange conyulsion on it ; the blood seemed to 
bum on his brow, and lea ve his lips an ashen white ; he put his 
hand to his throat as though some other hand were there and 
choking him. 

" Go and forget," I said to him. " It has been your boast — 
you haye no memoríes, you do not choose to haye; you haye 
mocked at poor illiterate fools who spoke of regret or conscience. 
Gk); write a poem on it; you haye often said the poet should 
use the sufferings of others for his lamp, as, southward, they kill 
fireflics to read with : that is alL** 

"You are cruel,** he said simply, and with his oíd cold 
acceut ; but he stood patiently ; eyen in my loathing of him some 
shame of myself stirred in me ; I had struck a wounded man, 
and one who was at my mercy. 

"Gol why will you not go?** I cried to him furiously. 
"Why come here to insult their grayes? Is the world not 
wide enough that you must drag your crimes to Borne? Borne 
loyed him, leaye him alone to her. Go, I say. You are soilless 
enough, as the world sees, — ^your world, — nay, you will seduce 
women all the easier for that blood upon your hand. Most 
women are but beasts of proy, and loyo the smell of camage. 
I am cruel ? How many haye cried that out against you, and 
when haye you eyer hearkened? What was your pity, eyer? 
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What wu a deid lore to yon? Toa cMt joar porea pnBKn- 
tanoa after it, and boríed it, and thonght no moro— ezoept to 
smile. Wliy cannot yon smile now? Be tme to yonznUl 
Nothing mattc». Toa can make the world weep, yoa langjhmg 
all the while. Ay. yoa are right His life was to yoon « 
Chriat*» to a Satyr's: one day of hú bronght forih a harrest 
tliat all your barren years can nerer show. He blened the 
nationfl : yon have corsed them. He lored : yon betrayed. Hé 
Ijyed for all mankind: yon for the narrow kingdom of yonr 
«nsea. A nd yon faave killed Yúm—you. But in a twel Yemonth 
yon will have foxgotten— why will yon stand there ? Yon wíU 
have forgottcn: yon will tell the vorld the stoxy in aononnu 
Torao—and then forget Go, before I do worae to yoa; I am 
olJ and wonid not offcnd HeaTen." 

He fltuod qnite sUent— ailent and patient, and with ths 
díscolonrc'd palenees as of broisod marblo on his íaoe. Then 
Kuddenly he pnt ont his hands with a pathetíe gestare^ almost 
like a timid diild's, and a great sob heayed his breast. 
" Have some mercy. Do yon not see ?— I BaSdt I ** 
There was silcnce between ns. 

I nndcrstood tbat he did soffcr^ passing all power of «mu to 
make hím baffer more. 

A compassion that I coold no longer combat stole into ma 
Ah, if Mar}'X, lying in his grave, coold have seen into my soul, 
he wonld not have becn angered; he would bayo pitied his 
mnrdcrer too. 

There was stillness between na. 

He leaned one hand on the pedestal of the Dionysos, and 
Btood with his head and shooldors bowed so that I conld not see 
hisíáoe. 

The day was declining; the shadows were growing dark: 
tliey bogan to Teil the bronze of the Ariadné. 
" Where is she ? " he said snddenly. 
" What matter to yon?" I said to him. 
"Can yon not onderstand?" he said, and his labonred breath 
seonicd to choke him as he spoke. "If she do not shrínk 
from me— if I do not appal her— what atonement I can make I 
wilL I never loved her — ^no. He did ; as no other man conld 
have done. I never loyed her; but her messago in the marble 
— that I nnderstood. She loyes me : no other woman conld eyer 
loye like that If she do not shrink from me, what I can do 
I will. What honoiir. what peace, what amends I can render 
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her I will gÍTe. Beside her innocence, her holiness, I am yile 
indeed ; bnt since she olings to me thus^ I Bhall have powor to 
consolé." 

I made him no answer. 

It seemed to me as if all ihe devils of hoU swanned in the 
beantífal marble chamber, and jibed and langhed and mocked 
aroimd x¡b, crying^ " All things come too late ! " 

I looked np at him. The day was at an end ; the dolí red 
glow of a clouded simset shone throngh the iron bars of the 
casement, and bathed the feet of the white scnlptnies as in a 
sea of blood. 

"TonwoTilddothis?'' 

He answered : 

" By bis life and by bis death I swear iir— yes. 

I tumed my face to the smiset and I said to him^ '' Gome! " 

I went ont of the halls and through the glades of the wood. 
He walked beside me. The bells of the city were tolling íar the 
last honr of light. Aionnd ns were greyness and darkness. 

Away in the great west that fronted ns as we passed down 
into Bome was the glow of the sun that had sunk ; behind the 
dark trees of the Yatícan there were long low lines of tremolons 
luminance, and a yast field of palé, sofb bine, and aboye it a 
deep flnsh like * the awfol rose of dawn.' 

He dosed bis eyes as all its beaxity met them. Neyer more 
conld he look with calm gaze at all the loyely mysteries of the 
air, or watch with peace the glories of the sky. 

We passed without a word throngh the entanglod streets of 
thedty. 

At last we reached her thresbold, and climbed the winding 
stair. 

It was almost dark : they had lit one lamp. There was the 
cry of the owls in the dnsk. 

I opened her door. She lay qnite still as I had leñ her ; the 
dim gold of her cnrls fell oyer the broad low brow that waa the 
brow of Ariadné; her lips were slightly parted ; her oyes gazed 
at the westem sky : where she looked, there was still a palé 
radiance and a flash left by the dead day. 

I signed to him to enter. 

He entered; and looked. 

''My Godl She is dying!'' he callod aloud, with a cry that 
ftmg through all the lonely hoose. 

She heard bis yoice, and spzang np on her narrow bed, and 
stretched her arms to him. 
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He Nink ou his Inieet bedde her. 

" Yun can forgivo?" he cried to her. 

In aiiswcr her white and wasted anos atole abont Ua tiurnt^ 
aiul lior lipn Bonght hi& 

" Livc, oh lÍYo! " he moaned as he knelt " Laye fixr me— I 
love you ! " 

And for tho first time he told no lie. 

She niiulo him no answer, but her arma reatad aboat hii 
thrimt, aiul lior chcok waa against his own. For a few momenli 
kHo lay thr.s; thcn with a little sigh ahe zaoved a littla and 
lifte.I her tender wcory eyes to hia. 

" Forgivo me — I mÍE¿cd the way ! " ahe marmnred fimttj 
while her sight grew blind. Then her lipa aonght hia anee 
moro, and on hia own they trembled one moznent loiigar« then 
crew cold and still. 

lio lüvcil hcr-*and ahe waa dead. 



LTENVOI. 

i 8IT by the fonntnin in the woll, and the water haa no ««wg for 
me. Tho ycars ]mvc gone by ; and I oease to coont th«m, He 
I i vos and lio cannot forget, and he loyea what ia dead. The 
world scoms empty, and the skiea are dark. All aronnd me 
I hoar the Satyrs laughing, the Satyrs who could not net the 
8ouI of Arindne. Tliey blow on tbeir pipes, and the znad world 
«lances : yot all tlioy sing is for evor but thia: 
" Ail tliings come too lato I'* 
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Tba Dead Saeret, I So Ñame. 
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CRUIKSHANtCS COMIC AL- 

AlANACK. Crmplete ¡t 

Tbo FlBirr ímín 1815 
SKC.JS¡B,flUB> 1»44 to iSij. 



;i CHL-usBjmii. Ct.t 



COURT (The) oí the Tuilerles, 

■8s> to i8íO. By 1,11 Petii Hohsii 
KouGK, Wilh a írontíipiete, Ctono 



COVENT ÜARDEN THEATRE, 

TheAnnsUol, trora iHiloieOT- Bj 

HlU»T SAXU WYNDllAU. WillUS lUus- 



CKADDOCK (C. EQBERT), by. 
SbaPrapbBtot (JiaOraat Smoky 

MoniitBilni' Cíowa Svo, deth, ji, M.; 

pcet ¿VI', illuttratcd boaida, ». 
HLsVaulBbadBCM. <Zr»ia,c>.3i.tiil. 
Ttle WindOÜl. Crown Bva cWh, fa. 



CUMMINQ (C F. OORDON), 



Via CorawKll ti 



CRIM (JHATT).— Adreoturea of 



CUSSANS(JOHN E.).— A Hand- , 

' ' If HenildrT! locludlu 

icTnidncPedicr«í.Ui. „ _ . 
I MSS.. íc. Wlth 408 Woodnfl 



CROCKETTIS. R.)«ndothers.— 

Talan al out Coasi. Sy s. a 

CHOCKKTT, CII.MHT PiBCBH, H«KOLU 

FniBEHic, ■ Q,,' ind W, Ci»»« RtOíKLi. 
Wltb 1] lUustntloaa bv Frank Biunu- 



CVCLING, HUMOURS OF. By I 

lüíIOlUlI. JBBOKH H.G.W'ELiaBAJtBV 
P.im. C, HOOK, Pin RiDGE. I, F.SUU.1- 

v/lM. &e. Wílh lllu.li. Cr.8ra,«..ii. ntl. 



CROKER (Mrs. B. M.)< Novel& 

Pníuy H^Ba'MBVllli 

il Blrd Qt Va.maga. 

Dlanat Barrí n^oiii 

Two Malte». I 

A Family LUcooan, 

A TblPtt Porson. I PPopav Prid*. 
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HUs Balmaina'a Pait. 
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TflTBDCB; Wlth 6 llImH, bjr s, Ptarrr. 
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mnttwatl on. . I anitiB Óno Blae. 

'To LBI.'' P'Hl.lvo, plclnoill6«<Ü,H.; 
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.-,._„ WoodouU' I 

by CeujiUHiiHG. Lamcelu A 
Vola., Btown Svo, nloth, 7». (W. ra 
Ilia Iiltoof OaorM Cntlhaluwk. 4 

B> ÜL*liCHARUltiH«Ol.D. WlUlÍ4llll)»<" 

liíllansanda 6ib|]ci£iapliy. CrowD Blú^ 




DAUDET (ALPHONSE).— Tha 

Kvancellsti or. Port Salvatlgii, 

Trao^icd by C. U. USLniKK, j;^. iva. 



DANBV (FRANK).— A Coquettc: 
DAVENANT (FRANClSl.-^HIats 

'Dt Parcnts on th« Cholea ol a 
Prolusión lor Ihelr S 






DAVIES iDr. N. E. VORKE-I, 

Worksby. Cr.evn,t...rí.;Kl,. Tl.M.IJ. 

Ona Thouaaiul tSedioal ItaUnu 

and Sor^oal Blnts. 
Hunary flrntai a Msthn'ii Gixrte 
Tb- DtatBtU Gura or Obaslty 

(iroodaEBrtliafkt). v""' -'■ 

r..i lh.1 TH^tnirnl til {ÍLtu1 1 



DAVIE5* iSIr JOHNl Complste 

Poaucal Worlu. Ifíitcd witliV»|g« 
by Htv. A. B. OMOMln, D.D. Two Voh. 



isoo ^M 

1 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PÜBLISHERS, 



^ DEAKIN (DOkOTHEA), Stories 

by. Cio™Sti.,cIoOi. ).,¿ii,ti>.'ll. 



DE~MAISTRB (XAVIERI.- 

JournsT Round my Rhbi. Trj 

DEMILLEUAMES).— ÁStrange 

Manuicrlpl lound la ■ Conper 
Cvllnder. Cíown Sva doth. wlíh 11 
liiustratloni by Gn-nEüT Gaul, 3. ' 



OEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 

Hlitory dI. B; Abihcr W. " 

M.A. WiLli Illui.fannv 8vo,d. 

atreami and Coaita. Hy Lady 

BOSALINB NORTH ""■■- " 
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OICTION ARIES. 

Xba Reoder'e Ruidtiooh or 
Faimoaa HKDiei In Flatlon, 
JUluslom, RefeTenoea. Pf 
vaFbi,Ploíi,etopleB,aDd Paem 

I¡y H,;v. E. C. BhkWEH. LL.D, Crji 

JL Dletlonary of HlraoleB, 

Imltallve. Bralitlfc, lod DaBm..uc, Ey 
Reí. E. C. Breweb, LUD. Cfüwn Bvd, 
clalh. 3i.ed. 
Fajulllar Allnslona. BtWiujauA. 
andCHUHLUS G. WasELER, Seiny Svn, 

VamlliaJT BÍiorC Saylnfa of Groat 
Man. WIHiHislüTitaHimExpL-- ■- 
Noleí by Bamuei, A. BasT. A.M. 



TbeSIanCDlotlonarji EtyinoLogli.-al, 



DOBSON |W. T.l.-Poetlcal In- 



DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works bM 
Xhomaa Baalek and bia Popil» . 

Wllli 95 l lImLs. 6q. «vn. c ioLh. jj. ¡kí. 

Crown Svo, ^ucl[rsn■. fií, (ích. 

rouF PFenúlmomeB. Wltli Foue 

Eiefateontli Centory Vltfnettai. 

pjipíB EditiohsoI tlic Tures Skhifs. 

A Faladtn of PbllnBtbrnpy, s. 
aida-w»lk Studloi. Wilh 5 lilurij 
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In tbeOrlpof (t 
Umk by Link. 



ifiS, 



l^a Han from Kanob estar. 
Tbe Myat acy of Jamalo a Terra 

Croivn Svo, eloiH, 31. SA cach. 
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Taleí of Terror. 
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DRAMATISTS. THE OUB 
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|raphical Uemoii by Wiixuu Oifford, 
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7. A Flanee Book, Illustialtd la 

8. The PlDk Kalglie. Ry ¡. R. MoK- 

■■ Tba Llttle Clomi. Bj Tboua: 

M AHomBaok. Sy tUnrTaDxTEL. 
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1S. DoIIUb. Cy RlCRARD HUNIIB. 

la. The BadHFfl. ain^ar, Qy MoNa" 
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B8. The Booty Hbd, Bv E. B. 

llAtKIMNDH l'ld EuiH COVBei. Ulna. 

SV. Flahyvlnkle. By IkahC. ArChuc. 
80. HoiÁllBK. Tiiuittattd Iflcoloure by 
Bt. Samm^ and tfas SaarlywlDk. 



89. The DuEQh DoU'a Slttlea, Br 
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DUNCAN (SARAJEAÑÑÉTTE, 

BDoki by, Cr. Svo, cloih, jj. a¡l. taclL 
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An Amerioan Olrl In Iiondan. 

Tbe Simple Adveuturea ot • 
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FARADAY (MICHAEL), Work» 
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luTríulc AadieiiK. lídltad by WlLLLkM 

On tbe virioam Forae* of IIatuI^•, 
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FARRER (J. ANSON).— War; 
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Jí Woman WoFtta Wlnnlnf . 
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PICTION, B Catalogue of, wit 

TWILVI Hdkdhid NOVELS, wlli I 
scnl hee by Chatto & WlSDüSupi 



PIREWORK - MAKINQ. 

Complete Artol i «,ThePyia1t 
Tcnsury. By THOuA^ Kintt&i 
»Í7 IIIu.tra(roin. Ci.BTO,slolh, 



ClIARLU LjIUEL PCrt 8| 



Bella Donna. | Pftlly. 
The Iisdy of BrBBtgma. 
NaTer For^otCen. 



Cba Lita of Iiaarenaa Bterasi 



FLAMMARION (CAMILLE), 
Worka bj. f 

Popolai' Astrooomy. TmulalMlti 
fTEiXAfiK GdRK, F.R.A.S. WithTlijP 
tliits ind sSS lUmiraUons, AttV 
EDITIOM, wllhao Appendll ílñng ti 
rtsulli oí Rectnl Discontla '•-"- 
Svo.cloth, isi.fiíj. 

ItanudaF and Xilíhbilii^ Tra 
hilrd by Walter MoErm. IVlth U 



FLETCHER'S caiLES, 

Complete Poena I Cliitii'i Vktacic. 
Heaven, Vlctorio qo Earth, Trfump!) qlL 
Daa¡ ; wllh Mlaor Poüdii. Nota '1 
Ktv. A. B. CnosjtHT. Ci. 8vo.cl> jt. B^ 



FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.^ 

Por Inf DrauUsn ■■ lo Ib' ~ 

dnlgred by Hebbíkt P. Hqrus, ■ 



FORBGS (Hon. Mrs. WALTER]. 



FRANCILLON (R. 



One by One I . . . _. 
A Do¿and tala Sbadow. 
Ropas ofSand. 




Qiieen Cophati 

Romaiioe* of tbe Iiaw. 

KlDtf ar Knave t 

Jack Doyle'a Qaugbteik Crown Río, 

FREDERIC (HAROLD). Noveta 



Bath'a Brottaer'B WUa, 
Tba Lantén Glrl. 

"fheFRVS (HERBERT) 

Quida tD tbe Lor — 

Fdiltd by ir- ■ 
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QARDENING B00K5. PostSvo, 

i.v. each ; clnth. is. 6d. cach. 
A Year*B Work in Gavdon and 

Gi*eenhousQ. Dy GkouuK Glekny. 
Househoid Horticislture. By Tou 

ai«d lAN'K jKKKOLi). Iltustrated. 
The Carden that Pald tlie Rent. 

BvTOM JKKROLI). 

Oar Kitchen Carden. By Tom 

JEKKOLD. Post 8vo, cloth, is net. 

Sir WlUiam Tomple's Bssay on 
Gardens : to;«ethur with othcr Carolcan 
Kss-*.v5 on Gardens. Editcd. with Notes 
and Introduction. bv A. Forbes Sibvb- 
KIXQ,F.S.A. With 6'lllustrations. Small 
8vo, cloth or board^, is. 6./. nct ; quarter 
velliim, zr. 6d, net ; thivc-quarter vellum, 
S*. ííel. 



OAULOT (PAUL\ Books by. 

Tho Red Shirta: A Tale of 'The 
Terror.' Traiislaíud by JOHN DE ViL- 
LIKRS. Crown 8vo. cioth, With Fr'>ntis- 
picce by Stanley \Vood,3i. 6J, ; picture 
cloth, fíat b;»cl ;. 2^. 

Crown iSvi». cloth, (k. each. 
LovQ and Itovcrs of the Paet. 

Translatcd by C. Larochk, M.A. 
A Conspiracy under the Terror. 

Translated by C. Larochk. M.A, With 
Illustrations and Facsímiles. 



QILBERT (WILLIAM).— JamM 

Duke, Costermonger* Po8t8vo,iUii»> 
trated boards. 2s. 



QERARD (DOROTHEA).— A 

Quecn of Curds and Crcam. Crowu 

Hyo. cl'.th. 3í^ft£¿. 

GERMÁN POPULAR STORIES. 

CoUected bv the Biothcrs Grimm anc*. 
Translated by KnoA'; Tayix)r. \V:lh 
Introduction by John* Kuskin*. and 22 
Steel Platcs aftcr Gkorce Ckuiksh^xk, 
Square i.<\'o. clt.'th j^üf . 6v. 



QIBBON (CHARLES), Novéis 

fciy. Crown Kvv#, ci«)lh, 3*. 6J. each; 

p^ist 8vM. illiistratcd boards, 2s, each. 
Robín Gr&y. 
The Golden Bhaft. 
The Flower of the ForesL 
The Braes of Yarrosr. 
Of High Degree. 
Queen of the Ueadov. 

Post 8vo, iüustratcd boaiús, 21. each. 

The Dead Heart. 

For Iiack of Gold. 

What Will the World Bay? 

For the Klng, | A Hard Knot. 

In Pasturas Groen. 

In liove and War. 

A Koart's Probloiu. 

By Mead and Straa^n. 

Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 

In Honour Bound. 

Heart's Delltfht. * Blood-Money. 



QILBERT'S (W. S.) Orisrinal 

Plsys. I n 3 Series, post 8vo, as. 6a. each. 

The First Series contains : The Wicked 
World — Pyj;nialion and Calatea — 
Charity— The Princcss— The Palace of 
Truth— Trlal by Jury— lolanthe. 

The Secoxd Series contains: Broken 
H caris — Engajíed — Swecthearts — 
Gretchcn — Dan'l Druce— Tom Cobb 
~H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Sorcerer— 
The Piratea of Penzance. 

The TiiiRD Series contains : Comedy and 
Trafiedy — Fo;;fíerty's Fairy — Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstem— Patience— 
Princcss Ida — The Mikado— Ruddigora 
—Thü Ycomen of ihe Guard— The Goo- 
drtücrs— The Mountcb.'tnks— Utopia. 

Elght Original Comió Openu 
wríttcn by \V. S. GiLBERT. Two Series, 
dcmy Svo' cU)íh, 2S. fu/, each. 

The First S£R1!¿s contains : The Sorcerer 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Pirates of 
Penzance — loUnihe— Patience— Prin- 
ceps Ida— Tlie Mikado— Trial by Jury. 

The Seco.nd Series contains : liie Gon- 
doUcrs— The Graod Duke— The Yeomen 
of the Guard— His Excellency— Utopia, 
Limited— Ruddijfore— The Mountebanki 
— Haste to the Wcddin/j. 

The Cilbart and BalliiraB Blrth- 
day Books Quotations for Every Day 
in tlie Ycar. Cbnipilcd by A. Watson. 
Koval iftm»>, cloth. 2s. fui. 



QiSSlNü (ALGERNON), Novéis 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. jíMt f<»p. 6s. each. 
A Secrct of the North Sea* 
Knitters in the Sun. 
The Wealth of Mallerstantf. 
An An¿ei's Portion. 
Xiallol C arth. 

The Dreams of Simón Uehev. 

Crown 8vt), cloth. 3*. Od. 



GIBNEY í50iViERVILLE).— 

5entenced I C:'»\vjí avo. c¡»»íh. i*. fi./. 



GLANVILLE (ERNE5T), Novéis 

by. Crown 8vt>, cluth, 3^. 6d, each; 
post 8vo, illustratcd boartls, 2s. each. 
The liOSt HoiresB. With 2 lUustra- 
tions by Humk Nisdkt. 

The Fossioker: A Romance of Mash- 
onaland. Two lUusts. by Hume Nisckt. 

A Fair Colonist. With Frontisplece. 

The Golden Rock. With Frontisplece 

bv Staxlky W( h )i >. Cr. 8v»). cloth, 3j. úd. 
Tales from tho Yeld. With la 

Illustrútions. Cíown 8vii, clttth, 31. 6J. 
Max Thomton. With 8 Illu^itratiom 

by J. S. Cromitox, K.I. Large crown 

8vo. cloth, pilt edjíts. 5í. 
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GLENNY (GEORGEU— A Year's 

Work in Qarden and Qreenhouse: 

Practicil Advicc us to FI jwcr, Fruit, and 
Kranic (larden P<ist Svo. ij. ; cl„ iji. 6^. 



GIBSON (L. S.), Novéis by.. ^ . 

Crown 8vo. cíoíh. 6.. c: .h. ^ GODWIN ( WILUAM). — Llves 

The Frocmaoons. ! Burnt Spices. ' oftheNccromanccri. PostEicu^cV.^ix. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



QOLDEN TREA5URY of 

Thouffht, The; A Dictionary of Quo- 
tations írom the Best Authorst By 
Theodork Taylor. Cr. 8vo, el., 31. 6d. 

GOODMAN (E. J.)— Tfaie Fate of 

Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vi>. cl., 35. f-d. 



QORDON (SAMUEL). — The 
Perry of Fate : a Tale of Rufflan 
Jewry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

QORE (J. ELLARD, P.R.A.S.). 

—The StelUr Heavent: an Introduc- 
ticm to the Study of the Stars and 
Nebulae. Crown 8vn. c'oth. 2s. net 

Crown Svo. iiuui, ..\. cach. 
StadioB in Astronomy. With 8 

platos. 
Aatronomlcal Essayí, Historical 
. and Descriptive. With 6 plates. 



QRACB (ALFRED A.).— Tales 

of a Dyliiff Race. Cr. Svo, el., 3^. bd. 

QRHEKS AND ROMANS, The 

Life of the* describcd from Antique 
Blonuments. By Erxst Guul and W. 
KONKR. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffer. 
Wiih 545 Illusts. l)cmy 8vo, cL, 71. 6d. 



OREEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 

Novéis by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. each. 
The Millionaire Baby. 
The Amethyst Box. 
The Woman in the Alcove. 



OREENWOOD (JAMES).— The 

PrlBoner in the Dock. Crown Svo, 
clolh, 3^. 6d. 

GREY (Slr GEORQE). — The 

Romance of a Procónsul. By Jaues 
MlLNK. Crown Svo, buckram, 6;. 



GRIFFITH CCECIL).— Corinthia 

Marazlon. Crown Svo, clolh, 35. 6d. 



GRIFFITHS (Major A.).— No. 99, 

and Bl ue Blood. Cíown Svo. cloth, 2s. 

GÜÑTÉR (A. CLAVERING).— A 
Florida Bnchantment. Crown Svo, 
cloth. $s. 6d. 

GUTTENBERG (VIOLET), 

Novéis by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6*. each. 
Neither Jemr ñor Greek. 
The Power of the Paimlat. 



QYP. — CLOCLO. Translatcd by 

Nora M. Statham. Cr. Svo, el., 35. 6d. 



HABBERTON (JOHN).— Helen's 

Bables. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and ( o lUustration by EVA Roos. Fcap. 
4t<). cloth, 6s. 



HAIR, The: Its Treatment in 

Health, Weakness, and Disease. 

Transía ted from the Gemían of Dr. J. 
PíA'CüS. Crown Svo, xs. ; clolVx, \5, 6d. 



HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON)» Poema 

by. Crown Svo, doUi, 6s, eóch, 

New BymbolB. 
Liegends of the Morrow* 
The Berpent Play. 

Maiden Bostasy. Small 410, cloth, 8s. 
HALL (Mrs. 5. C.).— Sketches 

of Irifh Character. With Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood by CRinK- 
SHANK, Macusb, Gilbert, and Harvbt. 
Dcmy Svo, cloth, 71. 6d, 



HALL (OWEN), Novéis by. 

The Traok of a Storm. Crown Svo^ 
picture cloth, flat back, as, 

Jeteam. Crown Svo, cloth. 31. 6d, 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Bnreka. | Hernando. 



HALLIDAY (ANDREW).— 

Every-day i>apers« Pott Svo, illus- 
trated boarda, 2s. 

HAMILTON (COSMO), Storlea 
by. 
The Glamour of the ImpoBsible; 
and Throutfh a Keyhole. Crown 
Svo, cloth. 3s. td. 

Nature'B Yagabond, ftc Crown Svo, 

cloth, 6s» 



HANDWRITING, The Philo- 

sophy of. With ovec 100 Facsímiles. 
By Don Feux de Salasiakoa. Post 
Svo, half -cloth, 2s. td. 

HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novéis 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6j. each. 
The Iiesaer BviL 
Man, Woman, and Fate. 
A Butterfly. 



HARDY (THOM'AS). — ünder 

the Qreenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth, 
35. td,\ illustrated bo.irds, xr. ; cloth 
limp. 2s. td. Also the Finb Paprr 
Edition. pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2J. net ; 
leather, gUt ediles, 3«. net ; and the Chbap 
Ediiion, médium %\o,td. 



HARKINS (E. F.).— The Schem- 

Crown Svo, cloth, ts. 



eri. 



HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER), 

Books by. 
Únele Remas. With 9 Coloured and 
so othcr Illustrations by J. A. Suephkrx». 

Pott Svo, cloth íJilt, ts. 

NitfhtB with Unolo Remas. With 

h Coloured and 50 otiier Illustrations by 
J. A. Sh^piIERD. Imperial i6mQ, cloth, ^|. 
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__CM Poancíi. AXD 

DR*u*ricWoBiii. Wltbivt. 
It. TtlE Lvíh op Roa riso CAirc^ 

SOBEinAK PáFÍRS— AUERIUN 
'*LE» Or THB ABGomun— 



^ Vtll. T*HSUÍI>INHSP>Cll 
IX. BuClIEVa .NB Chappai 
X. TALES Oí ThailaSDII 



BfM Rarte'fl PrntioBl iS^ór 

aludiiiK SoME Latih Vcjesgs. 
Bvo, buekram, 4<. ñd, 
In ft Bollón or tha Hllla, 

Ccñideased Hovsls. {Twii' Si 
OneVolLmc) Poli Evo, cloih.i 
u.ntl:toll.cf.eUUrtgts,3,.nel 



On tha Oíd Trall. ' 
Undsr tho Hedmocda. 
From SaDdhlil Co Plne. 
Storlea lo Llgm and Bhadon. 
]M>^ '^oolt Hamllo'B Uedluion. 



Tie&t'a Trast. 



A Wart oí tbB Oolden Oata. wiili 



GlaroaoB 
BwkBF'a Liüok. 

i' Ford, &c Wlli 



DUULEl , 

10* bf AJuti OOODUAN, 

P*Oi.riABnl.&: 



Devll'- , „.,.,..... 

IbB CPDiKda sf tha 'HxcelilúT. 

WllhFronlia.byJ, BEHNARUPllItlUrinr 

IhFoa PAvCnoni of, Tlie Bl 
Btrlka on Heavy Tno Rll 

Wltb a lllualraflnm by !■ GULioii. 
Vnln of Tpail and Town. Wlt 

Ifronllanfccebv O. P. jACÜIdllHoOn, 
OandaDaed Novela. New Serio. 
Ctown Bvo aolh,3í.6d.Mch: plctorc clotl 

S Sapiitio of Oraan Snrlnila, 
Colooel StnrbottiB'a Client. 
A PFoeeeóe ot Jaolt Bajnliii'i 



^V 



HARTE (BHETj-TM 



S PhylllB of tbe 



HAWEISlMrs. H. R.), Books by. 

Tbe Art of Bekuty. Wim Coiatool 

Tba Art oí DeaoM^iov. vim 

Coloured 'PioDlIaplcce aad 74 DluitiS' 

Tbe Art of Dress. Wltb 31 tüastct- 
ObAUoev fOV SÓlióóla. Vnúi íroaVa- 
Cbanoep fop Obllacea. WUb B 



HAWeiS CRev. H. Ro>— Amerl- 



Wakd. Makk TWAiN.ind Bret HartB. 



Sabaatlají Btn> 



HEALV (CHRIS), Uooks by. 

CoBfeaBlona of >i JotumaUal. 
Hnlra of Ronbon, 

Tba Bndleu Herltage. Cíowa S10, 



HELPS (Slr ARTHUR), Bookt 

Anímala and tbelr Uaitora. 

Boolal P reBanrc. 

IVBB da BlFon. Uct^vn 8to, tíoDi 

HENITTTorA.), Novels"íiyr~^ 
RuJub.theJnítfler. Dc>ii>nvo.«ioitt; 
wllb i IllMlrAtiJiu by S. L. WOoo. Ji.( 
(>«l Kvo ciQlh, m. 6¿. i Mlm t. taatdi, w 
Oriwn e™. cliMUí, 31. «A eieh. 
Tbe QoeeB'a Obd. 
Dorotny'a DoublB. 
Coló bol Tborodylce'i Soorel. 



i6 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



KINQ'S CLASSICS (The). 

General Editor, Profcssor I. GOLLAXC/ 
Litt.D. Printed on laid paper, i6tuo 
cacti with Frontispiece, gilt top. Qu.ir- 
tcr bound grey buards or red cloth, 
xi. 6./. nct caen ; quarter vellura, clotli 
sidcs, 2t. 6./. nct cach ; three-quarter 
vellum, 5 f. nct cach. 

Voluntes now in course offuhlication: 

as. Wine, Women, and Bontf: 

Med:a:val I^Iin Students' Songs. Trans 
lated inta English, with an Introduction. 
by John Addington Symonds. VVith 
Frontispiece. 

ae, 87. Geopje Pattle'B Petite Pal- 
lace of Pettle tais Plaasure. 

2 VOlS. 

88. Valpole's Gastle of Otranto. 

IJy Sir Walter Scoit. With Intro- 
duction and Prcface by Miss Spurgron. 
39. Tha Royal Poeta of Entfland. 

Original Puems by Knglish Kings and 
othcr Royal and Noble Persons, col- 
Iccted :iiul edited oy \V. Bailby 
Kkmplixo, 

M. Slr Thomae More'e Utopia. 

Etiited by Kobbrt Stekle, F.S.A. 

<l.tOtaaucer*fl I<e¿end of Oood 
Women. In Modern English, with 
Notes and Introductioa by Professor 

W.W. SKEAT. 

la. Bwift'e Battte of the Books. 

Edited. with Notes and Introduction, by 

A. GUTIIKELGH. 

«3. Sir William Temp1e*8 Bssay 
on Gardens, with othep Caro- 
lean Bssays on Gardens. Edited, 
with Notes and Introduction, by A 

FORBES SiEVEKIN'G. F.S.A. 

«. The Fouv Iiast ThinifB, by Sir 

Thomas More ; togcther with A 
Bpirltnal Consolation and 
otner Troatises, by John Fisher, 
lUshop of Kochester. Edited by Daniel 
Ü'CONNOR. 

«5. TheSongof Roland. Translated 
«rom the oíd Frcnch by Mrs.CRosLAND 
With Introduction by Prof. Brandin, 

18. Dante'B Vita Nuova. The 

Itaüan text, with Dante G. Kossetti's 
translation on the opposite page. With 
Introduction and Notes by Prof H 
Oki^xkr. 

47.fChaucer*s Prologue and 

Mlnor Poema. Jn modem EngUsk 
it'i Notes and Introduction by Prof' 
\V. Skeat. 

48.HCliauoer'8 Parliament of 
Birds and House of Fame. In 

modern English, with No' es and Intro- 
duction by Prof. W. W. Skeat. 

49. Mra. Gaskeirs Granford. With 
Introduction by R. Brimlky Iühxson. 

50. Pearl. An English Poem of the 
Fí)urteenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modern Rendering and an Introduction 
by Professor I. Gollancz, * 



W. 



<CINü*S CLASSICS (thz)—c>mtinuid, 
51, 5a. King*s JLettera. Voiumes III. 

and IV. Newly edited tiom the i>ng!nali 

by Robert Steele, F.S.A. 
53. The English Gorrespondence 

of Saint Bonifaoe. Translated 

and edited, with an Introdoctory Sketch 

of the Lite of St Boniface, by E. J. 

Kylie, M.A. 
54, 65. The Essaya of Elia. Edited, 

with Notes, Introduction, &c^ by 

Thomas Seccombb, M.A. 

Summary List of other Volumex in the Serie% 
for deUiils ofwhich see Special Prospectus. 

1. The Love of Books (Tbe Philobihlion). 

ü. *Bix Drainas of Calderón (FiUtíendd'l 

TranRlationX (DouMevoU 
S. Chronicle of Jocelin of Brakolond. 
4. Tbe Liíe of Sir Tbomaa More, 
ft. Rikon Uasilike. 
& Kingo' Lctten : Alfred to th« eonüng ot 

the Tudtirs. 

7. Kings' Letters : From the Tudora to tb« 

Luyo Letters of Henry VIH. 

8. tcbaucer's Knlgbt'd Tale (Prof. Skkat). 

a. tChaucer'sMan of Law's Tale (Prof.BsKATX 

10. tObaucer'B Priorecs's Tale (Prof. Bkxat). 

11. Tbe Romance of Fuike Fitswarine. 

12. The Story of Cupid and Psyche. 

13b Brelyn's Life of Margaret (¿odolphia. 

14. Xarly Llvesof Dante. 

15. The FalBtafC Letters. 

16. Polonius. By Edwaho FxtzOkbalDí 

17. MedisevalLor^. 

18. The Vision oí Piers tha Plowmas (Prol 

Skvat). 

19. The Gull's Hornhook. 

20. «The Nun's Kule, or Añoren Biwle. (Donbla 

vol.). 

21. The Memoirs of Rohert Cary, Sari of Mon- 

mouth. 

22. Early Lives of Charlemagne. 

£8. üirero's ' FriendshiiH' * Oíd Age,' Md 

•SciplosDream.' 
24 •Wordsworth'B Prelude. (DonblevoL) 
55. The De? ence of txuenevere. 
26, 27. Browning's Men and Women. 

28. Poe'8 Poems. 

29. Shakespeare's Sonneta. 

80. George Bliot's Rilas Mamer. 

81. Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefleld. 

82. Oharles Reade's Peg Woí&ngton. 

83. Th«) Hoasehold of Sir Thomas Moreí 

81. Sapptio : One Hundred Ly rica. By Blim 

ÜARUAX. 

• Natnbera 2, 90^ and 24 are Douhle Volumes 
and Double Price. 

^ Tbe Ch-iucer yol8.n)ay also be had in itifl 
liaper covers at 1«. «ich. 

KINQ'S LIBRARY POLIOS 

(The). 
The Mirronr of ITevtne in Vopld- 
ly GifeatRes, op The Lifo of 8iF 
a-homaH More, Knight. Hy his 

son-m-Iaw, William KüI'kk. lo*. td. 
nct. (Scvcn copies of this volurae alone 
rcmain, and are not to be sold apart from 
seis.) 

Eikon Basilike, the Portraiotupa 
of His Saoreci Majeatie in hia 
Solitudea and Sufferintfa. 
liklited by Edward Almack, F.S.A. 
£i lí. net. 

Shakespeape'a Ovid, beintf 
Arthup Golding*a Tranalatfon 
of the Metamopphoaea. Koiied 
by W. H. D. KOUSK, Litt.D. £i lu, ^ 
nct. 
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KING'S LIBRARY FOLIOS 

The Paroy Folio of Oíd Bntflista 
Ballads fcnd RomanceB. Kdited 
by the General Editou. In four 
vc^umes at £a 45. the set. (Volumes I. 
and II. issued; III. at Prcas; IV. in 
Preparation.) 

Note. — Sgven comfUU seis of the above 
folios remain for sale» Price, per set, 
£7 17 s- 6d. Hft. 

KING'S LIBRARY QUART05 

(Tke>. 
The Alchemlst. By Ben Jonson. 

Edited by H. C. Hart. 5j. net ; Japau- 

ese vcllum, ^z is. net. 
The GulPa Hombook. By Thomas 

Dbkkkr. Edhed by K. B. McKerrow. 

51. net : Tapanese TelluiB, 105. 6d, net 
The Beggar'a Opera. By John Gat. 

Edited by Hamjlton MacLeod. 51. 

net : J apáñese vellum, X05. 6d. net 



LANB (EDWARD WILLIAM). 

—The Thousand and One Nlsrhts, 

commoniy called in En^jland The 
Arabian Ni^te' Bntertain- 
menta. Translated from the Arable 
and iliustrated by many hundred En|^av- 
ings from Designa by H arvby. Edited by 
E. S. POOLE. With Preface by STANLEY 

LANE-POOLB. 3 Vols., 8V0, Cl., 22S. 6d, 



KiPLINQ PRIMER (A). Includ- 

ing Biographical and Critical Chapters. 
an Index to Mr. Kipiing's principal 
Wrítings, and Bibliographies. By F. L. 
Knowles. WithTwoPortraits. Crown 
8yo, d oth, 3*. 6d. 

KNIGHT (WILLIAM and 

EDWARD). -The Patient*s Vade 
Mecum t How to Qet Most Benefit 
from Medical Advlce. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, is, bd. 



LAMB'S (CHARLE5) Complete 

Works in Prose and Verse, including 
* Poetry for Children ' and * Prince Dorus.' 
Edited by R. H. SnEPHKKD. With 2 
Portraits and Facsímile of the ' Essav on 
Roast Pig.' Crown 8vo (both Senes), 
cloth, ss. td. 

The Eesaye of Ella (both Series'). Post 
8v<», hait-cloth, 2x.— Alsothe Flne Paper 
Edition, polt 8vo, cloth. gilt top, 21, net : 
leather, gilt edgcs, 31. net 

Little Essayg : Sketches and Characters 
by Charles Lamb, sclectcd from his 
I^tters by Pkrcy Fitzüerald. Post 
8vo, cloth, 2S. (ki. 

The Dramatio Essaya of Charlea 
Lamb. With Introduction and Notes 
by Brander Mathiews. and Stcel-platt 
Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, h.ilf-cloth. 2s. ímí. 



LAMBERT (GEORGE). — The 
Presldent of Boravia. Crown Svu. 
cloth, 3j, td. 



LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE). 

— Cltatlon and üxamlnallon of 
WHllam Shake5peare, &c., befen 
Sir '1 homas Lucy. touchinjí Dí-cr-straÜní; 
iqth ÍMfptcniber. 1582 ; and A Confer 
ence of Maater Ed&iund 
Bpenaer with the Ea.lof E&svx. touch 
hig the State of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. 8vo. 
baU'Roxburghe, at. 6d, 



LARWOOD (JACOB), Books by. 
Anecdotea of the Cleri^y. PostSvo, 

half-cloth, 2j. 
Theatrlcal Aneodotea. Poat Syo, 

cloth, 2j. ()d. 
Hn mourofth e Law . Post8Yo.ci.,gj. 

LEES (D. ÑEVÍLE).— Tuscan 

Feasts and Tuscan Frlends. With 
12 Illustrations. Large crown 8to, cloth, 
5*. net 



LEHMANN (R. C.). — Harry 

Fludyer at Cambridj^e, and Conver- 
satlonal Hlnts for Youn&r Shooters* 

Crown 8vo, i*. ; cloth, is. td. 



LEIGH (HENRY S.).— Carols of 

Cockayne. Crown 8vo, buckram, 5». 



LELAND (C. G.).— A Manual of 

Mendlne and Repalrinir. With Dia- 
grama. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5*^ 



LEPELLETIER (EDMOND).— 

Madame 5ans-Q6ne. Translated by 
John de Villiers. Post 8vo. cloth, 
3j. td, ; iliustrated boards. 2s. ; POPULAR 
EDITION, médium 8vo, td. 



LESPINASSE, JULIE DE. By 

the Marquis DE SEGUR. Authorised 
English Versión, with a Portrait. Dcmy 
8vo, cloth. 7j. td, net. 

LEYS (JOHN K.), Novéis by. 
The liindaaya. Post 8vo, iilust. bds.,2s. 
A Sore Temptation. Cr. 8vo. cL. 65. 



LILBURN (ADAM).— ATragedy 

In Marble. jCrown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td. 

LÍÑDSAY (HARRY)rNovel8 by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. td. ench. 
Rhoda R oberta. | T he Jacoblte. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. ts. each. 
Jndah Pyooroft, Puritan. 
The Story of IJeah. 



LORIMER (NORMA).— The 

Pafiran Woman. Crown 8v.>. clnth, 6*. 



LUCAS (E. V.), Books by. 

A Book of Yoraea for Children* 

Wi'ih ColourcdTitlc-p;.gc. Lrowu bvu, 
cloth, ts. 
Three Hundred Gamea and Pan- 
tlmec. liy E. V. Lucas and Klízabkih 
Lucas. Polt 410. cloth, 6*. net 



LUCY (HENRY W.),-GWeon 

Fleyce. Crou-n 8vo, cloih, 3». td. ; post 
8vu, iliustrated boards, &r. 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUDLISHERS, 



JÍIATTHEWS (BRANDER).— A 



MERRICK (LEONARD], N< 
'éáa Han »bo n 



MAX O'RELL, Booka by. 

HeF Boyal 'HlgifiheiB WoiDon. 



MEYNELL (ALIC E¡.— Tho 

Hower ni «le Miad : e Cbolca 



Tlia Votos Df the Cbarmer. 
In «n ípon Orlp. | Tbs BUl 
Dr. Ratnsey's Patlent. 
On tfaa BrltLk of a Ohasni. 
Tlia Way of a nroman. 

Aa Adven turéis, | Boieboi 
ThB Blua Diamond. 



MEDICl SERIES (The) of Re- 

producUoos in Colaur Iroin th« Oíd 



AlEDIEVAL LIBRARV (The 

N«w). Small ctown 8t<i, nure nc 
pjpfi.half^loth.Sj.nclpetvoL; Itathtt, 

1. Thfl Baok of ttia Duka or True 



AUCK KIDJP WíLCH. WdodeQl Tltlt- 

S. Tha Iiady or Vertfl. Tramlntei- 
Irom lljí U.ddic FfíDCli (whlch Isalt.. 

1. TtiQ Book o[ the Divine Oon- 
■olatloa of Saint Angela da 

by MíKr C Stkkgiiann. Woodcgi 



MELBA; A Blography. 



i 



Cyotaia. I Tilla Btngg of Fooll 






MILLER (Mm. F. FENWICK), 

-Pbyilnloey for Ihe Yodbk! TIÍI 
Houssoiune. lJluslHM>tSf,>,ci„u.aif^ 



MINTO (WM.).-Was Sh« 



leQoMl 



niITCHELL (EDM.), Novéis b; 

The IionB StaF Biuti, ' 
Only & NltfgeF. 
Tb«B^"-— --' 



lovrardB the Bternal Sno»^ 



MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novel» 



Ha V lland'a Chgm. 



The Can-HÜMarTcolvo, cí.. 31. 6d,¡ 
HarlayQrDan'iuk'B Charigo. Cíowa 



JHOLBSWORTH (Mrs.).— 

Hathercourt Rectory. Crii.>n Bm, 
cloIh.ji.M. : poslSvulIiuil, b"ardi,u. 



MOLIERE: A Biozraphy. Ity 

lucUon bT Prof. T. F. CKAxit. ind 10 
IllmliaUoni byJoB. Koyjl Bvo, clolh, 



MOORE (THOMAS), Works by. 
The Bplcnreaii: mi Alclptaron. 
Froae and Vacaei iucladl nc E ■ 



MURRAY (HENRY). Novel» b 

l>ml SvD, ctohli. j:. fij, ac\x. 

A Oame of Blaff. 
A Bon2 oí S!x|ieac«. 
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MUDDOCK (J. E.)> Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, doth. 3^. 6d. each. 
BflMlle ttae Jester. 
YounfC Loohinvar. 

Xlie Gold an Idol. 

Poet 8vo. illustratcd boards, is, each. 
Vhe ]>6ad Man*« Seoret. 
Vvom tli e BoBom o f the Deep. 

Stoviea Welrd and Wonderfal. 

Post 8vo, illust.boards,2j. ; cioth, zs. 6<i. 
Mald Marian and Robín Hood. 
With 12 lUustrations by Stanley L. 
WoOD. Crown Svo, cloth, ss. 6d. ; picture 
cloth flat back, 2s. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 
Novelf by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. éd. 
each : post 8vo, illustratcd boards, zs. each. 
A lilfe's Atonement. 
Josepta'fl Goat. With xa Illustrations. 
CkMklfl of Fire* With 3 Ilhi.stralinns. 
Val Btrantfe. | A Wasted Crime. 
A GapfUl o* NailB. I Hearts. 
The way of tlie World. 
Monnt Despair. | A Model Father. 
Oíd Biazer^a Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature* 
Firet PevBon Singlar. 
Bob Martin'a I<itUe GlrL 
Tlme*e Revendes. 
Cynio Fortune, t In Dlrest Perll. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6d, each. 
Thle liittle ISTorld. 
A Race for Millions. 
The Ghuroh of Humanlty. 
Tales in Ppose and Verse. 
Despalr's I^ast Joumey. 
yX.: A Chronicle of Castle Barfield. 

Verona*8 Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6x. 
Hls Own Ohost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3X. 6d. i picture cloth. flat back, 2^. 
foseph's Coat. Popular Edition, 

médium 8vo, 6d. 
Bob Martin's Idttle Girl. Cheap 

Edition. post 8vo, cloth, is. net. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 

HBNRY HERMÁN. Novéis by. 

Crown 8to, cloth, 3^. 6d, each ; post 8vo, 

lUustrated boards. 2s. each. 
One Traveller Retums. 
The Bishops' Bible. 
PanlJones's Alias. With Illustratlons 

by A. FORKSTIKR and G. Nicolet. 



MY FIRST BOOK. By Walter 
Bbsant, James Payn, W. Clark Kus- 

SELL, GRANT ALLEN. HaLL CaIXE, 

Georgb R. Sims, Rudyard Kipllvg, 

A. CONAN DOYLE, M. E. ERADDON, 

F. W. K0BINSON, H. Rider Haggard. 
R. M. Ballantyne, i. Zangwili-, 

MORLBT R0BERTS,D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

Marib Corelli, J. K. Jeromk. Johx 
Strange Winter, Bret Haktk. 'Q..' 
Robbrt Buchanan, and R. I^ Stf.vkn'- 
80N. With Prefatory Story bv Jkromk 
K Jbrome, and 185 liluatratioiis. Dcmy 
•vo, art Unen, 31. 6U. 



MORROW (W. C.).— Bohemlan 

París of To-Day. With ic6 I!lusts.b7 
Edouard Cucueu Small demy 8vo,cl.,65. 



NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

fro m the Enemy. Fcp.8vo, piccov«ii. 

NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

' Bail Up !* Crown 8vo. cloth, Sf. 6d. ; 

post 8vo, iUustrated boards, 2s. ; 

POPULAR Edition. médium 8vo, 6d. 
Dr. Bernard St. Yinoent. Post 8vo, 

iUustrated boa rds, 2s. 

Xiessona iñ Art. "With 21 lUustrationa. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. td. 



NORDAU (MAX).— Mor^anatic: 

A Romance. Translated by El jzahetu 
Lee. Crown 8vo, cloth, fíilt tcp, bs. 

NORRIS (W. E.), Novéis by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each ; post 8vo^ 

iUustrated boards, 2^ . ench. 
Saint Ann'a. | Bi lly BeUew. 
Misa Wentwbrth'a Idea. Crown 8vo, 

doth, 3J. td. 



OUIDA, Novéis by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, zs. 6d, each ; post 8vo, IUustrated 
boards, 2^. ea':h. 



Tricotrin. 

Rufflno. 

Othmar. 

Freaooea. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Pascarel. 

Chandoa. 

Motha. 

Puck. 

Idalia. 

Bimbi. 

Bitfna. 

FriendBhip. 

Ooilderoy. 



>^ of Flandera. 
11 Caatlemaine*e 



A Dof 
Ceci 

Oa¿e. 
Princeaa Naprasilne. 
Held in Bondatfe. 
Under Two Flatfa. 
Folle-Farine. 
Two Wooden Shoea. 
A Villaje Commune. 
In a isrinter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmore. 
Pipistrello. 
Two Ofiíeedera. 



Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. (td. each. 
A Rainy J une. I The M aaaarenea. 

Popular Editioxs. médium 8vo. 6,/. eacii. 



Moths. 

Puck. 

Tricotrin. 

Chandoa. 

Ariadne. 



Under Two Flaga. 

Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

The Maasarenea. 

FriendBhip. 

Two Little BTooden Bhoos. 

Idalia. 

Byrlin. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. ; post 
8v(>. picture cloth, flat back, 25.; ilius- 
tratid l)«>artis, 2s. 

Two liittle Wooden Shoes. Largb 
Typk Editiox. Fcap. Svo, cloth, i*. nct ; 
leathcr. ií. 6d. net. 

The Waters of Bdera. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3í. M. ; picture cloth, íiat back, 2s. 

Santa Barbara. Cueap Editio.n, i^ost 
8v(>. cloth. Ií. net, 

Wiadom, Wit, and Pathoa, selccted 
from the Works of OuiDA by F. SYDNEY 
Morris. Post Svo. cloth, 55.— Ciieap 
Edition, illustratcd boards, ¿^ 



CHATTO Se WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



MERRICK (LEONA.RD), Nov^ 
nie Han b&o nma Oood. Crom 



MAX O'RELL, Books by. 



ii In WamanlKnd. 



MEADB (L. T.), Novéis by. 

M Soldler ot Fortuna. Crawn Si 
difth, 3f. Gd, j pon tívo, lUuiL boardi, i 

The Volas of tbe Ctaarmop. 
In Kn imn Grlp, | tIib BlrBn. 
Dr, Rnmaey'B Fatlsnt. 
Oa the Brlnk of a Ctiasm. 
TbB Way of a Wod 



An Advt 



laol. 



Tilla TFoublcE 



MEDICI SERIES (The) of Re- 



1. Tha Book of theDukeot T 



& Of Uia TambleF of odf Ladv 
BDd ochcp Mlpaaloi. Tr^nalsltn 

AucK 'Kkup Wblch, WoodcuITiU* 
page apii 7 PholoEravuia. 
3> Tha Iiady ot Vertfl. TrsasUla' 
fniín llie llLddn Frtncf (M'hich isalí.. 
Elvcn> bv AUCK KaílP WCIÍH. wiüi 
ImmdllclidnbyDr.L.BHAKIHN, Woüd 

I. Tha Book of tha Dlstna Con 
BOlaClon of Balnt Antfela da 
Folleno. Trani,Lai«j frum Uc Itaii^i, 

bj. MAHV C. STEKGHUÍN. Woodi:iil 

Tille asd reproduclioni oí Itii orielnal 



MELBA: A Biofraphy, Bj 



i 



MERRICK (HOPEl. — When 

0!rr« BniKeed. Ct.&va.tínUi.ji.'-. 






Cynthln. | Thla Btmjg o 



MEYNELL (aLLCEi— 1 

Flower of tha Mlnd : 
■moDB tbe Best Petat». 






MITCHELL (EDM.), Novéis by. 



Tha Balfortuof Cnlban. 



Toa arda (be Sternal Bnona. 



MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novela 

Bsnahaiv Fannlng'B Qusat. ' 
Trlumplí of Mtlary Blaoliland. 
Has II an d'g Chum. 



HaPley draenoak'a Cliar^a. Cimni 



MOLIERE: A Biography. By 

M.CCBATFIHLIJ-TírLOR. Wuh llltro- 

Inctlon b^ Prof. T. P. CsAMr. ind 'O 
Uuslraüont b; Jos. Raya) Svo, clo[h. 



MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-).— 



'á;.-; 



Prone and Verae: li 



MURRAY (HENRV). Novéis 



] 
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MUDDOCK (J. E.)> Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, clotb. 3^. 6d, each. 
BflMlle the Jaster. 
YouDfC Loolünvar. 

Xlie Golden IdoL 

Poct 8vo. illustratcd board», 2s. each. 
Vhe Dead Man's Secret. 
Vvom the B o»om o f the Deep. 

Stoviea Weird and~ Wonderfül. 

Post 8vo, iíliist. b()ards,2.r. ; c¡t)th. zs. 6d. 
Mald Marian and Robín Hood. 
With 12 lUustrations by Stanley L. 
WOOD. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; picture 
cloth flat back, 2s. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 

Novéis by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6d, 
each ; post ovo. illustratcd boards, zs. each. 

A Llfe*e Atonement. 

Joseph'e Goat. With la Illu^itratlons. 

Coala of Fire. With 3 lUu.stralinns. 

Val Btrantfe. | A Wasted Crime. 

A Gapfui o* NallB. I Hearts. 

The way of the World. 

Monnt Deepaíp. | A Model Father. 

Oíd Biazer^B Hero. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A BU of Human NaturOt 

Firet PevBon Singular. 

Bob Martin*B Iiittle GlrL 

Tlme'fl Reventfea. 

Cynio Fortune, t In Direat Perll. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. ss, 6d, eaCh. 
ThlB liittle ISTorld. 
A Race for Milllons. 
The Churoh of Kumanlty. 
Tales in Proae and Verse. 
Deapair's Iiaat Joumey. 
yX.: A Chronlcle of Castle Barfield. 

Verona*a Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Hla Ovm Ohoat. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

35. dd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
9oaeph'a Coat. Popular Edition, 

médium 8vo. 6d. 
Bob Martin'a Idttle Glrl. Cheap 

EniTlON. post 8vo, cloth, is. net. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 

HBNRY HERMÁN. Novéis by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6J. each ; post 8vo, 

Illustratcd board». 2^. each. 
One Traveller Retums. 
The Biahops' Bible. 
PaulJonea'B Aliaa. With lUustrations 

by A. FORKSTIKK and G. Nicolet. 



MY FIRST BOOK. By Walter 
Besant, James Payn, W. Clark Rus- 

SELL, GRANT ALLEN. HALL CAINR, 
Georgb R. Sims, RUDYARD KlPr.INO. 
A. Coman Doylb. M. E. Eraddon, 

F. W. KOBINSON, H. RiDER IlAGGAKD, 

R. M. Ballantyne, i. Zaxgwili-, 
mori^y robkrts.d. christie murií ay. 
Marib Corklli. J. K. Jkrome. Johx 
Strange Wixter, Bret Haktk. 'g.; 

ROBERT BL'CIIANAN, and R. L. Stkvkn-- 
80N. With Prefatory Story by Jkko.mk 
K JBROMK, and 185 lUuatratioos. Dcmy 
•vo, art Unen, 31. 6d, 



MORROW (W. C.).— Bohemlan 

París of To-Day. With ic6 I!]usts.b7 
Edouard Cucuel. Small dcmy 8vo,cl..6^. 



NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

f rom the Bnemy. Fcp. 8vo, pie. cov.. is. 

NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

* Ball Up !' Crown 8vo. cloth, 3x. 6d. ; 
post 8vo. iUustrated boards. 2s. i 
Popular Edition médium 8vo, 6á. 

Dr. Bemard St. YInoent. Post 8vo, 
illustratcd board s, 2j. 

Xiesaona in Art. With 21 lUnstrationa. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, 



NORDAU (MAX).— Mor^ranatic: 

A Romance. Translated by Ei.iZAr.Eru 
Lee. Crown 8vo, cloth. jiiU trp. bs. 

NORRIS (W. E.), Novéis by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo^ 
IUustrated boards, 2s. cncli. 
Saint Ann'a. I B llly BeUew. 

Misa Wentworth'a'ldea. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth, 3X. 6d, 



OUIDA, Novéis by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth. 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustratcd 
boards, 2s. each. 



Trlcotrln. 

Rufflno. 

Othmar. 

Freacooa. 

Wanda. 

Arladne. 

Pasoarel. 

Chandoa. 

Motha. 

Puck. 

Idalia. 

Blmbl. 

Signa. 

Frlendship, 

Oallderoy. 



og of Flandera. 
iii Caatlenkaine*e 



A Dof 
Ceoj 

O age. 
Prinoeaa Mapraxlne. 
Held in Bondage. 
Under Two Flaga. 
Folie- Farlne. 
Two Wooden Shoea. 
A Villaje Commune. 
In a isrinter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmoro. 
Plpistrello. 

OíTcRdenu 



Two 

Crown 8vo, civ»lh. 3.Í. (ui. each. 
A RalnyJune. | TheMaaaarenea. 

Popular EDiTuixñ. mcdiuin 8vo. h /. cien. 



Under Two Flaga. 
Held In Bondage. 
Strathmore. 
The Massarenea. 
Frlendship 



Motha. 

Puck. 

Trlcotrln. 

Chandoa. 

Arladne. 



Two Little BTooden Shoea. 
Idalia. 

Syrlin. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. ; pwi 
8vo, picture cloth, flat baclc, 25.; Ulus- 
trat'íí b«»ards. 2í. 

Two liittle Wooden Shoea. Largb 
Typk Editiox. Fcap. 8vü, clolh, i*. nct ; 
IcathíT. is, fid. nct. 

The Watera of Bdera. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth, 3\. (\i. ', picture cloth, (l.'it h.-ick, 2x. 

Santa Barbara. Cueap Edition, post 
8ví». cloth. ijr. net. 

Wiadom, Wit, and Pathoa, selccted 
íroin Ihe W<»rks of OuiDA by F. SYDNEY 
MoKRis. P«»st 8vo. cloth, 55.— Cueap 
Edition, illustratcd boards, 2u 






CHATTO £ WINDÜS, PUBLISHERS, 



HtVeS (AAIELIB), St«iul|.| 



i;«»th. w 






WWLFE (FR.). NovcU tj. 






<OLL OP BATTLE ABBK, 



»(!>■ Wudsrtñtf Uoir. LARoK rifi 
Ptaa OicbUV Btid IIM ÜMMli 
f Bmno* Ba LUX!. «Iffi in PhoiaemiH 
ui «1 tuUr-lone Iflintriacaí bT >1*T 
II, tlewniilvit, SiniU(*»,cluili.b.iici 
BalcoüeiD* rroni U>a Worka o 
OhorlM Kaiula. I£<liici Ur Un .< 
RÍCHARDSON (FRANK), Nov- 
al, fc». tV' ."« »VO, ^lOlh. ü., íij. Í..Ch 

0. 11lml.aiu.ni Ur TOH liSOWKt R.L 

Til* Bayawfttar Hlraola. 
I i>own siu. cmtn, &i. cKb, 

Tb* ttlaffs CoanuL 

Hqtniaoclacy. 

Tli«Po ""i ancK. 

L RIDDRCl (Mr».}, Novela by. 

^^_ A Ble» HkD'a DkUibtSF. i^iawr 
^^^KW«ML (tOrtM. Civiffn Bto. cloth 
^^P* Pial Sni. ¡lluiitnKd hnarj., m, tich. 

I Prtnoa «r WdJob'b Cardan Papty, 

r Ths Mvítcry fn Paisas Oardeni. 

I Pnlry Water. I Idla T&leb 

BeF ntoCIioF'B Darllng. 

I UIMMHP (ALFREDÍ Pamhlpí 



ROWLEV (Hoo. nvaiii. 

Puntaanil' or. Tiiout:hii Wlw iiul »■> 



Hora PuBlsAA. V 



RUSStLLlW. CUaIíKs 

rudíio. I Wi-oo ¿ sidiaMi' 



tiound tb9 Óslley-Ptpfl. 
tn tita niddte Iffatoti. 
On tha Fo'h'sla Hesd. 
A Voyníe to tlie Cape 
A Booh ror tho Hamtnocki 

Tho RlyHlepy ot the ■ Ocean 

T&e Romanea or Janny HaHow 



Tha HBiada ot Juatlo«. Cmn 

Tha Womnit fn Iha Dar k. dówn 
«va,i;lulli,3i.a^.; poatIVü,lUuiI.t ' 



Tbe C^onvlot Shlp. PofuluBo 
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RUNCIMAN (JAS.), Stories by. 
Bohoola and Bcholani. Post 8vo, 
cluth, 7s. 6d. 

Bklppers and Shellbacka. Crown 

8vo, cluth, 3s. td. 

RUSSELL (DORA), NoveU by. 
JL Country BweetheaFt. Crown 8vo, 

picturecloth. Hatback, 25. 
The Drlf t of Fate. Crown 8vo. cloth, 

31. tid. : picture cloth, flat baclc, 2s. 



RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his 

Out-oSdoor Life. By £. W. L. 
Davi£S. With Illustratiuns coloured by 
hand. Royal 8vo, cloth, its. net. 



RUSSELL (HERBERT).— True 

Blue. Crown 8vo, clolh, 3». td. 



RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

(The Fortress of Schluesseiburü). By 
T, P. YOüVATSHEV. Translated by 
A. S. Kappoport. M.A. With iiumcious 
Illustrationa. Demy 8vo, cluth. ^x. td, 
net. {Prff>anMg. 



SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NoveU 

by. Crown 8vo, cluth, 35. 6d, each ; pobt 
8vo, illustrated hoards, 2s. each. 

JL FeUow of Trlnlty. With a Note 
by Olivrr Wkndell Uolmis. 

The Júnior Dean. 

Orohard Damerel. 

The Master of Bt. Benedlot'i. 

In the Face of the World. 

To Mia Ovm Master. 

Tha Tremlett Diamonde. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, eachi 

The Wooing of May. 

Fortnne's Gato. 

JL Tratfio Honeymoonc 

Gallantry Bower. 

A Prootor'a Woolng. 

Bonnle Maggle Iiauder. 

Mra. Dunbar'a Becret. 

Mary Uniwln. With ■< Ilinstrafionai. 



SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 

Levantino Family. Cr. Svo, cU, 31. 6d. 



SALA (Q. A.).— Qasllght and 

Dayllsht. Pmst 8vo, illusirated buards,25. 



SALMÓN (A. L.^.- LIterary 
Ramblcs In the West of Unglñtia, 

Wilh a Fruiuispiccc. Cr. 8vo. cL íw. net. 



SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Fre.<cnt 

By Ex-Chicí-Inspi-ctur Cavaxaí.h. I»ost 
8vo, illustrated boards. 2u : cloth, 2s. Od. 

S EROEAN tTÁ D E LIÑE), Novéis 

by, Crowü Hvii. iM.»th. 3f. íjJ. each. 
Under Falae Pretcncea. 
J}r, Bndicott'a Experimenta 

The Miaainí Ellzabeth. Crown Svo, 
duiti, ts. 



SeCRBT OUT 5ERIES (The). 

Crown Svo, cloth, with numercua 
Illustrations, fc. 6d. each. 

The Beoret Out : One Thousand Tricka 
with Drawinj;-n)om or White Majsic 
By W. H. Cremeil With 300 En- 
gravings. 

The Art of JLmnaing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts, Games, Trlcks, Puzz!es, 
and Charadcs. By Fkank Bbllkw. 

With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : Very Easy Tricks, Vcry 
Difficult Tncks, White Majíic, Sleight of 
Hand. Edited by W. H. Ckemer. With 
200 Illustrations. 

The Hagician'a Own Book: Per* 

t'ormances with Cups aud B;<rs, Eggs, 
Hals. Handkerchiefs, &c. Edited by 
W. H. Cremkr. With 200 Illustrations. 

The Complete Art of Firework« 
Makln¿: or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Trcasury. By TllOMAS Kentisu. With 
267 Illustrations. 3;. di. 



ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). 

In pockct sizc, cluth. güt top, aj. net per 
Vol, ; Icathcr. fiilt e<lj*cs, ss. net per VcL 

By SlK WALTER ItKSAKT. 

Iiondon. | IñTestmlnater. 

AU Borta and Condltlona of Men« 
Bir Richard Whittintfton, 
Oaapard de Colltfny. 

By Hall Caini. 
The Deemater. 

By WlLKIE COLLIKS. 

Tha Woman in White. 

By Daniel Dei-ob. 
Robinaon Cruaoe. With 37 Illnt- 
trations by G. Cruikshank. 

By Charles Dicxens. 
Bpaechea. With Portrait. 

By AUSTIN DOBSOK. 

Bitfhteenth Centary Vignettea. 

Three Series, each Illustrated. 

Bv Thomas Hardy. 
Under the Oreenwood Tree. 

By Bket Harte. 
Condenaed Novela. 

By Oliver Wexdell Holmeíí. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfaat- 
Table. Illustrated by J. (}. Tiiumsun. 

Compiled bv A. H. Hyatt. 
The Charm of London: An Anthology. 

Hy Richard Jkkfkkies. 
The Iiife of the Fiolda. 
The Open Air. 
Natura near Iiondon. 

By Charles Ijíhb, 
The Eaaaya of Elia. 

IJy LOKI» MAt'AriAY. 
Hiatory óf En¿land, in 5 Volumea. 

liy JUMI.N- .MtCAKTHY. 

The Rei¿n of Queen Anne, in i Vol. 
A Hiatory of the Four Georgea 

and of William I Y., in 2 VmIk. 
A Hiatory of Our Own Timea frum 
Accessionuí ^. Vi-.i'Uiatu itiyy, injVula, 
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«mvelB vlth K Donkfly. Witb a 

Ma Inland VoTmtfB. Wlth a F^onll^ 

p!(cí hy Waltíh Chikb. 
nuülllsr StDdles oí UeB A Boaki. 
Tba enverado Hqiuittera. 
Tbs Meriv Han. 



5TRAUS (RALPH).-The Man 

Apsrt. Crnwn 8™, cloth, 6j, 

S U F F R A a ETT E'S LOVE- 

LETTKRSíA). Crown 8vo, ii. net; 



Mamopl^ Mid PortnüU. 
VIvAnibas Pnarlaque. 
BaUíula. I Pilnoa Ott» 

AoKMi tbe Plali». 
Watp of Bennlatoii. 
In tu* Boatb Boaa. 
Bianya of Travel. 
Valaa ftBd FantBslea. 
BBMura In (ba APt of WFltlntf . 
A Lowden Babbath Mora. IHu 
tiatHl hy A. S. Bq yd. 



SUTRO (ALFRHD). — The 



SWEET (ALEX. E.) and J. 

ARMOY KNOX.-On ■ MexIcM 
Multan e Throuzh Texas, ''""'}*" 



VKUlmk. 
TbeRaJah'i 



ugo. i limii. cL M. ntt ! lealliM. 31. ntl. 
LutoK rvpi:. Viñb'papui Editions. 

Pott Bvo. sl«h. Rlll top, u. nrl eaeh 1 
líalber. eiU cdj:ea, }i. ncl eacb, 
An Inland iroyaka 
Vvavela with a Donkfljr. 
Vlr^nlbus Puepliique. 
ramlllBP ScudloH ol Man a Booki, 
K«« Arabliin Nlíhts. 
Hamorlea and Portmlta. 



■> L. SteTonioii 



5TRUTT (JOSEPM). — The 

5porti and pustlraai ot th» Peopti 
DI Enílaní!. V>[th 140 lUiulr^iiuiii 



5TUART (H.L.)— WcepInsCross. 
SÜÑDOWNER, Storlea by. 

lold by tho TalTrall. Cr, 8vu. 31. 61! 
Tlia Tala of tbs BerpenC. Oduil 
Hvo, cmth, Ual tucli. it. 






Swlnboraa'a 

Staiañca'ln Cáiydóa. Cfownava,6t. 
Obaitolard! ATraBídy. Crown 8to.í». 
Poema and Bailada, fibsi Suuia. 

Poema and Bailada. Sicond Series, 

Poema and Bailada. Third Eesibb. 

Bonga beforó Snnriao. Ctohh tro, 

BottanGll:AT[3r 



BongiofTnoNattoi 



'(In V0I. II. oía 






A Note on Chaflotte BronM. Cntwa 
A St'ndy ot Sbnkeapear*. Ciowd 
BoDfis óf tbe Bpiindtld««i Crown 



Marino Paltoro! A TrüEedy- Cro 
ABtádyofVlotorKnío. Cr Svo, 



jllanles. . 

A Sludy or Bcn Jonaon. Cr.'BTo, jt 
Tho Blatera! ATraijedy, Cruivn 8»i* t» 
Aatropbel. Se. Croan »■.■■•, 7¡. 
Stndlea In Proae and Poetry 



IiOTo's Cvoaa - Cnirpantai 1 

U-Ilfni. Cr.iwn a™, Uj. iieL 
Wllliaro Blake. dnwn gyo. 1 
Kr. BwtnbuFoe-a Colleoted 1 
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WARRANTto Oxecute Charles I. 

A K-icMinile. wtth the 59 Signatuí rft and 
Wnrrant lo Ezaoute Mary Qu«ob 

Si¡:i i':i»»* .ui ! í':»* íItci: Seal. 7*. 

WIiBBI'R (BYRON).— Sport and 
W H R N ü R (A.) . — Chapens:a*5 

White Man. tjr«vAn m-.». cl.. th. 31. Ni. 

\V E S T B U R Y (ATH A) . — The 

.Shadow of H II toa Fernbrook. Crown 



WINTER (JOHN STRANQE). 
by. 
Redimen tal laetfends. ?'^*- >7^ * 
llu&tiatcd boa'd:», as. : clo:h,2i.6i. 

Cavalpy Xilfe; and Regimeatid ' 
, JLetfands. CíownSvo. cluia, í:.c¿ , 
• piciure cl« > th. flat bno k 2f. 

WOMÉN ÓF FLORENCE, dnr. 
Ing and prior to the Clnqoeceoto. • 
Uy Proí. lhlLn.>KC> L'EL Lunoo. Tr^niited . 
by U. G. SrEEGMAN'x. Wiih Intr^áec- • 
tion by Dr. GuitK> BiAGl, asá 1 
ColourrJ P.ates and 24 H .If-rono. Lar? • 

c'.»\vn íív.\ l-i!ckram. 7«. *J net. í 



1 1<» 



th. ;t í. 



WHliliLWRKiHT (E. Q.).—A 
5I0W Awakenlnir. Cr.»wii ^v» iSoMi>». 



WHISHAW (FREÜ.), NovcU 

by. i i'wn KvM. «:U>t!i, 31. td. eacb. 

A Forbldden Ñame. 

Many Waya of Lovo. ^"ith 8 lUuits. 

Cr.iwu 8vo, cloih, (:s. each. 
Masepna. 

Mear che Tsar, near Deatta^ 
A Bplcndld Inipoator. 

WHITE (Ü I LBERT). — Natural 

hljitury of Selboriie. l'M Sv<>. cl«ith. 2s.\ 

WtlITNKY (HELEN H.).— The' 

IScd-lima ISook. W.th ¡Uustration^ 
111 Ihtcc .tnd'i'wu C«)I<mr«by JKSSIK W. 
Smiíii. Kuyal 4(0, ha.t-clutta ucccratcil. 
5*. «iit. 

VVILDE (LADY).~The Anclen t 

Leirendü, Charni5,and Superatltions 
of Ireland. vr.»\v:i Sv«>. cloth. ?.t. »»/. 
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